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CHAPTER I. 

It was a bright May morning some twelve 
years ago, when a yoath of still tender age, for 
he had certainly not ^tered his teens by more 
\ than two years, was ushered into the waiting* 
room of a house in the vicinity of St. James's 
Square, which, though with the general appear- 
ance of a private residence, and that too of 
no very ambitious character, exhibited at this 
period symptoms of being occupied for some 
public purpose. 

The house door was constantly open, and 
frequent guests even at this early hour crossed 
the threshold. The hall table was covered with 
sealed letters ; and the hall porter inscribed in 
a book the name of every individual who en- 
tered. 

The young gentleman we have mentioned 
found himself in a room which offered few re- 
sources for his amusement. A large table 
amply covered with writing materials, and a 
few chairs were its sole furniture, except the 
gray drugget that covered the floor, and a mud- 
_J^ dy mezzoli/ito of the Duke of Wellington that 
adorned its cold walls. There was not even a 
newspaper; and the only books were the Court 
Guide and the London Directory. For some 
time, he remained with^ patient endurance 
planted against the wall, with his feet resting 
on the rail of his chair; but at length in his 
shifting posture he gave evidence of his rest- 
lessness, rose from his seat, looked out of the 
window into a small side court of the house 
surrounded with dead walls, paced the room, 
took up the Court Guide, changed it for the 
London Directory, then wrote lus«name over 
several sheets of foolscap paper, drew various 
landscapes and faces of his friends ; and then, 
splitting up a pen or two, delivered himself of 
a yawn, which seemed the climax of his weari- 
ness. 

And yet the youth's appearance did not be- 
token a character that, if the opportunity had 
offered, could not have found amusement and 
even instruction. His countenance, radiant 
with health and the lustre of innocence, was at 
the same time thoughtful and resolute. The 
expression of his deep blue eve was serious. — 
Without extreme regularity of features, the face 
was one that would never have passed unob- 
-V I served. His short upper lip indicated a good 
^^Tbreed; and his chestnut curls clustered over his 
^ I open brow, while his shirt collar thrown over 
his shoulders was unrestrained by handkerchief 
or ribbon. Add to this, & limber and graceful 
' figure, which the jacket of his boyish dress ex- 
^ hibited to great advantage. 

Just as the youth, mounted on a chair, was 

. adjusting the portrait of the duke which he had 

observed to be awry, the gentleman for whom 



he had been all this time waiting entered the 
room. 

*« Floreat Btona !*' hastily exclaimed the gen- 
tleman in a sharp voice, ** you are setting the 
duke to rights. I have left you a long time & 
prisoner; but I found them so busy here, that I 
myself made my escape with difficulty." 

He who uttered these words was a man of 
middle size and age, originally in all probability 
of a spare habit, but now a little- inclined to 
corpulency. Baldness perhaps contributed to 
the spiritual expression of a brow, which was 
however essentially intellectual, and gave some 
character of openness to a countenance which, 
though not ill-favoured, was unhappily stamped 
by a sinister character that was not to be mis- 
taken. His manner was easy, but rather auda- 
cious than well-bred. Indeed, while a visage 
which might otherwise be described as hand- 
some was spoilt by a dishonest glance, so a 
demeanour that was by no means deficient in 
self-possession and facility, was tainted by an 
innate vulgarity, which in the long run, though 
seldom, yet surely, developed itself. 

The youth had jumped off his chair on the i 
entrance of the gentleman, and then taking up 1 
his hat, said : 

'•Shall we go to grand-papa now, sirt" 

" By all means, my dear boy," said the gen- 
tleman, putting his arm within that of the 
youth; and they were just on the point of leav- 
ing the waiting-room, when the door was sud- 
denly thrown open, and two individuals, in a 
state of very great excitement, rushed into the 
apartment. 

" Rigby— Rigby!" they both exclaimed at the 
same moment. ** By G — , they're out." 

*• Who told you ?" 

** The best authority; one of themselves." 
♦ «« Who— who*?" 

"Paul Evelyn; I met him as I passed' 
Brookes', and he told me that Lord Grey had 
resigned, and the king had accepted his re- 
signation." 

But Mr. Rigby, who, though very fond of 
news and much interested in the present, was 
extremely jealous of any one giving him in- 
formation, was sceptical. He declared that 
Paul Evelyn was always wrong; that it was 
morally impossible that Paul Evelyn could ever 
be right; that he knew, from the highest au- 
thority, that Lord Grey had been twice yester- 
day with the king; that on the last visit nothing 
was settled ; that if he had been at the palace 
again to-day, he could not have been there 
before twelve o'clock; that it was only now 
one quarter to one ; that Lord Grey would have 
called his colleagues together on l^s return; 
thK at least an hour must have elapsed before 
anything could possibly have transpired. TheA 
he comj^ared and criticised the dates of evejy 
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rnmonred incident of the last twenty-four hours ; 
(and nobody was stronger in dates than Mr. 
Kigby;) counted even the number of stairs 
which the minister had to ascend and descend 
in his visit to the palace, and the time their 
mountings and dismountin^s must have ab- 
sorbed (detail was Mr. Rigb/s forte); and final- 
ly, what with his dates, his private information, 
his knowledge of palace localities, his contempt 
for Paul Evelyn, and his confidence in himself, 
he succeeded in persuading his downcast and 
disheartened friends, that their comfortable in- 
telligence had not the slightest foundation. 

They all left the room together; they were in 
the hall ; the gentleman who brought the news 
Jooking somewhat depressed, but Mr. Rigby gay 
even amid the prostration of his party, from the 
eonsciousness that he had most critically de- 
molished a piece of political gossip, and con- 
veyed a certain degree of mortification to a 
couple of his companions ; when a travelling 
carriage and four, with a ducal coronet, drove 
up to the house. The door was thrown open, 
the steps dashed down, and a youthful noble 
sprang from his chariot into the hall. 

"Good morning, Rigby," said the duke. 

•* I see your grace well, I am sure," said Mr. 
^gby, with a very softened manner. 

''You have heard the news, gentlemen 1" 1^ 
continued. 

" What news 7 Yes — ^no — that is to say — Mr. 
Rigby thinks—" 

•* You know, of course, that Lord Lyndhurst 
is with the kingi" 

•* It is impossible," said Mr. Rigby. 

''I don't think I can be mistaken," said the 
duke, smilihg. 

**Iwill show your grace that it is impossi- 
1>le," said Mr. Rigby. " Lord Lyndhurst slept 
at Wimbledon. Lord Grey could not have seen 
the king until twelve o'clock; it is now five 
minutes to one. It is impossible, therefore, that 
any message from the king could have reached 
Lord Lyndhurst in time for his lordship to be at 
the palace at this moment. 

'* But my authority is a very high one," said 
the duke. 

"Authority is a phrase," said Mr. Rigby; 
"we must look to time and place, dates and 
localities, to discover the truth." 
^ •• Your grace was saying that your autho- 
rityr-" ventured to observe Mr. Tadpole, em- 
boldened by the presence of a duke, his patron, 
to struggle against the despotism of a Rigby, his 
tyrant. 

" Was {he highest," rejoined the duke, smil- 
ing; "for it was Lord Lyndhurst himself. I 
came up from Nuneham this morning, passed 
his lordship's house in Hyde Park Place as he 
was getting into his carriage in full dress, 
stopped my own, and learned in a breath, that 
the whigs were out, and that the king had 
sent for 5ie chief baron. So I came on here at 
once." 

"I always thought the couptry was sound at 
bottom," exclaimed Mr. Taper, who, under the 
old system, had sneaked into the treasury board. 

Tadpole and Taper were great friends. Nei- 
ther of tfaim ever despaired of the. comm^i- 
wealth. £ven if the reform bill were passed. 
Taper was convinced that the whigs would 



never prove men of business; and when his 
friends confessed among themselves that a tory 
government was for the future impossible, 
Taper would remark in a confidelRial whisper, 
that for his part he believed before the year was 
over, the whigs would be turned out by the 
clerks. 

" There is no doubt that there is considerable 
reaction," said Mr. Tadpole. "The infamous 
conduct of the whigs in the Amersham case, 
has opened the public mind more than any 
thing.'* 

"A Id borough was worse," said Mr. Taper. 

" Terrible !" said Tadpole. « They said there 
was no use discussing the reform bill in our 
house. I believe Rigby's great speech on Aid- 
borough has done more towards the reaction 
than all the violence of all the political unions 
together." 

"Let us hope for the best," said the duke, 
mildly. "'Tis a bold step on the part of the- 
sovereign, and I am free to say I could have 
wished it postponed; but we must support the 
king like men. What say you, Rigby? You are 
silent" 

" I am thinking what an unfortunate circum- 
stance it was for the sovereign, the country, and 
the party, that I did not breakfast with Lord 
Lyndhurst this morning, as I was nearly doing, 
instead of going down to Eton." 

"To Eton, and why to Eton!" 

" For the sake of my yonng friend here ; Lord 
Monmouth's grandson. By the bye, you are 
kinsmen. Let me present to your grace-^^g^ 

CoKIirGSBT." 



CHAPTER n. 

Tax political agitation which for a year and 
a half had shaken England to its centre, received 
if possible an increase to its intensity and viru- 
lence, when it was known in the early part 1^ 
the month of M^ v. 1838. t hat the prime ministet 
had tendereomsresignSion to the king, which 
resignation had been graciously accepted. 

The amendment carried by the opposition in 
the House of Lords on the evening of the 7th 
of May, that the enfranchising clauses of the 
reform bill should be considered before enter- 
ing into the question of disfranchisement, was 
the immediate cause of this startling event. 
The Lords had previously consented to the 
second reading of the bill with the view of pre-* 
venting that large increase of their numbers 
with which they had been long menaced; rather 
indeed by mysterious rumours ihaii by any offi- 
cial declaration; but nevertheless, in a manner 
which had carried conviction to no inconsider- 
able portion of the opposition that the threat was 
not without foundation. 

During the progress of the bill through the 
Lower House, the journals which were looked 
upon as the organs of the ministry, had an- 
nounced with unhesitating confidence, that Lord 
Grey was armed with what was then called a 
cartt bianche to create any number of peers 
necessary to insure its success. Nor were pub- 
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lie journalisfs under the coiirlipl of the ministry, 
and whose statements were never contradicted, 
the sole authorities for this prevailing belief. 

Members of the House of Commons, who 
were strong supporters of the cabinet, though 
not connected with it by any official tie, had 
unequivocally stated in their places that the 
sovereign had not resisted the advice of his 
counsellors to create peers, if such creation 
were required to carry into effect what was then 
styled "the great national measure." In more 
than one instance, ministers had been warned, 
that, if they did not exercise that power with 
prompt energy, they might deserve impeach- 
ment. And these intimations and announce- 
ments had been made in the presence of leading 
members of the government, and had received 
from them at least the sanction of their silence. 

It did not subsequently appear that the re- 
form ministers had been invested with any such 
power ; but a conviction of the reverse fostered 
by these circumstances had successfully acted 
upon the nervous temperament, or the states- 
manlike prudence of. a certain section of the 
peers, who consequently hesitated in their 
course; were known as being no longer in- 
clined to pursue their policy of the preceding 
session, and who had thus obtained a title at that 
moment rife in everybody's mouth — the title of 
ftwiB Wavehehs.** 
/^ Notwithstanding, therefore, the opposition of 
i the Duke of Wellington and of Lord Lyndhurst, 
\^ the Wavprers carried the second reading of the 
^■^eform bill; and then scared at tl|e conse- 
^ quences of their own headstrong timidity, they 
> went in a fright to the duke and his able adviser 
^ to extricate them from the inevitable result of 
Vjheir own conduct. The ultimate device of 
these distracted councils, where daring and pol- 
troonery, principle and expediency, public spirit 
and private intrigue, all threw an ingredient in 
the turbulent spell, was the celebrated and suc- 
cessful amendment to which we have referred. 

But the whig ministers, who, whatever may 
have been their faults, were at least men of 
intellect and coui*age, were not to be beatfen by* 
" the Waverers." They might have made terms 
with an audacious foe ; they trampled on a hesi- 
tating opponent Lord Grey hastened to the 
palace. 

Before the result of this appeal to the sove- 
reign was known, for its effects were not im- 
mediate, on the second morning after the vote 
ia the House of Lords, Mr. Rigby had made 
that visit to Eton which had summoned very 
unexpectedly the youthful Coningsby to Lon- 
don. He was. the orphan chffTof The youngest 
''of the two sons of the Marquis of Monmouth. 
/ It was a(family famous for its hatreds. The 
/ eldest son hated his father; and, it was said, in 
spite, had married a lady to "whom that father 
was attachedj^'and with whom Lord Monmouth 
then meditated a second alliance. This eldest 
son lived at Naples, and had several children, 
but nfaintained no connection either with his 
parents or his native coijntry.' On the other 
^hand, Lord Monmouih(hated his, younger son^ 
^who had married against his consent a woman 
^ to whom that son was devoted. A system of 
domestic persecution, sustained by the hand of 
a master, had eventually broken up the health 
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of its victim, who died of a fever in a foreign 
country, where he had sought some refuge from 
his creditors^ 

. His widow returned to England with her 
child ; and,(not having a relation, and scarcely'' 
an acquaintance in the world^made an appeal 
to her husband's father, the wealthiest noble ia^ 
England, and a man who was often prodigal, 
and occasionally generous.. After some timo 
and more trouble, after urgent and repeated, and 
what would have seemed(heart-rending, solici- 
tation sJthe solicitor of Lord Monmouth called 
upon tne widow of his client's son, and informed'' 
her of his lordship's decision. CProvided she' 
gave up her child and permanently resided in* 
one of the remotest counties^he was authorized* 
to make her in four quanerly payments, the 
yearly allowance of three hundred pounds, that 
beins^ the income that Loi*d Monmouth, who 
was^he shrewdest accountant in the country, 
had calculated a lone woman might very de- 
cently exist upon in a small market town in the 
county of Westmoreland.^ 

y)esperate necessity, the sense of her ownfor- 
lornness, the utter impossibility to struggle with 
an omnipotent foe, who, Her husband had taught 
her, was above all scruples, prejudices and 
fears, and who though he respected law, despised 
opinion, made the victim yield. But her suffer- 
ings were not long; the separation from her 
child, the bleak clime, the strange faces around 
her, sharp memory, and the doll routine of an 
unimpassioned life, all combined to wear out a 
constitution originally frail, and since shattered 
by many sorrow^ Mrs. Coningsby died the 
same day that her father-in-law was made a' 
marquess. He desefved his' Honours. The\ 
four votes he had inherited in the House of '^ 
Commons had been increased by his intense'^ 
volition and unsparing means to ten ; and the/ 
very day he was raised to his marquisate, he 
commenced sapping fresh corporations, and' 
was working for the strawberry leaf. His ho- 
nours were proclaimed in the London Gazette, 
and her decease was not even noticed in the 
County Chronicle; but the altars of Nemesis 
are beneath every outraged roof, and the death 
of this^unhappy lady, apparently without an r 
earthly friend or an earthly hope, desolate and 
deserted^ and dying in obscur^ poverty, was not 
forgotten. 

Coningsby was not more than nine years of 
age when he lost his last parent; and he had' 
then been (separated from her for nearly three 
years.) But he remembered the sweetness of 
his nifrsery daysi His mother too had written 
to hira very frequently since he quitted her, and 
her fond expressions had cherished the tender- 
ness of his heart, flie wept very bitterly when 
his schoolmaster broke to him the news of his 
mother's deathD Truie it was, they had been 
long parted, alia their prospect of again meeting 
was vague and dim ; but his mother seemed to 
him hisfonly link to human society. It was 
something , to have a mother, even if he never 
saw her. Other boys went tq see their mothers ; 
he at least could talk of his. t Now he was alone« 
His grandfather was to him only a name. L|flm^, 
Monmcmj^ resided almost constantly ahroadr^' 
and during his rare visits to England had found 
no time or inclination to see the orphan with 
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whom he felt no sympathy. . Even the death of 
the boy'^ mother, and the consequent arrange- 
ments, were notified to his master by a stranger. 
The letter which brought the sad intelligence 
was from Mr. Rigby. It was the first time that 
paxae had been known to Coningsby. 

Mr. Rig l ML was a member for one of Lord 
jHonmouth s boroughs. He was the manager of 
Lprd Monmouth's parliamentary influence, and 
|he auditor of his vast estates. He was more; 
he was Lord Monmouth's companion when in 
England, his correspondent when abroad — 
hardly his counsellor, for Lord Monmouth never 
required advice ; but Mr. Rigby could instruct 
him in matters of detail, which Mr. Rigby made 
amusing. Rigby was not a professional man ; 
indeed, his origin, education, early pursuits, and 
studies, were equally obscure ; but heyiad con- 
trived in good time to squeeze himself into Par- 
liament, by means which no one could ever 
comprehend, and then setup to be a perfect man 
Df business. The world look him at his word, 
for he was bold, acute, and voluble ; with no 
hought, but a good deal of desultory informa- 
ion; and though destitute of all imagination 
ind noble sentiment, was blessed with a vigor- 
»us, mendacious fancy, fruitful in small expe- 
ients, and never happier than when devising 
hifts for great men's scrapes. 
They say that all of us have one chance in 
lis life, and so it was with Rigby. After a 
Tuggle of many years, af\er a long series of 
le usual alternatives of small successes and 
nail failures, after a few cleverish speeches 
id a good many cleverish pamphlets, with a 
msiderable reputation indeed for pascminadgs, 
ost of which he never wrote, ana articles m 
views to which it was whispered he had con- 
buted, Rigby, who had already intrigued him- 
If into a subordinate office^ met with Lord 
)nmouth. 

He was just the animal that Lord Monmouth 

.nted,for Lord Monmouth always looked upon 

man nature with the callous eye of a jockey. 

surveyed Rigby, and he determined to buy 

1. He bought him ; with his clear head, his 

efatigable industry, his audacious tongue, 

I his ready and unscrupulous pen; with all 

dates, all his lampoons ; all his private me- 

irs, and all his political intrigues. It was a 

d purchase. Rigby became a great person- 

, and Lord Monmouth's man. 

Ir. Rigby, who^ liked to be doing a great 

ly things at the same time, and to altonish 

Tadpoles and the Tapers with his energetic 

atility, determined to superintend the edu- 

m of Coningsby. It was a relation which 

tified him with the noble house of his pupil, 

roperly speaking, his charge: for Mr. Rigby 

ted rather the graceful dignity of the gover- 

han the duties^f a tutor. The boy was re- 

d from his homely, rural school, where he 

5een well-grounded by a hard-working cu- 

and affectionately tended by the curate's 

phisticated wife. He was sent to a fash- 

»]e school preparatory to Eton, where he 

I about two hundred youths of noble fami- 

md connections lodged in a magnificent 

that had once been the retreat of a minis- 

uperintended by a sycophantic doctor of 

ty, already weU beneficed, and not des- 



pairing of a ^^^MjA^ by labouring the children 

of great nobles!''T*hf doctor's lady, clothed 
in cashmeres, sometimes inquired a^er their 
health, and occasionally received a report as to 
their linen. 

Mr. Rigby had a classical retreat, not distant 
irom this establishment, which he esteemed a 
Tusculum. There, surrounded by his basts 
and books, he wrote his lampoons and articles ; 
massacred a she liberal, (it was thought that no 
one could lash a woman like Rigby,) cut up a 
rising genius whose politics were different from 
his pwn, or scarified some unhappy wretch who 
had brought his claims before Parliament, prov- 
ing by garbled extracts from official corre- 
spondence that no one could refer to, that the 
malcontent, instead of being a victim, was oa 
the contrary a defaulter. Tadpole and Taper 
would back Rigby for a "slashing reply" 
against the field. Here, too, at the end of a busy 
week, he found it occasionally convenient to 
entertain a clever friend or two of equivocal 
reputation, with whom he had become ac- 
quainted in former days of equal brotherhood. 
No one was more faithful to his early friends 
than Mr. Rigby; particularly if they could write 
a squib. 

It was in this refined retirement that Mr. Rig- 
by found time enough, snatched from the toils 
of ofiicial life and parliamentary struggles, to 
compose a letter on the study of history, ad- 
dressed to Coningsby. The style was as much 
like that of Lord Bolingbroke as if it bad beea 
written by the authors of the "Rejected Ad- 
dresses," and it began, "My dear young friend.** 
This polished composition, so full of good feel- 
ing and comprehensive views, and all in the 
best taste, was not published. It was only pri- 
vately printed, and a few thousand copies were 
distributed among select personages, as an espe- 
cial favour and mark of high consideration. 
Each copy given away seemed to Rigby like a 
certificate of character, a property which, like 
all men of dubious repute, he thoroughly appre- 
ciated. Rigby intrigued very much that the 
head-master of Eton should adopt his discourse 
as a class book. For this purpose he dined 
with the doctor; told him several anecdotes of 
the king, which intimated personal influence at 
Windsor ; but the head-master was immovable ; 
and so Mr. Rigby was obliged to be content by 
his Letter on History being canonized as a clas- 
sic in the Preparatory Seminary, where the 
individual to whom it was addressed was a 
scholar. 

This change in the life of Coningsby contri- 
buted to his happiness. The various charac- 
ters, which a large school exhibited, interested a 
young mind whose active energies were begin- 
ning to stir. His previous acquirements made 
his* studies light; and he was fond pf sports in 
which he was qualified to excel. He did not 
particularly like Mr. Rigby. There was some- 
thing jarring and grating in that gentleman's 
voice and modes from which the chords of tlje 
young heart shrank. . He was not tender; thou 
perhaps he wished it, scarcely kind ; but he v 
good-natured, at least to children. Howei 
this connection was on the whole a very agi 
able one for Coningsby. He seemed sudde 
to have friends ; he never passed his hoUd 
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again at sebool. Mr. Sigb]^ was so elever that 
he contrive)^ always to qaarter Coningsby on 
the father of one of his school-fellows, for Mr. 
Rigby knew all his school-fellows and all their 
fathers. Mr. Rigby also called to see him not 
unfrequently ; would give him a dinner at the 
Star and Oarter, or even have him up to town 
for a week to Whitehall. Compared with his 
former forlorn existence, these were happy days 
"when he was placed under the gallery as a mem- 
ber's son, or went to the play with the butler ! jt, 

When Coningsby had attained his twelfth Ipeers were in a fright Twa s a pity : there is^ 
year, an order was received from Lord M on- 1 scarcely a less dignified entity than a patrician 
mouth who was at Rome, that he should go at' in a panic. 



The conncils of Lord Monmouth^ though they 
coincided with those of the Duke of Wellington, 
did not prevail with the Waverers. Several of 
these high-tninded personages had had their 
windows broken, and they were not of opinioa 
that a man who lived at Naples was a compe- 
tent judge of the state of public feeling in £ng- | 
land. Besi deg, t^ g ^ ays are gone by for.{|gp%|s^ ; 
to bavejtEeiJbeards plucked in (he lorum. We , / 
Hve in an age of prudence. ThfiJeadeEs..of4tfe^ 
>people^ DQTY.gppflpraHy fnlinw. The truth is, thf ^ 
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once to Eton. This was the first great epoch 
of his life. There never was a youth who en- 
tered into that wonderful little world with more 
eager zest than Coningsby. Nor was it marvel- 
lous. 

That delicious plain, studded with every crea- 
tion of graceful culture ; hamlet and hall, and 
grange ; garden and grove, and park ; that castle- 
palace,, gray with glorious ages; those antique 
spires hoar with faith and wisdom, the chapel 
and the college ; that river winding through the 
shady meads ; the sunny glade and the solemn 
avenue ; the room in the Dame's house where 
we first order our own breakfast and first feel 
we are free ; the stirring multitude, the energetic 
groups, the individual mind that leads, conquers, 
controls ; the emulation and the afi^ection ; the 
noble strife and the tender sentiment; the daring 
exploit and the dashing scrape ; the passion that 
pervades our life, and breathes in every thing, 
from the aspiring study to the inspiring sport — 
oh ! what hereafter can spur the brain and touch 
the heart like this ; can give us a world so deeplv 
and variously interesting; a life so full of quick 
and bright excitement — passed in a scene so 
fair! .. ' , * 



CHAPTER in. 

y^" Loan Moitmouth, who detested popular tu- 
' mults as much as he despised public opinion, 
had remained during the agitating year of 1831 
in his luxurious retirement in Italy, contenting 
himself with opposing the reform bill by proxy. 
But when his correspondent, Mr. Rigby, had in- 
formed him in the early part of the spring of 
1833 of the probability of a change in the tactics 
of the tory party, and that an opinion was be- 
. coming prevalent among their friends, that the 
((great scheme must be defeated in detail rather 
[[than again. wiihstOQd on^principle^ his lordsEip, 
' who was never wanting in energy, when his 
own interests were concerned, immediately 
. crossed the Alps, and travelled rapidly to Eng- 
land. He indulged a hope that the weight of 
his presence and the influence of jus strong 
character, which was at once shrewfand cou- 
rageous, might induce his friends to relinquish 
their half measure, a course to which his nature 
was very repugnant. At all events, if they per- 
sisted in their intention, and the Bill went into 



Among the most intimate companions of 
Coningsby at Eton, was Lord Henry Sydney^ 
his kinsman. Coningsby had frequently passed 
his holidays of late at Beaumanoir, the seat of 
the duke, Lord Henry's father. The duke sat 
next to Lord Monmouth during the debate on 
the enfranchising question, and to while away 
the time, and from kindness of disposition, 
spoke, and spoke with warmth and favour, of 
his grandson. The polished Lord Monmouth 
bowed as if he were much gratified by this no- 
tice of one so dear to him. He had too much 
tact to admit that he had never yet seen his 
grandchild ; but he asked some questions as to 
his progress and pursuits, his tastes and habits, 
which intimated the interest of an affectionate 
relative. 

Nothing, however, was ever lost upon Lord 
Monmouth. No one had a more retentive 
memory, or a more observant mind. And the 
next day, when he received Mr. Rigby at his 
morning levee, (Lord Monmouth performed 
this ceremony in the high style of the old court, 
and welcomed his visitors in bed), he said with 
imperturbable calmness, and as if he had been 
talking of trying a new horse, « Righj, I shoald 
like to see the boy at Eton." 

There might be some objection to grant leave 
to Coningsby at this moment ; but it was a rule 
with Mr. Rigby never to make difficulties, or at 
least to persuade his patron, that he, and he 
only, could remove them. He immediately 
undertook that the boy should be forthcoming, 
and, notwithstanding the excitement of the mo- 
men t#he went ofi" next morning to fetch him* 

They arrived in town rather early, and Rigby 
wishing to know how affairs were going on, 
ordered the servant to drive immediately to the 
headquarters of the party; where a-permanent 
committee watched every ghasis of the impend- 
ing revolution ; and where every member of the 
opposition of note and trust was instantly ad- 
mitted to receive or to impart intelligence. 

It was certainly not without emotion, that 
Coningsby contemplated his first interview with 
hii grandfather. All his experience of the ties 
of relationship, however limited, were full of 
tenderness and rapture. His memory often 
dwelt on his mother's sweet embrace ; and ever 
and anon a fitful phantom of some past passage 
of domestic love haunted his gushing heart 
The image of his father was less fresh in his 
mind; but still it was associated with a vague 
sentiment of kindness and joy; and the allusions 
to Mr. Coningsby in his mother's lettejrs bad 



committee, his presence was indispensable, for 

in that stage of a parliamentary proceeding I cherished these impressions. To notice lesser 

proxies become ineffective. 1 sources of influence in his estimate of the do- 
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mestic tie, he had witne5?scd under the roof of' 
Beaumanoir, the existence of a family boand 
together by the most beautiful affections, fte 
could not forget how Henry Sydney was em- 
braced by his sisters when he returned home ; 
"what frank and fraternal love existed between 
his cousin and his elder brother; how affection- 
ately the kind duke had welcomed his son once 
more to the house where they had both been 
born; and the dim eye^ and saddened brows, 
and tones of tenderness which rather looked 
than said farewell, when they went back to Eton. 
And these rapturous meetings and these 
mournful adieus were occasioned only by a se- 
paration at the most of a few months, softened 
by a constant correspondence, and the commu- 
nication of mutual sympathy. But Coningsb^ 
Kras to meet a relation, his nearest, almost his 
toly, relation for the first time ; the relation too 
to whom he owed maintoiance, education — it 
might be said, existence. It was a great inci- 
dent for a great drama; something tragical in 
the depth and stir of its emotions. Even the 
imagination of the boy could not be insensible 
•»to its materials ; and Coningsby was picturing 
" ^ himself a beneficent and venerable gentleman 

y pressing to his breast an agitated youth, when 
his reverie was broken by the carriage stopping 
before the gates of Monmouth House. 
^ The gates were opened by a gigantic Swiss, 
T and the carriage rolled into a huge court yard. 
'^^At its end, Coningsby beheld a Palla dian palace 
"with wings and colonnades encTWHlf^'lhe court. 
A double flight of steps led into a circular and 
marble hall adorned with colossal busts of the 
^ Caesars; the staircase in fresco by Sir James 
A Thornhill, breathed with the loves and wars of 
J gods and heroes, ft led into a vestibule painted 
, sju arabesq ue, hung with Venetian girandoles, 
^"j&idToWHng into gardens. . Opening a door in 
this chamber, and proceeding some little way 
down a corridor, Mr. Rigby and his companion 
arrived at the base of a private staircase. As- 
vCending a few steps, they reached a landing 
place hung wiih tapestry. Drawing this aside, 
Mr. Rigby opened a door and ushered Coningsby 
through an ante-chamber into a small saloon of 
beautiful proportion, and furnished in a brilliant 
and delicate taste. 

" You will find more to amuse you here than 
"where we were before," said Mr. Rigby, " and I 
shall not be nearly so long absent" So saying, 
he entered into an inner apartment. 

The walls of the saloon, which were covered 
-with light blue satin, held in silver pannels por- 
traits of beautiful women painted by Boucher. 
Couches and easy chairs of every shape invited in 
every quarter to luxurious repose, while amuse- 
y ment was afforded by tables covered with cari- 
Q^tures, French novels, and endless miniatures 
tff foreign dances, princesses, and sovereigns. 
But Coningsby was so impressed with the 
pending interview with his grandfather, that 
neither sought nor required diversion. ' Now 
at the crisis was at hand, he felt agitated and 
nervous; and wished that he was again at Eton. 
The suspense was sickening, yet he dreaded still 
. more the summons. He was not long alone ; 
the door opened-^he started-^ grew pale— he 
itjioueht it was his grandfather; it was not even 
Mr. Rigby. It was Lord Monmouth's valet 
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" Monsieur Koft fgby 1" 
. **My name is Coningsby," said the boy. 

"Milor is ready to receive you," said the 
valet. 

Coningsby sprang forward with that despe- 
ration which the scgffold requires. His face 
was pale; his. hand was moist; his heart beat 
with tumult He had occasionally been sum- 
moned by Dr. Keate ; that too was awful work, 
but compared with the present, a morning visit 
Music, artillery, the roar of cannon, and the 
blare of trumpets, may urge a man on to a for- 
lorn hope ; ambition, one's constituents, the hell 
of previous failure, mja'y prevail on us to do a 
more desperate thing — speak in the House of 
Commons ; but there are some situations in life, 
such for instance as entering the room of a 
dentist, vhen the prostration of the nervous 
system is absolute. ^ 

The moment had at length arrived, when the 
desolate was to find a benefactor, the forlorn a 
friend, the orphan a parent ; when the youth, 
after a childhood of adversity, was to be formally 
received into the bosom of the noble house from 
which he had been so long estranged, and at 
length to assume that social position to which 
his lineage entitled him. Manliness might sup- 
port, affection might soothe, the happy anguish 
of such a meeting; but it was undoubtedly 
one of those situations which stir up the deep 
fountains of our natures, and before which the 
conventional proprieties of our ordinary man- 
ners instantaneously vanish. 

Coningsby with an uncertain step followed 
his guide through a bed-chamber, the sumptu- 
ousness of which he could not notice, into the 
dressing-room of Lord Monmouth. Mr. Rigby, 
facing Coningsby as he entered, was leaning 
over the back of a large chair, from which, as 
Coningsby was announced by the valet, the 
lord of the house slowly rose, for he was suffer- 
ing slightly from the gout, and his left hand 
rested on an ivory stick. Lord Monmouth was . 
in height above the middle size, but somewhat 
portly and corpulent. His countenance was 
strongly marked ; sagacity on the brow, sensu- 
ality in the mouth and jaw. His head was bald, 
but there were remains of the rich brown locks 
on which he once prided himself. His large 
deep blue eye, madid and yet piercing, showed ' 
that the secretions of his brain were apportioned, 
half to voluptuousness, half to common sense. 
But his general mien was truly grand ; full of a 
natural nobility, of which no one was more 
sensible. Lord Monmouth was not in dishabille; 
on the contrary, his costume was exact, and 
even careful. Rising as we have mentioned 
when his grandson entered, and leaning with 
his left hand on hi^ ivory cane, he made Co- 
ningsby such a bow as Louis Quatorze might 
have bestowed on the ambassador of the United 
Provinces. Then extending his right hand, 
which tl^ boy tremblingly touched, Lord Mon- 
mouth said: 

«* Ho\^ do you like Eton 1" 

This contrast to the reception which he had 
imagined, hoped, feared, paralyzed the reviving 
energies of young Coningsby. He felt stupefied; 
he looked almost aghast In the chaotic tumult 
of his mind, his memory suddenly seemed to 
receive some miraculous inspiration. Mysteri- 
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OTIS phrases heard in his earliest boyhood, un- 
noticed then, long since forgotteni rose to his ear, 
"Who was this grandfather, seen not before, seen 
now for the first time? Where was the inter- 
^ vening link of blood between him and this su- 
^<i\ P^band icy being? The boy sank into the cbair 
'Which had been placed for him, and leaning on 
i^^ the table burst into tears. 

Here was a basiness ! If there was one thing 
which would have made Lord Monmouth travel 
from London to Naples atfonr and twenty hours' 
notice, it was to avoid a scene. He hated scenes 
— »he hated feelings. He saw instantly the mis- 
take he had made in sending for his grandchild. 
He was afraid thatConingsby was tender-heart- 
ed like his father. Another tender-hearted Co- 
ningsby! Unfortunate family ! Degenerate race! 
•w He decided in his mind that Coningsby must 
V be provided for in the church, and looked at 
Mr. Rigby, whose principal business it always 
\ was to disembarrass his patron from the disa- 
^eeable. 

Mr. Rigby instantly came forward and adroitly 
led the boy into the adjoining apartment. Lord 
Monmouth's bed-chamber, closing the door of 
the dressing-room behind him. 

"My dear young friend," said Mr. Rigl^, 
^ l,«,whatisallth!s1" 
J^^T A sob the only answer. 
^ •* What can be the matter 1" said Mr. Rigby. 
** I was thinking," said Coningsby, " of poor 
mamma!" 

•* Hush !" said Mr. Rigby ; "Lord Monmouth 
never likes to hear of people who are dead; so 
I you must take care never to mention your mo- 
ther or your father." 

In the mean time Lord Monmouth had de- 
cided on the fate of Coningsby. The marquess 
thought he could read characters by a glance, 
and in general he was very successful; for his 
natural sagacity had been nurtured by great 
'. experience. His grandson was not to his taste; 
^ '"* amiable, no doubt, but a spooney. 

We are too apt to believe that the character 
of a boy is easily read. Tis a mystery the most 
profound. Mark what blunders parents con- 
stantly make as to the nature of their own 
'offspring, bred too under their eyes, and dis- 
playing every hour their characteristics. How 
often in the nursery does the genius count as a 
dunce because he is pensive; while a rattling 
urchin is invested with almost supernatural 
qualities because his animal spirits make him 
impudent and flippant! The school-boy above 
all othen is not the simple being the world 
im%ines. In that young bosom are of)en stir- 
ring passions as strong as our own, desires not 
, less violent, a volition not less supreme. In 
that young bosom what burning love, what 
intense ambition, what avarice, what lust of 
power: envy that fiends might emulate, hate 
that man might fear ! 



:r 



I 



^ CHAPTER IV. 

*CoTira," said Mr. Rigby, when Coningsby was 
somtwhat composed, ** come with me, and we 
wiU see the house." 



80 they descended once more the private 
staircase, and again entered the vestibule. 

**If you had seen these gardens when they 
were illuminated for a fete to George IV," said 
Rigby, as crossing the chamber he ushered his 
charge into the state-apartments. The s||ilen- 
dour and variety of the surrounding objects 
soon distracted the attention of the boy, for the 
first time in the palace of his fathers. He tra- 
versed salocm aiVer saloon hung with rare tapes- 
try and the gorgeous products of foreign looms; 
filled with choice pictures and creations of cu- 
rious art; cabinets that sovereigns might ehvy, 
and colossal vases of malachite presented by 
emperors. Coningsby alternately gazed up to 
ceilings glowing^ with colour and with gold, 
and down upon carpets bright with the fancies 
and vivid with the tints of Aubusson and of 
Axminster. 

" This grandfather of mine is a great prince," 
thought Coningsby, as musing he stood before 
a portrait in which he recognized the features 
of the being from whom he had so recently and so 
strangely parted. There'lie stood, Philip Au- 
gustus, Marquess of Monmouth, in his robes of 
estate, with his new coronet on a table near 
him, a despaUU^JJjaiig at hand that indicated the 
special mission of high ceremony of which he 
had been the illustrious envoy, and the garter 
beneath his knee. 

** You will have plenty of opportunities to look 
at the pictures," said Rigby, observing that the 
boy had now quite recovered himself. " Some 
luncheon will do yon no harm af\er our drive," 
and he opened the door of another apartment. 

It was a pretty room, adorned with a fine pic- 
ture of the chase: at a round table in the centre 
sat two ladies interested in the meal to which 
Rigby had alluded. 

"Ah, Mr. Rigby!" said the eldest, yet young 
and beautiful, and speaking, though With flu- 
ency, in a foreign accent, ** come and tell me 
some news. Have you seen Milor?" and then 
she threw a scrutinizing glance from a dark 
flashing eye at his companion. 

"Let me present to your highness," said 
Rigby with an air of some ceremony, " Mr. Co- 
ningsby." 

** My dear young friend," said the lady, ex* 
tending her white hand with an air of joyous 
welcome, " this is Lucretia, my daughter. We 
love you already. Lord Monmouth will be so 
charmed to see you. What beautiful eyes he 
has, Mr. Rigby ! Quite like Milor." 

The young lady, who was really more youth- 
ful than Coningsby, but of a form and stature 
so developed, that she appeared almost a woman, 
bowed to the guest with some ceremony, and a 
faint sullen smile, and then proceeded with her 
chicken-pie. 

'* You must be so hungry after your drive," 
said the elder lady, placing Coningsby at her 
side, and herself filling his plate. 

This was true enough ; and while^Mr. Rigby 
and the lady talked an infinite deal about things 
which he did not understand, and persons of 
whom he had never heard, our little hero made 
his first meal in his paternal house with no or- 
dinary zest ; and renovated by the pastry and a 
glass of sherry, felt altogether a very difierent 
being to what he was, when he had undergone 
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the terrible inteiriew in whieh, be begtm to re- 
flect, he had considerably exposed himself. His 
courage revived, bis senses rallied, he rephed 



to the interrogations of the lady with calmnessf^ of Carlton Terrace ; all the gentlemen who ez- 
but with promptness and propriety. It was evi^ pected to have been mi^de peers, perceived &at 
dent that be had made a favourable impression^ ihe country was going to be given over to « 
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on her highness, for evec and anon she put a 
truffle or some small delicacy in his plate, and 
insisted upon his taking some particular confec- 
tionary, because it was a iavonrite of her own. 
When she rose, she said : 

^ In ten minutes the carriage will be at the 
do^r; and if you like, my dear young friend, 
you shall be our beau." 

" There is nothing I should like so much," 
said Coningsby. 

** Ah !" said the lady, with the sweetest smile, 
** he is frank." 

The ladies bowed and retired ; Mr. Rigby re- 
turned to the marquess, and the groom of the 
chambers led Coningsby to his room. 

This lady, so courteous to Coningsby, was 
the Princess Colon na, a Roman dame, the se- 

had first marnea when k boy, ana into a family 
not inferior to his own. Of this union, in every 

respect unhappy, theJPQQggg^4itt{£^;OL^^ ^ 
sole offspring. He was a man dissolute, and 
devoted to play; and cared for nothing much 
but his pleasures and billiards, in which latter 
He was esteemed unrivalled. According to 
some, in a freak of passion, according to others, 
to cancel a gambling debt, he had united him- 
self to his present wife, whose origin was ob- 
scure; but with whom he contrived to live on 
terms of apparent cordiality, for she was much 
admired, and made the society of her husband 
sought by those who contributed to his enjoy- 
ment. Among these especially figured the 
Marquess of Monmouth, between whom and 
Prince Colonna the world recognized as existing 
the most intimate and entire friendship, so that 
his highness and his family were frequent 
guests under the roof of the English nobleman, 
and now accompanied him on a visit to Eng- 
land. 



eompressed ltp» he was naa^ced in Ms daring 
chariot entering the court-yard of Apsley House. 
Ghreatwas the panic at Brookes', wild the hopes 



CHAPTER V. 

Iw the mean time, while ladies are lancheoning 
on chicken pie, or coursing in whirling britsk^, 
performing all the singular ceremonies of a 
London morning in the heart of the season; 
making visits where nobody is seen, and mak- 
ing purchases which are not wanted; the world 
is in agitation and uproar. At present the world 
and the confusion are limited to St. James's 
Street and Pall Mall; but soon the boundaries 
and the tumult will be extended to the intended 
metropolitan boroughs; to-morrow they will 
spread over the manufacturing districts. It is 
entirely evident, that before eight and forty 
hours have passed, the country will be in a state 
of fearful crisis. And how can it be otherwise? 
Is it not a truth, that the subtle chief baron has 
been closeted one whole hour -with the king ; 
that shortly after, with thoughtful brow, and. 



rapacious oligarchy. 

In the mean time. Tadpole and Taper, who 
bad never quitted for an instant the mysterious 
head-quarters of the late opposition, were fall 
of hopes and fears, and asked many questioDB 
which they chiefly answered themselves. 

**I wonder what Lord Lyndburst will say to 
the king," said Taper. 

** He has plenty of pluck," said Tadpole. 

^ 1 almost wish now that Rigby had break- 
fasted with him this morning," said Taper. 

'*If the king be firm,, and the country sound,** 
said Tadpole, ** and Lord Monmouth keeps his 
boroughs, I should not wonder if Rigby were 
made a privy counsellor." 

" There is no precedent for an under-seerc- 
tary being a privy counsellor," said Taper. 

** But we live in revolutionary times," said 
Tadpole; 

" Gentlemen," said the groom of the cham- 
bers, in a loud voice, entering the room, ^ I am 
desired to state that the Duke of Wellington is 
with the king." 

" There is a Providence !" exclaimed an agi- 
tated gentleman, the patent of whose intended 
peerage had not been signed the day that the 
duke had quitted office in 1830. 

" I always thought the king would be firm," 
said Mr. Tadpole. 

" I wonder who will have the India Board 1" 
said Taper. > 

At this moment, three or four gentlemen en- 
tered the room in a state of great bustle and 
excitement; they were immediately surrounded. 

"Is it truel Quite true; not the slightest 
doubt. Saw him myself. Not at all hissed ; 
certainly not hooted. Perhaps a little hissed. 
One fellow really cheered him. Saw him my- 
self. Say what they like, there is reaction. But 
Constitution Hill they sayl Well, there was a 
sort of inclination to a row on Constitution 
Hill ; but the duke quite firm ; pistols and car« 
riage doors bolted." 

Such may give a faint idea of the anxious 
inquiries, and the satisfactory replies that were 
occasioned by the entrance of this group. 

"Up guards and at them !" exclaimed Tad- 
pole, rubbing his hands in a fit of patriotic en- 
thusiasm. 

Later in the aflemoon, about five o*clocl% the 
high change of political gossip, when the room 
was crowded, and every one had his rumour, 
Mr. Rigby looked in again to throw his eye over 
the evening papers, and catch in various chit- 
chat the tone of public or party feeling on the 
"crisis." Then it was known that the duke 
had returned from the king, having accepted 
the <niarge of forming an administration. An 
administration to do whati Portentous ques- 
tion ! Were concessions to be made 1 And if 
so, whati Was it altogether impossible, and 
too late, stare super vias antiquas ? Questions 
altogether above your Tadpoles and your Ta- 
pers, whose idea of the necessities of the age 
was that they themselves should be in office. 
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: ^ Lord EsMale -came up to Mr. Rigl^. Tbis 
"peer t^&S a n^ble CroBsiis, acquainted with all 
the gradations of life ; a Toluptaary who could 
he a Spartan; clear-mghted, unprejudiced, sa* 
g^ious ; the best judge in the world of a horse 
or a man ; be was the aniversal referee; a quar- 
rel about a bet or a mistress was solved by him 
in a moment, and in a manner which satisfied 
both parties. He patronized and appreciated 
the fine arts, though a jockey ; respected lite- 
mury men, though he only read French 4K>¥els ; 
And without any aSectation of tastes which he 
did not possess, was looked upon by every 
singer and dancer in Burope, as their natural 
champion. The secret of his strong character 
and great influence was ■. } m self-composure. 
"which an earthquake or a RVorm bill eoulu 
-iK>t disturb, and which in him was the result of 
temperament and experience. - He was an inti- 
mate acquaintance of Lord Monmdifth, for they 
had many tastes in common ; were both men of 
considerable, and in some degree similar abili- 
ties ; and were the two greatest proprietors of 
close boroughs in the country. 

** Do you dine at Monmouth House to-day?" 
inquired Lord Eskdale of Mr. Rigby. 

«* Where I hope to meet your lordship. The 
"whig papers are very subdued," continued Mr. 
Kigby. 

** Ah ! they have not the cue yet," said Lord 
Eskdale. 

"And what do you think of affairs 1" in- 
quired his companion. 

" I think the hounds are too hot to hark off 
now," said Lord Eskdale. 

" There is one combination," said Rigby, who 
seemed meditating an attack on Lord Eskdale's 
hatton. 

•* Give us it at dinner," said Lord Eskdale ; 
who knew his man, and made an adroit move- 
ment forwards as if he were very anxious to 
see the Globe newspaper. 

In the course of two or three hours these gen- 
tlemen met again in the green drawing-room of 
Monmouth House. Mr. Rigby was sitting on 
the sofa by Lord Monmouth, detailing in whis- 
pers all his gossip of the mom : Lord Eskdale 
murmuring quaint inquiries into the ear of the 
Princess Lucretia. Madame Colonna made 
remarks alternately to two gentlemen, who paid 
her assiduous court. One of these was Mr. 
Ormsby; the school, the college, and the club 
crony of Lord Monmouth, who had been his 
shadow through life; travelled with him in 
early d^ys, won money with him at play, had 
been his colleague in the House of Commons ; 



He was good-looking, had great animal spirits, 
and a keen sense of enjoyment, and could not 
drudge. Moreover, he had a fine voice, and 
sang his own songs with considerable taste; 
accomplishments which made his fortune in 
society, and completed his ruin. In due time he 
extricated himself from the bench and merged 
into journalism, by means of which he chanced 
to become acquainted with Mr, Rigby. That 
worthy individual was not slow in detecting the 
treasure he had lighted on—- a wit, a ready and 
happy writer, a joyous and tractable being, with 
the education, and still the feelings and manners, 
of a gentleman. Frequent the Sunday dinners 
which found Gay a guest at Mr. Rigby's villa ; 
numerous the airy pasquinades he left behind, 
and which made the fortune of his patron. 
Flattered by the familiar acquaintance of a man 
of station, and sanguine that he had found the 
link which would sooner or later restore him to 
the polished world that he had forfeited, Gay 
laboured in his vocation with enthusiasm and 
success. Willingly would Rigby have kept his 
treasure to himself; and truly he hoarded it for 
a long time, but it oozed out. Rigby loved the 
reputation of possessing the complete art of so- 
ciety. His dinners were celebrated at least for 
their guests. Great intellectual illustrations 
were found there landed with rank and high 
station. Rigby loved to patronize ; to play the 
minister unbending, and seeking relief from the 
cares of council in the society of authors, artists, 
and men of science. He liked dukes to dine 
with him and hear him scatter his audacious 
criticisms to Sir Thomas or Sir Humphrey. 
They went away astounded by- the powers of 
their host, who, had he not fortunately devoted 
those powers to nheir party, mu^t apparently 
have rivalled Vandyke, or discovered the safety 
lamp. 

Now in these dinners, Lucian Cray , who had 
brilliant conversational powers,. and. who pos- 
sessed all the resources of boon companionship, 
would be an invaluable ally. He was therefore 
admitted, and inspfred both by the present enjoy- 
ment, and the future to which it might lead, his 
exerdpns were untiring, various, most success- 
ful. Tligby's dinners became still more cele- 
^ted. It however necessarily followed that 
me guests who were charmed by Gay, wished 
Gay also to be their guest Rigby was very 
jealous of this, but it was inevitable ; still, by 
constant manoeuvre, by intimations of some 
exercise some day or other of substantial pa- 
tronage in his behalf, by a thousand little arts 
by which he carved out work for Gay which 
and was still one of his nominees. Mr. Ormsby#prevented him often accepting invitations to 



was a millionnaire, which Lord Monmouth liked. 

-' He liked his companions to be very rich or very 

poor ; to be his equals, able to play with him at 

\ high stakes, or join him in a great speculation; 

n 1 or to be his tools, and to amuse and serve him. 

^ I There was nothing which he despised and dis- 

lli^ed so much as a moderate fortune. 

y"^ The other gentleman was of a Afferent class 

/and character. Nature had intended Lucian 

/ Gay for a scholar and a wit; necessity had made 

i him a scribbler and a buffoon. He had dis- 

\ tinguished himself at the University; but he had 

'no patrimony, nor those powers of perseverance 

\ which success in any learned profession requires. 



great houses in the country, by judicious loans 
of small sums on Lucian's notes of hand and 
other analogous devices, Rigby contrived to 
keep the wit in a very fair state of bondage and 
dependence. 

One thing Rigby was resolved on : Gay should 
never get into Monmouth House. That was an 
empyrean too high for his wing to soar in. 
Rigby kept that social monopoly distinctively to 
mark the relation that subsisted between them 
as patron and client. It Vas something to 
swagger about when they were together after 
their second bottle of claret. Rigby kept his 
resolution for some years, which the frequent 
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and prolonged absence of the marquess rendered 
not very difficult. But we are the creatures of 
circumstances; at least the Rigby race particu- 
larly. I/ord Monmouth returned to England 
one year and wanted to be amused. He wanted 
a jester; a man about him who would make 
him — not laugh, for that was impossible, but 
smile more frequently, tell good stories, say 
good things, and sing now and then, especially 
French songs. Barly ia life Rigby would have 
attempted air this, though he had neither fun, 
voice, nor ear. But his hold on Lord Monmouth 
no longer depended on the mere exercise of 
agreeable qualities; he had become indispensa* 
ble tb his lordship by more serious, if not higher) 
considevitions. And what with auditing his 
accmint^, guarding his boroughs, writing him, 
whro absent, gossip by every post, and when in 
England, deciding on every questibn and arrang- 
ing every matter, which might otherwise have 
ruffled the sublime repose of his patron's exist- 
ence, Rigby might be excused if he shrank a 
little from the minor part of table wit, particu- 
larly when we remember all his subterranean 
journalism ; his acid squibs, and his malicious 
paragraphs, and. what Tadpole* called, his 
•* slashing" articles. 

These ** slashing articles*' were, indeed, things 
which^ had they appeared as anonymous pam- 
phlets, would have obtained the contemptuous 
reception, which in an intellectual view, no 
compositions more surely deserved : but whis- 
pered as the productions of one behind the 
scenes, and appearing in the pages of a party 
review, they were passed oif as genuine coin, 
and took in great numbers of the lieges, espe- 
cially in the country. They were written in a 
style apparently modelled on the briefs of those 
sharp attorneys, who weary advocates with 
their clever common-place; teasing with ob- 
vious comment, and torturing with inevitable 
inference. The affectation of order in the state- 
ment of facts had all the lucid method of an 
adroit pettifogger* They dealt much in ex- 
tracts from newspapers, quotations- from the 
Annual Register, parallel passages in forgotten 
speeches, arranged with a formidable aij^y of 
dates rarely accarate. When the writer was 
of opinion he had made a point, you may l^e 
sure the hit was m italics, that last resource of 
the forcible Peebles. He handled a particular 
in chronology as if be were proving an alibi at 
the criminal court The censure was coarse 
without being strong, and vindictive when it 
would have been sarcastic. Now and then 
there mts a passage which aimed at a higher 



market, and that he should have the^ credit of 
furnishing the article. As a reward, therefore, 
for many past services, and a fresh claim to 
his future exertions, Ri^y one day broke to 
Gay, that the hour had at length arrived when 
the highest object of reasonable ambition on 
his part, and the fulfilment of one of Rigby's 
long-chenshed and dearest hopes were alike to 
be realized. Gay was to be presented to Lord 
Monmouth, and dine at Monmouth House. 

The acquaintance was a successful one ; very 
agreeable to both parties. Gay became an ha- 
bitual guest of Lord Monmouth when his patroa 
wits in England ; and in his absence, received 
frequent and substantial marks of his kind re» 
collection, for jiord Monmouth was generous to 
those who amused him. 

In the mean time, the hour of dinner is at 
hand. Goningsby, who had lo^ the key of his 
carpet bag, which he finally cut open with a 
pen-knife that he found on his writing table, 
and the blade of which he broke in the opera- 
tion, only reached the drawing-room as the 
figure of his grandfather, leaning on his ivoiy- 
cane and following his guests, was just visible 
in the distance. He was soon overtaken. Per- 
ceiving Goningsby, Lord Monmouth made him 
a bow, not so formal a one as in the morning, 
but still a bow, and said, "I hope you liked your 
drive." 






CHAPTER VL 

A iTTTiis dinner, not more than the Muses, 
with all the guests clever, and some pretty, of- 
fers human life and human nature under very 
favourable circumstances. In the present in- 
stance, too, every one was anxious to please, for 
the host was entirely we41-bred, never selfish in 
little things, and always .contributed his quota 
to the general fund of polished sociability. 

Although there was really only one thought 
in every male mind present, still, regard for the 
ladies, and some little apprehension of the ser- 
vants, banished politics from discourse during 
the greater pan of the dinner, with the occa- 
sional exception of some rapid and flying allu- 
sion which the initiated understood, but which 
remained a mystery to the rest Nevertheless, 
an old story now and then well told by Mr. 
Ormsby, a new joke now and then well intro- 
duced by Mr. Gay, some dashing assertion by 



»«^.^ ,.«- «. ^,««««e^ „...w.. «.«.v« «. « ...^wv.. . Mr. Rigby, which though wrong was startling; 
flight, and nothing can be conceived mor^'this agreeable blending of anecdote, jest, and 



unlike genuine feeling, or more offensive to 
pure ta«te. And yet, perhaps, the most ludi- 
crous characteristic of these factious gallimau- 
freys, was an occasional assumption of thelTIgh 
moral and admonitory tone, which, when we 
recurred to the general spirit of the discourse, 
and were apt to recall the character of its writer, 
irresistibly reminded one of Mrs. Cole and her 
prayer-book. 

To return to Lucian Gay, It was a rule 
with Rigby that ao one, if possible, should do 
any thing for Lord Monmouth but himself; and 
as a jester must be found, he was determined 



that his lordship should hav6 the best in the | or a De StaSl, is animating. 



paradox; kept every thing fluent, and produced 
the degree of mild excitation which is desirable. 
Lord Monmouth Sometimes summed up with an 
epigrammatic sentence, and turned the conver- 
sation by a question, in case it dwelt too much 
on the same topic. Lord Eskdale addressed 
himself principally to the ladies ; inquired after 
their mornii% drive and doings, spoke of new 
fashions, and quoted a letter from Paris. Ma- 
dame Colonna was not witty, but she had that 
sweet Roman frankness which is so charming. 
The presence of a beautiful woman, natural and 
good-tempered, even if she be not a L'Espinasse 
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^ Nerertheless, owing probably to the absorb 
ing powers of the forbidden subject, there were 
moments when it seemed that a pause was im- 
pending, and Mr. Ormsby, an old haiidf seized 
one of these critical instants to address a good- 
natured question to ConingiSby, whose acquaint- 
ance he bad already cultivated by taking wioe 
with him. 

"And how do you like Eton?" asked Mr. 
Ormsby. 

It was the identical question which had been 
presented to Coningsby in the memorable inter- 
view of the morning, and which had received 
no reply; or rather had produced on his part a 
sentimental ebullition that had absolutely de- 
stined or doomed him to the church. 

"I should like to see the fellow who di4 not 
like Eton/* said Coningsby, briskly, determined 
this time to be very brave. 

" 'Gad I must go down and see the old place," 
said Mr. Ormsby, touched by a pensive reminis- 
cence. " One can get a good bed and bottle of 
port at the Christopher, still V* 

"You had belter come and try, sir," said 
Coningsby. ** If you will come some day and 
dine with me at the Christopher, I will give you 
such a bottle of. champagne as you never tasted 
yet" 

The marquess looked at him, but said no- 
thing. 

" Ah ! I liked a dinner at the Christopher," 
said Mr. Ormsby, "after mutton, mutton, mutton 
every day, it was not a bad thing." 
. " We had venison for dinner every week last 
season," said Coningsby; "Buckhurst had it sent 
up from his park. But I don't care for dinner. 
Breakfast is my loujQge." 

"Ah! those littlerolls and pats of butter!" 
said Mr. Ormsby. "Short commons though. 
"What do you think we did in my time 1— We 
used to send over the way to get a mutton 
chop." 

" I wish you could see Buckhurst and me at 
breakfast," said Coningsby, " with a pound of 
Castle's sausages !" 

" What Buckhurst is that, Harryl" inquired 
liOrd Monmouth, in atone of some interest, and 
for the first time calling him by his Christian 
name. 

" Sir Charles Buckhurst, sir, a Berkshire man ; 
Shirley Park is his place." 

" Why that mast be Charley's son, Eskdale," 
said Lord Monmouth: "I had no idea he could 
be so young." 

'** He married late, you know, and had nothing 
but daughters for a long time." 

" Well, I hope there will be no reform bill 
for Eton," said Lord Monmouth, musingly. 

The servants had now retired. 

" I think Lord Monmouth," said Mr. Rfgby, 
« we must ask permission to drink one toast to- 
day." 

" Nay, I will myself give it," he replied. — 
''Madame Colonna, you will I am sure join us 
when w« drink — thk Doke !" 

" Ah ! what a man !" exclaimed the princess. 
''What a pily it is you have a House of Com- 
mons here. England would be the greatest 
country in the world if it were not for that 
House of Commons. It makes so much con- 
fusion !" 



" Don't abuse Onr proper^," said Lord Esk- 
dale; " Lord Monmouth and I have still twenty 
votes of that same body .between us." 

"And there is a jcombination," said Rigby, 
" by which you may still keep them." 

"Ah! now for Rigby's combination?" said 
Lord Eskdale. 

" The only thing that can save this country," 
said Rigby, "is a coalition on a sliding scale,'* 

"You bad better buy. up the Birmingham 
Union and the other bodies," said Lord Mon- 
mouth; "I believe it might all be done for two 
or three hundred thousand pounds; and the 
newspapers too. Pitt would have settled this 
business long ago." 

" Well, at any rate we are in," said Rigby, 
" and we must do something." 

" I should like to see Grey's list of new peers," 
said Lord Eskdale. " They say there are se- 
veral members of our club in it." 

"And the claims to the honour are so oppo- 
site," said Lucian Gay, " one on account of his 
large estate; another, because he has none; one 
because he has a wellrgrown family to perpe- 
tuate the title ; another, because he has no heir, 
and no power of ever obtaining one." 

"I wonder how he will form his cabinet 1" 
said Lord Monmouth; "the old story won't do." 

"I hear that Baring is to be one of the new 
cards; they say it will please in the city," said 
Lord Eskdale. "I suppose they will pick out 
of hedge and ditch every thing that has ever had 
the semblance of liberalism." 

"Affairs in my time were never so compli- 
cated," said Mr. Ormsby. 

"Nay, it appears to me to lie in a nutshell," 
said Lucian Gay; "one party wishes to keep 
their oki boroughs, and the other to get their 
new peers." 



CHAPTER VIL 

The future historian of the country will he. 
perplexed to ascertain what was the distinctV 
object which: Uie Duke of Wellington proposed) 
to himself in the political manoeuvres of May,/ 
1832. It was known that the passing pf .thi 
reform' bill was a condition absolute with the} 
king; it was unquestionable, that the first gene»< 
ral election under the new law must ignomi- 
niousiy expel the anti-reform ministry from 
power; who would then resume their 'seats on' 
the opposition benches in both houses with the 
loss not only of their boroughs, but of that repu- 
tation for political consistency, which might 
have been Kome compensation for the parlia- 
mentary influence of which they had been de- 
prived. It is difficult to recognize in this pre- 
mature effort of the an tl-relbrTtt' leader to thrust 
himself again into the conduct of public affairs, 
any indications of the prescien t judgment which 
might have been expected from such a quarter. 
It savoure4 rather of restlessness than of en- 
ergy ; and while it proved in its. progress not 
only an ignorance on his part of the public 
mind, but of the feelings of his own party, it 
terminated, under circumstances which were 
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hamiliating to the erovn, and painfally signifi- 
cant of the future position of the House of £ords 
in the new constitutional scheme. 

The Duke of Wellingrton has ever been the 
votary of circumstances. He cares little for 
causes. He watches events rather than seeks 
to produce them. It is a characteristic of the 
military mind. Rapid combinations, the result 
of a quick, vigilant, and comprehensive glance, 
are generally triumphant in the field; but in 
civil affairs, where results are not immediate; 
in diplomacy and in the management of delibe* 
ratlve. assemblies, where there is much inter- 
vening time and many counteracting causes; 
this velocity of decision, this fitful and precipi- 
tate action, is often productive of considerable 
embarrassment, and sometimes of terrible dis- 
comfiture. It is remarkable that men celebrated 
for military^ prudence are often found to be 
headstrong statesmen. A great general in civil 
life is frequently and strangely the creature of 
impulse; influenced in his political movements 
by the last snatch of information ; and often the 
creature of the last aid-de-camp who has his 
ear. 

We shall endeavour to trace in another chap- 
ter the reasons which on this, as on previous and 
subsequent occasions, induced Sir Robert Peel 
to stand aloof, if possible, from official life, and 



The Duke of Wellington representing the House 
of Lords sympathizes with the king, and pledges 
his utmost efforts for his majesty's relief. But 
after five days^ exertion, this man of indomita* 
ble will and invincible fortunes, resigns the task 
in discomfiture and despair, and alleges as the 
only and sufficient reason of his utter and hope- 
less defeat, that the House of Commons had 
come to a vote which ran counter to the coa- 
templated exercise of the prerogative. 

From that moment power passed from the 
House of Lords to another assembly. But if 
the peers have ceased to be magnificoes, may 
it not also happen that the sovereign may cease 
to be a dogel It is not impossible that the po- 
litical movements of our time, which seem oa 
the surface to have a tendency to democracy^ 
have in reality a monarchical bias. >^ 

In less than a fortnight's time the House (^ 
Lords, like James II., having abdicated their \ 
functions by absence, the reform bill passed;/ 
the ardent monarch, who a few months before I 
had expressed his readiness to go down to Par* I 
liament, if necessary, in a hackney-coach to { 
assist its progress, now declining personally toy 

"ve his assent to its provisions. ^.^^ 

In t^e protracted discussions to which this 
elebralM measure gave rise, nothing is more 
remarkable than the perplexities into which the 



made him reluctant to re.enter the service of his » speakers of both sides are thrown, when they 
sovereign. In the present instance, even tern- I touch upon the nature of the representative 
porary success could only have been secured I principle. On one hand it was maintained, that 



under the old system the people were virtually 

epresented ; while on the other, it was triumph- 

ntly urged, that if the principle be conceded, 

he people should not be virtually, but actually 

represented. But who are the people! And 



by the utmost decision, promptness and energy. 
These were all wanting : some were afraid to 
follow the bold example of their leader; many 
were disinclined. In eight and forty hours it 
was known there was a ** hitch." 

The reform party, who had been rather stu- [where are you to draw a line 1 And why should 

pefied than appalled by the accepted mission of/ there be any 1 It was urged that a contributioa 

the Duke of Wellington, collected their scat-fl to the taxes was the constitutional qualification. 

/C^red senses, and rallied their forces. The agi-x far the sufirage. But we have established a 

v^ftators harangued, the mob hooted. The city of ^system of taxation in this country of so re- 

vJ^ '^ndon, as if the king had again tried to seize /markable a nature, that the beggar who chews 

c^l I. *^t^e five members, appointed a permanent com 
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his quid as he sweeps a crossing, is contri- 
mittee of the common council to watch the for- Kbuting to the imposts. Is he to have a vote I 
tunes of the ** great national measure,*' ||nd to ^e is one of the people, and he yields his quota 
reportdaily. Brookes', which was the only place ^o the public burthens. ** 

that at first was really frightened, and talked of( Amid these conflicting statements and these 
compromise, grew valiant again ; while young confounding conclusions, it is singular that no 
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whig heroes jumped upon club tables, and de- 
livered fiery invectives. Emboldened by these 
demonstrations, the House of Commons met in 
great force, and passed a vote which struck, 
without disguise, at all rival powers in the state ; 
virtually announced its supremacy; revealed 
the forlorn position of the House of Lords un- 
der the new arrangement ; and seemed to lay 
for ever the fluttering phantom of regal preroga- 
tive. 



It was on the 9th of May that Lord Lynd- 
hurst was with the king, and on the i6th all 
was over. Nothing in parliamentary history 
so humiliating as the funereal oration delivered 
y that day by the Duke of Wellington over the 

'^old constitution, that, modelled on the Venetian, 
had governed England since the accession of 

^the house of Hanover. He described his sove- 
reign, when his grace first repaired to his ma- 
jesty, as in a state of the greatest « difficulty and 
distress," appealing to his never-failing loyalty 
to extricate him from his trouble and vexation. 



member of either house should have recurred 
to the original character of these popular as- 
semblies, which have always prevailed among ..' 
the northern nations. We still retain in thejj- 
antique phraseology of our statutes, the term^.^ 
which might have beneficially guided a modern .^ 
reformer in his re-constructive labours. * 

When the crowned Northman consulted on 
the welfare of his kingdom, he assembled the 
Estates of his realm. Now an estate is a class 
of the nation invested with political rights. 
There appeared the estate of the clergy, of the 
barons, of other classes. In the Scandinavian 
kingdoms to this day, the estate of the peasants 
sends its i^presentatives to the diet. In Eng- 
land, under the Normans, the church "and the 
baronage were convoked, together with the 
estate of the community, a term which then 
probably described the inferior holders of land, 
whose tenure was not immediate oY the crown. 
This third estate was so numerous, that con- 
venience suggested its appearance by represen- 
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I tttion; while the others, more limited, appeared, 
and still appear, personally. The third estate 
was reoonstroctsd as circamstances developed 
diemselves. It was a reform of Parliament 
shen the towns were summoned, 
^fln treating the house of the third estate as 
jthe house of the people, and not as the house.of 
'a privileged class, the ministry and Parliament 
of 1831 virtually conceded the privilege of uni- 
versal suffrage. In this point of view the ten 
und franchise was an arbitrary, irrational 
and impolitic qualification. It had, indeed, the 
merit of simplicity, and so had the constitutions 
of Abb4 Si^yds. But its immediate and inevi- 

ble result was Chartism. 
\£ But if the ministry and Parliament of 1831 
haA announced that the time had arrived when 
Atbe third estate should be enlarged and recon- 
f istracted, they would have occupied an intelli- 
gible position ; and if, instead of simplicity of 
elemehts in its reconstruction, they had sought, 
on the contrary, various and varying* materials 
which would have neutralized the painful pre. 
dominance of any particular interest in the new 
scheme, and prevented those banded jealousies 
which have been its consequences, the nation 
would have found itself in a secure condition. 
Another class, not less numerous than the exist- 
ing one, and invested with privileges not less 
important, would have been added to the public 
estates of the realm; and the bewildering phrase 
the people," would have remained what it 
ally is, a term of natural philosophy, and not 
political science, 
ring this eventful week of May, 1832, 
when an important revolution was effected in 
the most considerable of modem kingdoms, in 
a manner so tranquil, that the victims them- 
selves' were scarcely conscious at the time of 
the catastrophe, Coningsby passed his hours in 
unaccustomed pleasures and in novel ezcite- 
aent Although he heard daily from the lips 
of Mr. Rigby and his friends that Eiigland was 
for ever lost, the assembled guests still con- 
trived to do justice to his grandfather's excel- 
lent dinners; nor did the impending ruin that 
awaited them prevent the Princess Colonna 
from going to the opera, whither she very good- 
aataredly took Coningsby. Madame Colonna 
indeed gave such gratifying accounts of her 
dear young friend, that Coningsby became daily 
a greater favourite with Lord Monmouth, who 
cherished the idea that his grandson had in- 
herited not merely die colour of his eyes, but 
something of his shrewd and fearless spirit 

With Lucretia, Coningsby did not much ad- 
vance. She remained silent and sullen. She 
was not beautiful; pallid, with a lowering brow, 
&Qd an eye that avoided meeting another's. 
Madame Colonna, though good-natured, felt for 
her something of the affection for which step 
mothers are celebrated. Lucretia, indeed, did 
not encourage her kindness, which irritated her 
step-mother, who seemed seldom to address her 
,buttorate and chide; Lucretia never replied, 
but looked dogged. Her father, the prince, did 
jaot compensate for this treatment. The me- 
Inory of her mother, whom he had greatly dis- 
liked, did not soften his heart He was a man 
ill young; slender, not tall; very handsome, 
t worn; a haggard Antinous; his beautifal 



hair daily thinning; his dress rich and effismi'^ 
nate ; many jewels, much lace ; he seldom spoke, 
but was polished, though moody. 

At the end of the week, Coningsby returned 
to Eton. On the eve of his departure. Lord 
Monmouth desired his grandson to meet him in 
his apartments on the morrow before Coningsby 
quitted his roof. This farewell visit was as 
kind and gracious as the first one had been re- 
pulsive. Lord Monmouth gave Coningsby his 
blessing and ten pounds, desired that he would 
order a dress, any thing he liked, for the ap- 
proaching Montem, which Lord Monmouth 
meant to attend; and informed his grandsou 
that he should order that in future a proper 
supply of eame and venison should be for* 
warded to £ton for the use of himself and his 
friends. 



CHAPTER Vni. 

Aftsu eight o'clock school, the day following 
the return of Coningsby, according to custom, 
he repaired to Buckhurst's room, where Henry 
Sydney, Lord Yere, and our hero held with him 
their breakfast mess. They were all in the fifth 
form, and habitual companions, on the river or 
on the Fives* Wall, at cricket or at footbalL 
The return of Coningsby, their leader alike ia 
sport and study, inspired them to-day with un- 
usual spirits, which, to say the truth, were never 
particularly depressed. Where he had been, 
what he had seen, what he had done, what sort 
of fellow his grandfather was, whether the visit 
had been a success — here were materilils for 
almost endless inquiry. And, indeed, todo theuL 
justice, the last question was not the least excit- 
ing to them ; fijr the deep and cordial interest 
which all felt in Coningsby's welfare far out- 
weighed the curiosity which, under ordinary 
circumstances, they would have experienced 
on the return of one of their companions from 
an unusual visit to London. The report of 
their friend imparted to them unbounded satis- 
faction ; when they learned that his relative was 
a splendid fellow;^ that he had been loaded with, 
kindness and favours ; that Monmouth House, 
the wonders of which he rapidly sketched, was 
hereafter to be his home; that Lord Monmouth 
was coming down to Montem ; that Coningsby 
was to order any dress he liked, build a new 
boat if he chose, and, finally, had been tipped 
in a manner worthy of a marquess and a grand- 
father. 

**By the bye," said Buckhurst, when the hub- 
bub had a little subsided, *< I am afraid you will 
not half like it, Coningsby : but, old fellow, I had 
no idea you would be back this morning; I have 
asked Millbank to breakfast here." 

A cloud stole over the clear brow of Co- 
ningsby. 

" It was my fault," said the amiable Henry 
Sydney; '< but I really wanted to be civil to Mill- 
bank, and as you were not here I put Buckhurst 
up to ask him." 

<<Well," said Coningsby, as if sullenly re- 
signed, ''never mind; but why should you ask 
an infernal manofactttrerl" 
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- "Why the duke always vished me to pay 
him some attention " said Lord Henry, mildly. 
" His family were so civil to us when we were 
at Manchester." 

"Manchester, indeedl" said Ooniftgsby; "if 
yon knew what I did about Manchester! A 
pretty state we have been in London this week 
past with your Manchesters and Birminghams!" 

" Come — come, Coningsby," said Lord Vere, 
the son of a whig minister; "I am all for Man- 
chester and Birmingham." 

"It is all up with the country, I can tell you," 
said Coningsby, with the air of one who was in 
the secret 

" My father says it will all go right now," re- 
joined Lord Vere. " I had a letter from my sister 
yesterday." 

"They say we shall all lose our estates 
though," ss^ Backhurst; "I know I shall not 
; f've up miiX withoat a fight. Shirley was be- 
sieged, yon know, in the civil wars ; and the 
rebels got infernally licked." 

" I think that all the people about Beaumanoir 
would stand by the duke," said Lord Henry, 
pensively. 

"Well — ^you may depend upon it you will 
have it very soon," said Coningsby. " I know 
it from the best authority." 

" It depends whether my father remains in," 
said Lord Vere. " He is the only man who can 
govern ihe country now. All say that." 

At this moment Millbank came in. He was 
a good-looking boy, somewhat shy, and yet with 
a sincere .expression in his countenance* He 
was, evidently, not extremelynntimate with those L^ MitLBAVK was the son of one of the weal« 
who were now his companions. Backhurst,/thiest manufacturers of Lancashire. His father, 
and Henry Sydney, and Vere welcomed hinu whose opinions were of a very democratic bent, 
cordially. He looked at Coniagsby with somej sent his son to Eton, though he disapproved of 
constraint, and then said: i the system of education pursued there, to show 

" You have been in London, Coningsby ?" \ that he had as much right to do so as any dake 

" Yes, I have been there durii)g all the row." ^n the land. He bad, however, brought up his 



ceeded, ia all probabilky, the bttllying of his 
master, had he contrived in his passage from 
the Christopher to have upset the goose or drop- 
ped the sausages. 

In their merry meal, the reform bill was for- 
gotten. Their thoughts were soon concentred 
in their little world, though it must be owned 
that visions of palaces and beautiful ladies did 
occasionally flit over the brain of one of the 
company. But for him especially there was 
much of interest and novelty. So much bad 
happened in his absence ! There was a week's 
arrears for him of Eton annals. They were 
recounted in so fresh a spirit and in such vivid 
colours, that Coningsby lost nothing by his 
London visit All the bold feats that had been 
done, and all the bright things that had beea 
said ; all the triumphs, and all the failures, and 
all the scrapes ; how popular oue master had 
made himself, and how ridiculous another; iJI 
was detailed with a liveliness, a candour, and a 
picturesque ingenuoasness, which would have 
made the fortune of a Herodotus or a Froissart 

"Til tell you what," said Buckhurst, " I move 
that after twelve is called, we five go up to 
Maidenhead." 

" Agreed — agreed !" 



CHAPTER EX. 



" You must have had a rare lark." 
•^ Yes, if havipg your windows broken by a 
mob be a rare lark. They could not break my 
grandfather's though. Monmouth House is in 
a court yard. All noblemen's houses should be 
in court yards'." 

" I was glad to see it all ended very well," 
said Millbank. 

"It has not begun yet," said Coningsby. 

"What?" said Millbank. 

" Why — the revolution." 

" The reform bill will prevent a revolution, 
xny father says," said Millbank. 

" By Jove ! here's the goose," said Buckhurst 

At this moment there entered the room a little 
boy, the scion of a noble house, bearing a roasted 
goose which he had carried from the kitchen of 
the opposite inn, the Christopher. The lower 
hoy or fag, depositing his burthen, asked his 
master whether he had farther need of him, and 
Buckhurst, aAer looking round the table and 
ascertaining that he had not, gave him permis- 
sion to retire ; but he had scarcely disappeared 
when his master singing out " Lower boy, St 
John," he immediately re-entered and demanded 
his master's pleasure, which was, that he should 
pour some water in the tea-pot This being 
accomplished, St John really made his escape 
and retired to a pupil room, where the bullying 



only boy with a due prejudice against every 
sentiment or institution of an aristocratic cha- 
racter, and had especially impressed upon him 
in his school career to avoid the slightest sem- 
blance of courting the affections or society of 
any member of the falsely held superior class. 

The character of the son, as much as the in- 
fluence of the father, tended to the fulfilment of 
these injunctions. Oswald Millbank was of a 
^roud and independent nature ; reserved, a little 
stern. ^ The early and constantly reiterated 
dogma of his father, that he belonged to a class 
debarred from its just npsition in the social 
system, had aggravated Qhe grave and some- 
what discontented humour of his blood. His 
talents were considerable, though invested with 
no dazzling quality. He had not that quick and 
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of a tutor, because he had no derivations, ex- 1 efifect 



brilliant apprehension, which, combined with a j 
memory of rare retentiveness, had already ad- i 
vanced Coningsby far beyond his age, and made 
him already looked to as the future hero of the/V\J 
school. But Millbank possessed one of those 
strong industrious volitions whose perseverance 
amounts almost to genius, and nearly attains it^ 
results^ Though Coningsby was by a year h / 
junior, they were rivals. This circumstan ) 
had no tendency to remove the prejudice wh:' j 
Coningsby entertained against him, but its 1: / 
on the part of Millbank had a very conf 
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The influence of the indiridnal is nowhere so 
sensible as at school. There the personal quali- 
ties strike without any intervening^ and counter- 
acting causes. A gracious presence, noble sen- 
timents, or a happy talent, make their way there 
at once, without preliminary inquiries as to what 
set they are in, or what family they are of, how 
much they have a year, or where they live. 
Now on no spirit had the influence of Coningsby, 
already the favourite, and soon probably to be- 
come the idol, of the school, fallen more eflec- 
tually than on that of Mill bank, though it weis an 
influence that no one could suspect except its 
Totary, or its victim. 

At school, friendship is a passion.. It en. 
trances the being ; it tears the soul. All loves 
of after life can never bring its rapture, or its 
"Wretchedness ; no bliss so absorbing, no pangs 
of jealou!«y or despair so crushing and so keen! 
"What tenderness and what devotion; what illi- 
mitable confidence; infinite revelations of inmost 
thoughts; what e cstatic p resent and romantic 
future ; what bitter estrangements aTftl tdiat 
melting reconciliations ; what scenes of wild re- 
crimination, agitating explanations, passionate 
correspondence; what insane sensitiveness, 
and what frantic sensibility ; what earthquakes 
of the heart, and whirlwinds of the soul, are 
confined in that simple phrase — a schoolboy's 
friendship! 'Tis some indefinite recollection 
of these naystic passages of their young emo- 
tion, that makes gray-haired men mourn over 
the memory of iheir schoolboy days. It is a 
spell that can soAen the acerbity of political 
warfare, and with its witchery can call forth a 
sigh even amid the callous bustle of fashionable 
saloons. 

' The secret of Millbank's life was a passion- 
ate admiration and afiection for Coningsby. 
Pride, his natural reserve, and his father's in- 
junctions, had, however, hitherto successfully 
combined to restrain the slightest demonstration 
of these sentiments. Indeed, Coningsby and 
himself were never companions, except in 
school, or in some public game. The demean- 
our of Coningsby gave no encouragement to 
intimacy to one, who, under any circumstances, 
would have required considerable invitation to 
open himself. So Millbank fed in silence on a 
cherishe^d idea. It was his happiness to be in 
the same form, to join in the same sport with 
Coningsby; occasionally to be thrown in un- 
usual contact with him, to exchange slight and 
not unkind words. In their division they were 
rivals ; Millbank sometimes triumphed, but to 
be vanquished by Coningsby was for him not 
without a degree of wild satisfaction. Not a 
gesture, not a phrase from Coningsby, that he 
did not watch and ponder over and treasure up. 
Coningsby was his model, alike in studies, in 
inanners,'or in pastimes ; the aptest scholar, the 
gayest wit, the most graceful associate, the most 
accomplished playmate: his standard of the 
excellent. Yet Millbank was the very last boy 
in the school who would have had credit given 
hini by-^is companions forprofound'and ardent 
feeling. He was not, indeed, unpopular. The 
favourite of the school like Coningsby, he could 
under no circumstances, ever have become; 
nor was he qualified to obtain that general gra- 
cxousness among the multitude, which the' sweet 



disposition of Henty Sydney or the gay profu- 
sion of Buckhurst, acquired withdut an eflbrt. 
Millbank was not blessed with the charm of 
manner. He seemed close and cold ; but he 
was courageous, just and inflexible; never bul- 
lied, and to his utmost would' prevent tyranny. 
The little boys looked up to him as to a stern , 
protector. His word throughout the school too 
was a proverb: and truth ranks a great quahty 
among boys. In a word,*MilIbank was re- 
spected by those among whom he lived, and . 
schoolboys sean character more nicely than ( 
jtnen suppose. 

A brother of Henry Sydney, quartered in 
Lancashire had been wounded recently in a riot, 
and had received great kindness from the Mill- 
bank family, in whose immediate neighbourhood 
the disturbance had occurred. The kind duke 
had impressed on Henry Sydney to acknow- 
ledge with cordiality to the younger Millbank at 
£tonk the sense which his family entertained of 
these benefits; but though Henry lost neither 
time nor opportunity in obeying an injunction, 
which was gi^teful to his own heart, be failed 
in cherishing, or indeed creating any intimacy 
with the object of his solicitude* A companion- 
ship with one who was Coningsby's relative 
and most familiar friend, would at the first 
glance have appeared, independent of all other 
considerations, a uvjst desirable result for Mill- 
bank to accomplish. But perhaps this very cir- 
cumstance afforded additional reasons for the 
absence of all encouragement with which he 
received the overtures of Lord Henry. IVf ill- 
bank suspeeted that Coningsby was not affected 
in his favour, and his pride recoiled from gain- 
ing by any indirect means, an intimacy which 
to have obtained in a plain and express man- 
ner, would have deeply gratified him. However, 
the urgent invitation of Buckhurst and Henry 
Sydney, and the fear that a persistence in refu- 
sal might be misinterpreted into churlishness, 
had at length brought Millbank to their break- 
fast-mess, though when he accepted their in- 
vitation, he did not apprehend that Coningsby 
would have been present. 

It was about an hour before sunset, the day 
of this very breakfast, and a good number of 
boys in lounging gro.ups, were collected in the 
Long Walk. The sports and matches of the 
day were over. Criticism had succeeded to 
action in sculling and in crioket. They talked 
over the exploits of the morning; canvassed 
the merits of the competitors, marked the fellow 
whose play or whose stroke was improving, 
glanced at another, whose promise bad not 
been fulfilled;: discussed the pretensions, and 
adjudged the palm. Thius public opinion is 
formed. Some too might be seen with their 
books and exercises, intent on the inevitable 
and impending task. Among these, some un- 
happy wight in the remove wandering about, 
with his hat afle* parochial fashion, seeking 
relief in the shape of a verse. A hard lot this, 
to know that you must be delivered of fourteen 
verses, at least in the twenty-four hours, and to 
be conscious that you are pregnant of none. 
The lesaler boys, urchins of tender years, clus- 
tered like flies round the baskets of certain ven- 
dors of sugary delicacies that rested on the 
Long Walk wall. The pallid countenance, the 
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lacklustre eye, the hoarse voice clogged with 
accumulated phlegm, indicated too surely the 
irreclaimable and hopeless votary of lollypop— 
the opium eater of schoolboys. 

"It is settled, the match to-morrow shall be 
between Aquatics and Drybobs/' said a senior 
boy ; who was arranging a future match at 
cricket. 

" But what's to be done about Fielding Major?" 
inquired another. *He has not paid his boating 
money, and I say he has no right to play among 
the Aquatics before he has paid his money." 

" Oh ! but we must have Fielding Major, he's 
such a devil of a swipe." 

"I declare he shall not play among the Aqua- 
tics if he does not pay his boating money. It 
is an infernal shame." 

^ Let us ask Buckhurst. Where is Buck> 
hursti" 

**Have you got any toffy 1" inquired a dull 
looking little boy in a hoarse voice of one of the 
vendors of scholastic confectionary. 

"Tom Trot, sir." 

"No; I want toffy." 

"Very nice Tom Trot, sir." 

** No, I want toffy ; I have been eating Tom 
Trot all day." 

** Where is Buckhurst 1 We must settle about 
the Aquatics." 

"Well, I for one will not play if Fielding 
Major plays amongst the Aquatics. That's 
settled." 

" Oh ! nonsense ; he will pay his money if yoii 
ask him." 

"I shall not ask him again. The captain 
duns us every day. It's an infernal shame." 

" I say, Bumham, where can one get some 
toffy 1 This fellow never has any." 

" Fll tell you ; at Barnes' on the bridge. The 
best toffy in the world." 

" Al go at once. I must have some toffy." 

" Just help me with this verse, Collins," said 
one boy to another in an imploring tone, " that's 
a good fellow." 

" Well, give it us : first syllable in f(dni is 
short; three false quantities m the two first 
, lines ! You're a pretty one. There, I have done 
it for you." 

"That's a good fellow." 

"Any fellow seen Buckhurst 1" 

"Gone up the river with Coningsby and 
Henry Sydney." 

"But he must be back by this time. I want 
him to make the list for the match to-morrow. 
Where the deuce can Buckhurst bel" 

And now as rumours rise in society we know 
not how, so there was suddenly a flying report 
in this multitude, the origin of which no one in 
their alarm stopped to ascerteiin, that a boy was 
drowned. 

Every heart was agitated. 

What boyi When — where — how? W^ho 
was absent] Who had been on the river to- 
day? Buckliurst The report ran that Buck- 
hurst was drowned. Great were the trouble 
and consternation. Buckhurst was ever much 
liked ; and now no one remembered any thing 
but his good qualities. 

" Who heard it was Buckhurst V* said Sedg- 
wick, captain of the school, coming forward. 



"I heard Bradford tell Palmer it was Back- 
burst," said a little boy. 

"Where is Bradford?" 

"Here." 

" What do you know about Buckhurst?" 

"Went worth told me that he was afraid 
Buckhurst was drowned. He heard it at Bro- 
cas ; a bargeman told^ him about a quarter of 
an hour ago." 

" Here's Wentworth — here's Wentworth !" a 
hundred voices exclaimed, and they formed a 
circle round him. ' 

"Well, what did you hear, Wentworth?'* 
asked Sedgwick. 

" I was at Brocas, and a bargeman told me 
that an Eton boy had been drowned up stream, 
and the only Eton boat up stream to-day, as I 
can learn, is Buckhurst's. That is all." 

There was a murmur of hope. 

"Oh! come, come," said Sedgwick, "there 
is some chance. Who is with Buckhurst? *who 
Imows ?" 

" I saw him walk down to Brocas with Vere," 
said a boy. 

"I hope it is not Vere," said a little boy 
with a tearful eye ; " he never lets any fellow 
bully me." 

" Here's Maltravers," halloed out a boy; ** he 
knows something." 

"Well, what do you know,. Maltravers V* 

" I heard Boots at the Christopher say that aa 
Eton boy was drowned, and that he had seen a 
person who was there." 

" Bring Boots here," said Sedgwick. 

Instantly a band of boys rushed over the 
way, and in a moment the witness was pro- 
duced. 

" What have you heard, Sam, about this acci- 
dent?" said Sedgwick. 

" Well, sir, I heerd a young gentleman was 
drowned above Monkey Island," said Boots. 

" And no name mentioned ?" 

"Well, sir, I believe it was Mr. Coningsby." 

A general groan of horror. 

"Coningsby — Coningsby! By Heavens, I 
hope not," said Sedgwick. 

" I very much fear so," said Boots ; " as how 
the bargeman who told me, saw Mr. Coningsby 
in the lock-house laid out in flannels." 

" I had sooner any fellow had been drowned 
than Coningsby," whispered one boy to another. 

" I liked him, the best fellow at Eton," re- 
sponded his companion, in a smothered tone. 

" What a clever fellow he was !" 

"And so deuced generous!" 

"He would have got the medal if he had 
lived." 

"And how came he to be drowned, for he was 
such a fine swimmer !" 

" I heerd Mr. Coningsby was a saving ano- 
ther's life," continued Boots iu his evidence, 
"which makes it in a manner more sorrow- 
ful." 

" Poor Coningsby!'* exclaimed a boy(bursting 
into tears ;3 1 move the whole school goes into 
mourning.* 

" I wish we could get hold of this bargeman," 
said Sedgwick. " Now stop, stop, don't ^11 run 
away in that' mad manner; you frighten the 
people. Charles Herbert and Palmer, you two 
go down to Brocas and inquire." 
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Bat jast at this moment, an increased stir 
and' excitement were evident in the Long Walk ; 
the circle round Sedgwick opened, and there 
appeared Henry Sydney and Buckhnrst 

There was a dead silence. It was impossible 
that suspense could be strained to a higher pitch. 
The air and countenance of Sydney and Back- 
hurst were rather excited than mournful »or 
alarmed. They needed no inquiries, for before 
they had penetrated the circle they had become 
aware of its cause. 

Buckhurst, the most energetic of beiugs, was 
ctf course the first to speak. Henry Sydney, 
indeed, looked pale and nervoas ; but his com- 
panion, flushed and resolute, knew exactly how 
to hit a popular assembly, and at once came to 
the point. 

''It is all a false report; an infernal lie; Co- 
ningsby is qui.te safe, and nobody is drowned.'' 
There was a cheer that might have been 
heard at Windsor Castle. Then, turning to 
Sedgwick, in an under tone, Buckhurst added : 
"It ts all right, but by Jove we have had a 
shaver ! I will tell you all in a moment, but 
we want to keep the thing quiet, and so let the 
fellows disperse and we will talk afterwards." 
In a few moments, the Long Walk had reas- 
sumed its usual character; but Sedgwick, Her- 
bert, and one or two others turned into the Play- 
ing fields, where, undisturbed and unnoticed by 
the multitude, they listened to the promised 
communication of Buckhurst and Henry Syd- 
ney. 

•* You know we went up the river together," 
said Buckhurst ** Myself, Henry Sydney, Co- 
ningsby, Vere, and Millbank. We had break- 
fasted together, and after twelve agreed to row 
up. Well, we went up much higher than we 
had intended. About a quarter of a mile before 
we had got to Maiden Lock we pulled up ; Go- 
ningsby was then steering. Well, we fastened 
the boat to, and were all of us stretching out in 
the meadow, when Millbank and Vere said they 
should go and bathe in the Lock Pool. The 
rest of us were opposed; but after Milibsmk and 
Vere had gone about ten minutes, Coningsby, 
who was very fresh, said he had changed his 
mind and should go and bafhe too. So he left 
US. He had scarcely got to the pool when he 
heard a cry. There was a fellow drowning. 
He threw ofF his clothes and was in in a mo- 
ment The fact is this, Millbank had plunged 
in the pool and found himself in some eddies, 
caused by the meeting of two currents. He 
called out to Vere not to come and tried to swim 
off. But he was beat, and seeing he was in 
danger, Vere jumped in. But the stream was 
so strong from the great fall of water from the 
lasher above, that Vere was exhausted before 
he could reach Millbank, and nearly sank him- 
self. Well, he just saved himself; but Millbank 
sank as Coningsby jumped in. What do you 
think of thatV* 

** By Jove !" exclaimed Sedgwick, Herbert and 
alt The favourite oath of schoolboys perpe- 
tuates the divinity of Olympus. 

"And now comes the worst Coningsby 
caught Millbank when he rose ; but he found 
himself in the midst of the same strong current 
that had before nearly swamped Vere. What a 
lucky thing that he had taken it into his head 



not to pull to-day ! Fresher than Vere, he just 
managed to land Millbank and himself. The 
shouts of Vere called us, and we arrived to find 
the bodies of Millbank and Coningsby appa* 
rently lifeless, for Millbank was quite gone, and 
Coningsby had swooned on landing." 

."If Coningsby had been lost," said Henry 
Sydney, " I never would have shown my face 
at Eton again." 

" Can you conceive a position more terrible?" 
said Buckhurst '* I declare I shall never forget 
it as long as I live. Howeven there was the 
Lock House at hand ; and we got blankets and 
brandy* Coningsby was soon all right; but 
Millbank, I can tell you, gave us some trouble. 
I thought it was all up. Didn't you, Henry 
Sydney 1" 

** The most fishy thing I ever saw," said Hen- 
ry Sidney. 

** Well, we were fairly frightened here," said 
Sedgwick. ** The first report w^s, that you had 
gone ; but that seemed without foundation. Bujt 
Coningsby was quite given up. Where are 
they nowl" 

"They are both at their tutors. I thought 
they had better keep quiet Vere is with Mill- 
bank, and we are going back to Coningsby 
directly ; but we thought it best to show, finding 
on our arrival that there were all sorts of ru- 
mours about I think it will be best to report 
at once to our tutor, for he will be sure to he-,r 
something." 

** I would if I were you " 



CHAPTER X. 

What wonderful things are events ! The 
least are of greater importance than the most 
sublime and comprehensive speculations ! In 
what fanciful schemes to obtain the friendship 
of Coningsby had Millbank in his reveries often 
indulged! What combinations that were to 
extend over years and influence their lives! 
But the moment that he* entered the world of 
action, his pride recoiled from the plans and 
hopes which his vsympathy had inspired. His 
sensibility and his inordinate self-respect were 
always at variance. And he seldom exchanged 
a word with the being whose idea engrossed his 
affection. 

And now, suddenly an event had occurred, 
like all events, unforeseen, which in a few brief, 
agitating, tumultuous moments, had singularly 
and utterly changed the relations that previously 
subsisted between him and the former object of 
his concealed tenderness. Millbank now stood, 
with respect to Coningsby, in the position of one 
who owes to another the greatest conceivablo 
obligation; a favour which time could permit 
him neither to forget nor to repay. Pride was 
a sentiment that could no longer subsist before 
the preserver of his life. Devotion to that be- 
ing, open, almost ostentatious, was now a duty, 
a paramount and absorbing tie. The sense of 
past peril, the rapture of escape, a renewed 
relish for the life so nearly forfeited, a deep sen- 
timent of devout gratitude to the Providence 
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had guarded over him, for Millbank was an 
lently religions boy, a thought of home, and 
inguish that might have overwhelmed his 
•th : all these were powerful and exciting 
tions for a young and fervent mind, in ad- 
n to the peculiar source of sensibility on 
jh we have already touched. Lord Vere, 
lodged in the same house as Millbank, and 
sitting by his bedside, observed as night 
that his mind wandered, 
he illness of Miltbank, the character of 
;h soon trai^spired and was soon exagge- 
i, attracted the public attention with in- 
sed interest to the circumstances out of 
:h it had arisen, and from which the parties 
cipally concerned had wished to have di- 
ed notice. The sufferer, indeed, had trans- 
sed the rules of the school by bathing at an 
censed spot, where there wete no expert 
nmers in attendance, as is customary, to 
:uct the practice and to guard over the lives 
le young adventurers. But the circumstan- 
with whict^ this violation of rules had been 
>mpanied, and the assurance of several of 
party that they had not themselves infringed 
regulations, combined with the high charac- 
>f Millbank, made the authorities not over- 
ious to visit with penalties a breach of ch- 
ance, which, in the case of the only proved 
ider, had been attended with such impres- 

consequences. The feat of Coningsby 
extolled by all as an act of high gallimtry 
skill. It confirmed and increased the great 
tation which he already enjoyed. 
Vlillbank is getting quite well," said Buck- 
t to Coningsby a few days after the acci- 
. " Henry Sydney and I are going to see 
Will you comel" 

think we shall be too many. I will go 
ber day," replied Coningsby. 
» they went without him. 'iPhey found Mill- 
: ap and reading. 
W^ell, old fellow," said Buckhurst, «how are 

We should have come up before, but they 
d not let us. And you are quite right now, 

iuite; has there been any row about if!" 
lU blown over/* said Henry Sydney; 
^♦•♦♦♦y behaved like a trump." 

have seen nobody yet," said Millbank; 
r would not let me'till to-day. Vere looked 
is morning and left me this book, but I was 
p. I hope they will let me out in a day or 

I want to thank Coningsby; I never shall 
ill I have' thanked Coningsby." 
•h ! he will come to see you," said Henry 
ey. '* I asked him just now to come with 

es!" said Millbank, eageriy; ''and what 

3 sayV 

e thought we should be too many." 

hope I shall see him soon," said Millbank, 

e how or other." 

will tell him to come," said Buckhurst. 

h ! no, no ; don't tell him to come," said 

mk. " Don't bore him," 

know he is going to play a match at 

his afternoon," said Buckhurst, "for I am 

id who are the others'?" inquired Mill- 



« Herbert and Campbell." 

*♦ Herbert is no match for Coningsby,"- said 
Millbank. 

And then they talked over all that had hap- 
pened since his absence ; and Buckhurst. gave 
him a very graphic report of the excitement on 
the afternoon of the accident; at last they were 
obliged to leave him. 

" Well, good bye, old fellow; we will eome 
and see you every day. What can We do for 
you 1 Any books or any thing!" 

« If any fellow aaks after me," said Millbank, 
«*tell him I shall be glad to see him^ It is vei^ 
dull being alone. But do not tell any fellow to 
come if he does not ask after Hie." 

Notwithstanding the kind suggestions x)f 
Buckhurst and Henry Sydney, Coningsby could 
not easily bring himself to call on Millbank. 
He felt a constraints It seemed as if he went 
to receive thanks. He would rather have met 
Millbank again in school, or in the playing 
fields. Without being able then to analyze his 
feelings, he ^rank unconsciously frdm that 
ebullition of sentiment, which in more artificial 
circles is , described as a scene. Not that any 
dislike of Millbank prompted him to this re- 
serve. On the contrary, since he had conferred 
a great obligation on Millbank, his prejudice 
against him had sensibly decreased. How it 
would have been had Millbank saved Co- 
ningsby's life, is quite another affair. Probably, 
as Coningsby was by nature generous, his sense 
o^ justice might have struggled successfully 
with his painful sense pf the overwhelming 
obligation. But in the present case there was 
no element to disturb his fair self-satisfaction- 
He had greatly distinguished himself; he had 
conferred on his rival an essential service; and 
the whole world rang with his applause. He 
began rather to like Millbank; we will not siqr 
because Millbank was the unintentional qause 
of his pleasurable sensations. Really it was 
that the unusual circumstances had prompted 
him to a more impartial judgment of his rival's 
character. In this mood, the day after the visit 
of Buckhurst and Henry Sydney, Coningsby 
called on Millbank, but finding his medical at- 
tendant with, him, Coningsby availed himself of 
that excuse for going away without seeing him. 
The pextday he left Millbank a newspaper 
on his way to- school, time not permittinf a visit. 
Two days after, going intq his room, he found 
on his table, a letter addressed to Harry CiH 

fdngibyy Esq. 

Eton, May — , 18^ 

"Dear Coningsby, 

" I very much fear that you must think me 
a very ungrateful fellow because you have 
not heard from me before ; but I was in hopes 
that I might get out and say to you what I feel ; 
but whether I speak or write, it is quite impos- 
sible for me to make you understand the feel- 
ings of my heart to you. Now I will say at 
once that I have always liked you better than 
any fellow in the school, and always thought 
you the cleverest; indeed, I always thought that 
there was no one like you, but I never would 
say this or show this, because you never seemed 
to care for me, and because I was afraid you 
would think I merely wanted to make a pal of 
you, as they used to say of some other feUows, 
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whose names I will not mention, becanse they 
always tried to make a pal with Henry Sydney 
and yon* I do not want this at all, but I want, 
though we may not speak to each other more 
than before, that we may be friends ; and that 
yoU will always know that there ,is nothing I 
will not do for you, and that I like you better 
than any fellow at Eton. And I do not mean 
thattiiis shall be only at Eton, but afterwards, 
wherever we may be, that you will always re- 
member that there is nothing I will not do for 
you. Not because you saved my life, though 
that is a great thing, but because before that I 
would have done anything for you;- only for 
the cause above mentioned, J would not show 
it. ' I do not expect that we shall be more to- 
gether than before; nor can I ever suppose that 
you could like me as you like Henry Sydney 
and Buckhurst, or even as you like Vere ; but 
still J hope you will always think of me with 
kindness now, and let me sign myself, if ever I 
do write to you, . 

Your most attached, affectionate, and de- 
voted friend, 

Oswald Millbank." 



CHAPTER XI. 

y' Abottt a fortnight after this nearly fatal ad- 
C^ venture on the river, it was Montem. One need 
hardly remind the reader IBSPfflTS celebrated 
ceremony, of which the origin is lost in obscu- 
rity and which now occurs triennially, is the 
tenure by which Eton College holds some of its 
domains; the waving of a flag by one of the 
scholars on a mount near the village of Salt 
Hill, and to which without doubt it gives the 
name, since on this day every visitor to Eton, 
and every traveller in its vicinity, from the 
jnonarch to the peasant, are stopped on the road 
/by youthful brigands in picturesque costume, 
l and summoned to contribute **salt," in the 
* shape of coin of the realm, to the purse collect- 
V ing for the Captain of Eton, the senior scholar 
J on the foundation, who is about to repair to 
^^JKing'-s College, Cambridge. 

^ On this day the captain of Eton appears in a 
/aress as martial as his title: indeed, each sixth 
form boy represents in his uniform, though not 
perhaps according to the exact rules of the 
\ Horse Guards, an ofiBcer of the army. One is 
/a marshal, another an ensign. There is a lieu- 
^sljflant, too ; and the remainder are sergeants. 
jBach of those who are intrusted with these 
ephemeral commissions, has one or more atten- 
dants : the number of these varying according 
to his rank. These servitors are selected, ac- 
. cording to the wishes of the several members 
of the sixth form, otjt of the ranks of the lower 
boys, that is, those boys who are below the fifth 
form; and all these attendants are arrayed in a 
variety of fancy dresses. The senior oppidan 
and the senior colleger next to the captains of 
those two divisions of the school, figure also in 
fancy costume, and are called " Saltbearers." — 
^ It is their business, together with the twelve 
senior collegers of the fifth form, who are called 
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** Runners,*' and whose costame is also deter- 
mined by the taste of the wearers, to levy the 
contributions. And all the oppidans of the fifth 
form, among whom ranked Coningsby, class-, 
as ** Corporals;" and are severally followed by 
one or more lower boys, who are denominated 
" Polemen,"^ but who appear in their ordinary 
dress. 

It was a fine bright morning; the bells of 
Eton and Windsor rang merrily; everybody 
was astir, and every 'moment some gay equip- 
age drov€ into the town. Gaily clustering in 
the thronged precincts of the college might be 
observed many a glistening form ; airy Greek, 
or sumptuous Ottoman, heroes of the Holy 
Sepulchre, Spanish Hidalgos who had fought ^t 
Pavia, Highland chiefs who had charged at/ 
CuUoden, gay in the tartan ot Prince Charlie. 
The Long Walk was full of busy groups in 
scarlet coats, or fanciful uniforms; some in 
earnest conversation, some criticising the arriv- 
ing guests ; others encircling some magnificent 
hero, who astounded them with his slashed 
doublet or flowing plume. 

A knot of boys, silting on the Long Walk 
wall with their feet swinging in the air, watched 
the arriving guests of the provost. 

♦* I say, Townshend," said one, " there's Grob- 
bleton; he was a bully. I wonder if that's his 
wife. Who's this? The Duke of Agincourt. 
He wasn't an Eton fellow 1 Yes, he was. He 
was called Poictiers then. Oh! ah! his name 
is in the upper school, very large, under Charles 
Fox. I say, Townshend, did you see Saville's 
turban 1 What was it ma(fe of? He says his 
mother brought it from Grand Cairo. Did'nt he 
just look like the Saracen's Head ! Here are 
some Dons. That's Hallam ! We'll give him 
a cheer. , Isay, Townshend, look at this fellow. 
He does not think small beer of himself. I 
wonder who he is ! The Duke of Wellington's 
valet come to say his master is engaged. Oh ! 
by Jove he heard you. I wonder if the duke 
will come. Won't we give him a cheer!" 

" By Jove, who is this ?" exclaimed Towns- 
hend, and he jumped from the wall, and, fol- 
lowed by his companions, rushed towards the 
road. 

Two britskas, each drawn by four gnray horses 
of mettle, and each accompanied by outriders 
as well mounted, were advancing at a rapid 
pace along the road that leads from Slough to 
the college. But they were destined to an irre- 
sistible check. About fifty yards before they 
had reached the gate that leads into Weston's 
yard, a ruthless but splendid Albanian, in crim- 
son and gold embroidered jacket, and snowy 
camese, started forward, and holding out his 
silver-sheathed yataghan commanded the posti- 
lions to stop. A Peruvian Inca on the other 
side of the road gave a simultaneous command, 
and would infallibly have transfixed the out- 
riders with an arrow from his unerring bow, 
had they for an instant hesitated. The Albanian 
chief then advanced to the door of the carriage, 
which he opened, and in a tone of great cour- 
tesy, announced that he was under the necessity 
of troubling its inmates for ** salt." There was 
no delay. The lord of the equipage with the 
amiable condescension of a "grand monarque," 
expressed his hope that the collection would be 
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an ample one, and as an old Etonian, placed in 
the hands of the Albanian his contribution, a 
magnificent purse furnished for the occasion, 
and heavy with gold. 

" Don't be alarmed, ladies," said a very hand- 
some young officer Idaghing, and taking off his 
cocked hat. 

*' Ah !'' exclaimed one of the ladies, turning 
at the voice, and starting a little. ** Ah ! it is 
Mr. Coningsby." ' 

Lord Eskdale paid the salt for the next car- 
riage. " Do they come down pretty stiff?" he 
inquired, and then pulling forth a roll of bank- 
notes from the pocket of his pea-jacket, he 
wished them good morning. 

The courtly provost, then the benignant Good- 
all, a man who, though his experience of life 
was confined to the colleges in which he had 
passed his days, was naturally gifted with that 
rarest of all endowments, the talent of recep- 
tion ; and whose happy bearing and gracious 
manner — a smile ever in his eye, and a lively 
word ever on his lip — must be recalled by all 
with pleasant recollections, welcomed Lord 
Monmouth and his friends to an assemblage of 
the noble, the beautiful, and the celebrated, 
gathered together in rooms not unworthy of 
them, as you looked upon their interesting walls 
breathing with the portraits of the heroes of 
whom Eton boasts — from Wot ton to Welles ley. 
Music sounded in the quacTfangle ol'the college 
in which the boys were already quickly assem- 
bling. The Duke of Wellington had arrived, 
and the boys were cheering a hero who was 
also an Eton field-marshal. From an oriel 
iffindow in one of the provost*s rooms. Lord 
Monmouth, surrounded by every circumstance 
that could make life delightful, watched with 
some intentness the scene in the quadrangle 
beneath. 

"I would give his fame," said Lord Mon- 
mouth ; " if I had it, and my wealth — ^to be six- 
teen." 

Five hmidred of the youth of England, spark- 
ling with health, high spirits, an^ fancy dresses, 
were now assembled in the quadrangle. They 
formed into rank, and headed by a band of the 
guards, thrice they marched round the court. 
Then quitting the college, they commenced 
their progress "ad Montem." It was a brilliant 
spectacle to see them defiling through the play- 
ing fields; those bowery meads ; the river spark- 
ling in the sun; the castled heights of Windsor, 
their glorious landscape ; behind them, the pin- 
nacles of their college. 

The road from Eton to Salt Hill was clogged 
with carriages ; the broad fields as far as eye 
eould range were covered with human beings. 
Amid the burst of martial music tmd the shouts 
of the multitude, the band of heroes, as if they 
were marching from Athens or Thebes or Sparta 
to some heroic deed, encircled the mount; the 
ensign reaches its summit, and then amid a 
deafening cry of "Floreat Eton a," he unfurls, 
and thrice waves the consecrated standard ! 

"Lord Monmouth," said Mr. Rigby to Co- 
ningsby, "wishes that you should beg you/* 
friends to dine with him. Of course you will 
ask Lord Henj-y and your friend, Sir Charles 
Buckhurst; and is there any one else that you 
would like to invite 1" 



" Why there is Vere," said Coningsby hesi- 
tating, " and—" 

« Vere ! What, Lord Vere 1" said Mr. Rigby. 
"Hum ! He is one of your friends is he 1 His 
father has done a great deal of mischief, but. 
still he is Lord Vere. Well, of course, you can 
invite Vere." 

" There is another fellow I should like to ask 
very much," said Coningsby, "if Lord Mon- 
mouth would not think I was asking too many." 

"Never fear that; he sent me particularly to \^ 
tell you to invite as many as you liked." 

« Well then, I should like to ask Millbank." 

"Millbank!" said Mr. Rigby, a little excited, 
and then he added:. "Is that a son of Lady 
AlbiniaMillbankl" 

" No ; his mother is not a Lady Albinia, but 
he is a great friend of mine. His father is a 
Lancashire manufacturer." 

" By no means," exclaimed Mr. Rigby, quite 
agitated. " There is nothing in the world that 
Lord Monmouth dislikes so much as Manches- 
ter manufacturers, and particularly if they bear I 
the name of Millbank. It must not be thought ^ 
of, vqj dear Harry. I hope you have not spoken - 
to the young man on the subject I assure you | 
it is quite out of the question. It would make \ 
Lord Monmouth quite ill. It would spoil every -^ 
thing; quite upset him." 

It was, of course, impossible for Coningsby 
to urge his wishes against such representations. 
He was disappointed — rather amazed; but Ma- 
dame Colonna having sent for him to introduce 
her to some of the scenes and details of Eton 
life, his vexation was soon absorbed in the pride 
of acting in the face of his companions as the 
cavalier of a beautiful lady, and becoming the 
cicerone of the most brilliant party that had 
attended Montem. He presented his friends, 
too, to Lord Monmouth, who gave them a most 
cordial invitation to dine with him at his hotel 
at Windsor, which they most warmly accepted. 
Buckhurst delighted the marquess by his reck- 
less genius. Even Lucretia deigned to appear 
amused ; especially when on visiting the upper 
school, the name of Cabdivf, the tide Lord Mon- 
mouth bore in his youthful days, was pointed 
out to her by Coningsby, cut with his grand- 
father's own knife on the classic panels of that 
memorable wall in which scarcely a name that 
has flourished in our history, since the com- 
mencement of the eighteenth century, may not 
be observed with curious admiration. 

It was the humour of Lord Monmouth that 
the boys should be entertained with the most 
various and delicious banquet that luxury could 
devise, or money could command. For some 
days beforehand, orders had been given for 
the preparation of this festival. Our friends 
did full justice to their LucuUus; Buckhurst 
especially, who gave his opinion on the most 
refined dishes with all the intrepidity of saucy 
ignorance, and occasionally shook his head over 
a glass of Hermitage or Cdte Rotie with a dis- 
satisfaction which a satiated Sybarite could not 
have exceeded. Considering all things, Co- 
ningsby and his friends exhibited a great deal of 
self-command; but they were gay, even to the 
verge of frolic. But then the occasion justified 
it, as much as their youth. All were in high 
spirits. Madame Colonna declared that she 
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had met nothing in England equal to Montem ; 
that it was a Protestant Carnival ; and that its 
only fault was that it did not last forty days. 
The prince himself was all animation, and took 
wine with every one of the Etonians several 
times. All went on flowingly until Mr. Rigby 
contradicted Buckhurst on some point of Eton 
discipline, which Buckharst would not stand. 
He rallied Mr. Rigby roundly, and Coningsbv, 
full of champagne, and owing Rigby several 
years of contradiction, followed up the assault 
Lord Monmouth, who liked a butt, and had a 
weakness for boisterous gaiety, slily encouraged 
the boys, till Rigby began to lose his temper and 
get noisy. 

The lads had the best of it; they said a great 
many fanny things, and delivered themselves of 
several sharp retorts ; whereas there was some- 
thing ridiculous in Rigby putting forth his 
"slashing" talents against such' younkers. 
However, he brought the infliction on ,himself 
by his strange habit of deciding on subjects of 
which he knew nothing, and of always contra- 
dicting persons on the very subjects of which 
they were necessarily masters. 

To see Rigby baited was more amusement 
to Lord Monmouth, even than Montem. Lucian 
Gay, however, when the affair was getting 
troublesome, came forward as a diversion. He 
sang an extemporaneous song on the ceremony 
of the day, and introduced the names of all the 
guests at the dinner, and of a great many other 
persons besides. This was capital ! The boys 
were in raptures, but when the singer threw 
forth a verse about Doctor Keate, the applause' 
became uproarious. 

*« Good bye, my dear Harry," said Lord Mon- 
mouth, when he bade his grandsun farewell. 
'^ I am going abroad again ; I cannot remain in 
this radical-ridden country. Remember, though 
I am away, Monmouth House is your home, — 
at least as long as it belongs to me. I under- 
stand my tailor has turned liberal, and is going 
to stand for one of the metropolitan districts; a 
friend of Lord Durham ; perhaps I shall find him 
in it when I return. I fear there are evil days 
for the K£w genkratiok !" 

BSD OF BOOK I. 
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CHAPTER L 

y It was early in November, 1684. and a large 
ifihooting party was assembled at Beaumanoir, 
/jthe seat of that great nobleman, who was the 
I tfather o f Henry Sydney . England is unrivalled 
^or two iniQgs — sponing and politics. They 
^Were combined at Beaumanoir; for the guests 
came not merely to slaughter the duke's phea- 
sants, but to' hold council on the prospects of 
the party, which, it was supposed by the initi- 
ated, began at this time to indicate some symp- 
toms of brightening. 
V^he success of the reform ministry on their 



first appeal to the new constituency which they\ 
had created, had been fatally complete. But the 1 
triumph was as destructive to the victors as ty 
the vanquished. ^L 

** We are too strong," prophetically exclaimed^ 
one of the fortunate cabinet, which found itself 
supported by an inconceivable majority of three 
hundred. It is to be hoped that some future 
publisher of private memoirs may have pre- 
served some of the traits of that crude and 
short-livejd Parliament, when ol(3P Cobbett inso- 
lently thrust Sir Robert from the prescriptive seat 
of the chief of opposition, and treasury under- 
strappers sneered at the ** queer lot" that had 
arrived from Ireland, "Rttle foreseeing what a 
high bidding that " queer lot" would eventually 
command. Gratitude to Lord Grey was the 
hustings-cry at the end of 1832, the pretext that 
was to return to the new-modelled House of 
Commons none but men devoted to the whig 
cause. The successful simulation, like every- 
thing that is false, carried within it the seeds of 
its own dissolution. Ingratitude to Lord GrejK 
was more the fashion at the commencement of\ 
1834, and before the close of that eventful year, I 
the once popular ueform ministry was upset,/ 
and the eagerly sought reformed Parliament/ 
dissolved! . -/ 

It can scarcely be alleged that the public 
was altogether unprepared for this catastrophe. 
Many deemed it inevitable ; few thought it im- 
minent. The career of the ministry, and the 
existence of the Parliament had indeed from the 
first been turbulent and fitful. It was known 
from authority, that there were dissensions in 
the cabinet; while a House of Commons which 
passed votes on subjects not less important than 
the repeal of a tax, or the impeachment of a 
judge on one night, and rescinded its resolu- 
tions on the following, certainly established no 
increased claims to the efnfidence of its consti- 
tuents in its discretion. Nevertheless, there 
existed at this period a prevalent conviction, 
that the whig party by a great stroke of state, 
similar in magnitude and effect to that which in 
the preceding century bad changed the dynasty, 
had secured to themselves the government of 
this country, for, at jeast, t he lives of the pre- 
sent generation. ^"Kuil even the well informed 
in such matters were inclined to look upon the 
perplexing circumstances to which we have 
alluded, rather as symptoms of a want of disci- 
pline in a new system of tactics, than as evi- 
dences of any essential and deeply-rooted dis- 
order. 

The stanling rapidity, however, of the strange 
incidents of 1834; the indignant, soon to become 
vituperative, secession of a considerable section 
of the cabinet, some of them esteemed too at 
that time among its most eflicient members ; the 
piteous deprecation of" pressure from without," 
from lips hitherto deemed too stately for entreaty, 
followed by the Trades' Union thirty thousand 
strong, parading in procession to Downing 
Street; the Irish negotiations of Lord Hather- 
ton, strange blending of complex intrigue and 
almost infantile ingenuousness; the still inex- 
plicable resignation of Lord Althorp, hurriedly 
followed by his still more mysterious resump- 
tion of power, the only result of his precipitate 
movements being the fail of Lord Grey himself. 



24 



eONIKOSBYi 



«5 




■'it 



attended by circumstances which even a friendly 
historian could scarcely describe as honourable 
to his party or dignified to himself; latterly, the 
extemporaneous address of King William to the 
bi^ops; the\ vagrant aad grotesque Apocalypse 
of the lord chancellor; and the fierce recrimi- 
nation and memorabledefianc« of the Edinburgh 
banquet; all these impressive instances of pub- 
lic affairs and public conduct had combined to 
create a predominant opinion that, whatever 
might be the 6onsequence$, the prolonged con- 
tinuance of the present party in power was a 
clear impossibility. 

Ft is evident that the suicidal career of what 
was then styled the liberal party, had been 
occasioned and stimulated by its unnatural 
excess of strength. The apoplectic 'pleihora 
of 1834 was not less fatal than the. paralytic 
tenuity of 1841. It was not feasible to gratify 
so many ambitions, or to satisfy so many ex- 
pectations. Every man had his double; the 
heels of every placeman were dogged by friendly 
rivals ready to trip them up. There were even 
two cabinets; the one that metjn council, and 
the one that met in cabal, ^he consequence 
of destroying the legitima^ opposition of the 
country was, that a moiety of the supporters of 
government had to discharge the duties of op- 
position. 

Herein then we detect the real cause of all 
that irregular and unsettled carriage of public 
men, which so perplexed the nation after the 
fussing of the reform act. Nongovernment 
can be long secure without. aTorm id able op- 
position. It reduces their supporters to that 
tractable number which can be managed by 
the joint iftflnences of fruition and of hope. It 
offers vengeance to the discontented and dis- 
tinction to the ambitious; and employs the 
energies of aspiring spirits, who,' otherwise, 
may prove traitors in a division, or assassins 
in a debate. 

The general election of 1832 abrogated the 
parliamentary opposition of England, which 
had practically existed for more than a century 
and a half. And what a series of equivocal 
transactions and mortifying adventures did the 
withdrawal of this salutary restraint entail on 
the party which then so loudly congratulated 
themselves and the country, that they were at 
length relieved from its odious repression ! . In 
the hurry of existence one is apt too generally 
to pass over the political history of the times in 
which we ourselves live. The two years that 
followed the reform of the House of Commons 
are full of instruction on which a young man 
would do well to ponder. It is hardly possible 
that he could rise from the study of these an- 
nals without a confirmed disgust for political 
intrigue; ^ dazzling practice, apt at first to 
fascinate youth, for it appeals at once to our 
invention and our courage, but which really 
should only be the resource of the second-rate. 
Great minds must trust to great truths and 
great talents for their rise, and nothing else. 

"Wliile, however, as the autumn of 1834 
advanced, the people of this country became 
gradually sensible of the necessity of some 
change in the councils of their sovereign; no 
man felt capable of predicting by what means 
It was to be accomplished, or from what quaii;y 



the new materials w«re to be extracted. The 
tory party, according to these perverted views 
of toryism unhappily too long prevalent in this 
country, was held to be literally defunct, except 
by a few old battered crones of office crouched 
round the embers of faction which they were 
fanning, and muttering *^reaction'' in mystic 
whispers. It cannot be supposed, indeed, for a 
moment, that the distinguished personage who 
had led that party in the House of Commons 
previously to the passing of the act of 1832, 
ever despaired in consequence of his own 
career. His then time of life, the perfection» 
almost the prime of manhood ; his parliament 
tary practice, doubly estimable in an experi- 
enced assembly* his political knowledge; his 
fair character and reputable position; bis ta- 
lents and tone as a public speaker, which he 
had always aimed to adapt to the habits and 
culture of that middle class from which it wa» 
concluded the benches of the new Parliament 
were mainly to be recruited-^all these were 
qualities, the possession of which must have 
assured a mind, not apt to be disturbed in ita 
calculations by any intemperate heats, that 
with time and patience the game was yet for 
him. 

Unquestionably, whatever may have been 
insinuated, this distinguished person had no 
inkling that his services in 1834 might be 
claimed by his sovereign. At the close of the 
session of that year he had quitted England 
with his family, and had arrived at Rom^, 
where it was his intention to pass the winter. 
The party .charges that have imputed to him a 
previous and sinister knowledge of the inten- 
tions of the courts appear to have been made 
not only in ignorance of the personal cha* 
racter, but oi the real position, of the future 
minister. 

It had been the misfortune of this eminent 
gentleman, when he first entered public life, to 
become identified with a political connection, 
which, having arrogated to itself the name of 
an illustrious historical party, pursued a po- 
licy, which was either founded on no principle 
whatever, or on principles exactly contrary to 
those which had always guided the conduct of 
the great. tory leaders. The chief members of 
this official confederacy were men distinguished 
by none of the conspicuous qualities of states- 
men. They had none of the divine gifts that 
govern senates and guide councils. They were 
not orators; they were not men of deep thought 
or happy resource; or of penetrative and saga- 
cious minds. Their political ken was essen- 
\ tially dull and contracted. They expended 
^some energy in obtaining a defective blunder- 
ling acquaintance with foreign affairs; they 
knew as little of the real state of their own 
country as savages of an approaching eclipse. 
This factious league had shuffied themselves 
into power by clinging ig the skirts of a great 
minister, the last of lory statesmen, but who, in 
the unparalleled and confounding emergencies 
of his latter years, has been forced, unfortu- 
nately for England, to relinquish toryism. His 
successors inherited all his errors without the 
latent genius, which, in him, might have still 
rallied and extricated him from the conse- 
quences of his disasters. His successors did 
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not merely inherit bis errors; they exaggerated, 
they oaricatof ed them, Tbey rode into power 
on a spriog'tide of all the rampant prejudices 
and rancorous passions of their time. From 
the king to the -hoor t^eir policy was a mere 
pandering to pnblie ignorance. Impudently 
usurping the nane of that party of which 
nationality, and therefore universality, is the 
essence, these pseudo-tories made exclusion 
the principle of their political constitution, and 
restriction the genius of their commercial code. 
The blind goddess that plays with hnm&n 
fortunes has mixed up the memory of these 
men with traditions of national glory. They 
conducted to a prosperous conclusion the most 
renowned war in which England has ever been 
engaged. Yet every military conception that 
emanated from their cabinet was branded by 
their characteristic want of grandeur. Chance, 
however, sent them a great military genius, 
whom they treated for a long' time with indif- 
ference; and whom they never heartily sup- 
ported until his career had made him their 
master. His transcendent exploits and Euro- 
pean events, even greater than his achieve'* 
ments, placed in the manikin grasp of the Eng- 
lish ministry — the settlement of Europe. 

The act of the Congress of Vienna re- 
mains the eternal monument of their diploma- 
tic knowledge and political sagacity. Their 
capital feats were the creation of two king- 
doms, both of which are already erased from 
the map of Europe. They made no single pre- 
paration for the inevitable, almost impending, 
conjunctures of the East. All that remains of 
the prasrmatic arrangements of the mighty Con- 
gress of Vienna is tik mediatisation of the petty 
German princes* 

But the settlement of Europe by the pseodo- 
tories was the dictate of inspiration compared 
with their settlement of England. The peace 
of Paris found the government of this country 
in the hands of a body of men, of whom it is no 
exaggeration to say that they were ignorant of 
every principle of every branch of political sci- 
' Dce. As l^ng as our domestic administration 
was confined merely to the raising of a revenue, 
they levied taxes with gross facility from the 
industry of a country too busy to criticise Or 
complain. But when the excitement and dis- 
traction of war had ceased, and they were forced 
to survey the social elements that surrounded 
them, they seemed, for the first tiraci to have 
become conscious of their own incapacity. 
These men, indeed, were the mere children of 
routine. They prided themselves on being prac- 
tical men. ^n the language of jljis defuncj 
school of stjitesmen, a practicaj^ man is a man 
^liuijgractijsesjhe hlpnaers' of his predecessors. 
Now commenced that Condition of "England 
Question, of which our generation hears so 
much. During five-and-twenty years, every in- 
fluence that can deveiope the energies and 
resources of ^ nation, had been acting with 
concentrated stimulation on the British Isles. 
National peril and national glory; the perpetual 
menace of invasion ; the continual triumph of 
conquest; the most extensive foreign commerce 
that was ever conducted by el single nation ; an 
illimitable currency; an internal trade support- 
ed by swarming millions, whom maaafactares 



and inolosttre biU« sommohed into existence ; 
above all, the Supreme control obtained by man 
over mechanic power; these are some of the 
causes of that rapid advance of material civili- 
zation in England, to which the annals of fjff 
world can afford no parallel. But there was no ^j 
proportionate advance in our moral civilization. ,' 
In the hurry-skurry of money-making, men- 
making and machine-mj^king;, we had altog9th||^ 
outgrown, not the spirit, hut the organizatiJ^ 
of our institutions* 

The peace came; the stinmlating influenced 
suddenly ceased; the people, in a novel an<n 
painful position, found themselves withouti 
guides. They went to the ministry ; they asked \ 
to be guided ; they asked to be governed. Com- 
merce requested a code ; trade required a cur« 
rency; the unfranchised subject solicited his 
equal privilelge ; suffering labour clamoured for 
its rights; a new race demanded education. 
What did the ministry do? 

They fell into a panic. Having fulfilled dtlr^ 
ing their lives the duties of administration, they 
were frightened because they were called upon^ 
for the first time, to perform the functions of 
government. Like all weak men, they had re- 
course to what they called strong measures. 
They determined to put down the multitude. 
They thought they were imitating Mr. Pitt, be- 
cause they mistook' disorganization for sedition* 

Their projects of relief were as ridiculous as 
their system of coercion was ruthless ; both were 
alike founded in intense ignorance. When we 
recall Mr. Vansittart with his currency resolu- 
tions ; Lord Castlereagh with his plans for the 
employment of labour; aind Lord Sidmouth 
with his plots for ensnaring the laborious ; one 
is tempted to imagine that the present epoch 
has been one of peculiar advances in political 
ability, and marvel how England could have 
attained her present pitch under a series of such 
governors. 

We should, however, be labouring under a 
very erroneous impression. Run over the states- 
men that have figured in England since the ac- 
cession of the present family, and we may doubt 
whether there be one, with the exception, per- 
haps, of the Duke of Newcastle, who would 
have been a worthy colleague of the councils of 
Mr. Percival, or the early cabinet of Lord Liver- 
pool. Assuredly, the genius of Bolingbroke and 
the sagacity of Walpole, would have alike re- 
coiled from such men and such measures. And 
if we take the individuals who were governing 
England immediately before the French Revo- 
lution, one need only refer to the speeches of 
Mr. Pitt, and especially to those of that profound 
statesman and most instructed man, Lord Shel- 
burne, to find that we can boast no remarkable 
superiority either in political justice or in po- 
litical economy. One must attribute this dege- 
neracy, therefore, to the long war and our in<* 
sular position, acting upon men naturally of 
inferior abilities, and unfortunately, in addition, 
of illiterate habits. 

In the mean time, notwithstanding all the 
efforts of the political Panglosses who, in Even- 
ing Journals and Quarterly Reviews, were con- 
tinually proving that this was the best of all 
possible governments, it was evident to the 
ministry itself that the machine must stop. The 
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class of Rigbys, indeed, at this period, one emi- 
Ijently favourable to that fungous tribe, greatly 
ilistinguished themselves. They demonstrated 
in a manner absolutely convincing, that it was 
impossible for any person to possess any ability, 
iffiwiedge, or virtue, any capacity of reason, 
any ray of fancy or faculty of imagination, who 
was not a supporter of the existing administra- 
^n." If any one impeached the management 
wm^ department, the public was assured that the 
accuser had embezzled ; if any one complained 
of the conduct of a colonial governor, the com- 
plainant was announced as a returned convict. 
An amelioration of the criminal code was dis- 
countenanced because a search in the parish 
register of an obscure village proved that the 
proposer had not been bom in wedlock* A re- 
laxation of the commercial system was de- 
nounced because one of its principal advocates 
"rtras a Socinian. The inutility of parliamentary 
reform was ever obvious since Mr. Rigby was 
a member of the House of Commons. 

To us, with our "Times" newspaper every 
morning on our breakfast-table, bringing on 
every subject which can interest the public 
mind a degree of information and intelligence 
which must form a security against any pro- 
longed public misconception, it seems incredi- 
ble that only five-aud-twenty years ago the 
English mind could have been so ridden and 
hoodwinked, and that too by men of mean at- 
tainments and moderate abilities. But the war 
had directed the energies of the English people 
into channels by no means favourable to poli- 
tical education. Gonqaerors of the world, ^th 
their ports filled with the shipping of every 
clime, and their manufactories supplying the 
European continent, in the art of self-gpverrf- 
ment, that art in which their fathers excelled, 
they had become literally children ; and Rigby 
and his brother hirelings were the nurses that 
frightened them with hideous fables and ugly 
words. 

Notwithstanding, however, all this successful 
mystification, the arch-mediocrity who presided, 
rather than ruled, over this cabinet of medio- 
crities, became hourly more conscious that the 
inevitable transition from fulfilling the duties of 
an administration to performing the functions 
of a government could not be conducted with- 
out talents and knowledge. The arch-medio- 
crity had himself some glimmering traditions of 
political science. He was sprung from a labo- 
rious stock, had received some training, and 
though not a statesman, might be classed among 
those whom the lord keeper Williams used to 
call " statemongers." In a subordinate position, 
liis meagre diligence and his frigid method 
might not have been without value; but the 
qualities that he possessed were misplaced ;.nor 
can any charao^r be conceived less invested 
with the happy properties of a leader. In the( 
conduct of public aSarirs, his disposition was 
exactly the reverse to that which is the charac* 
teristic of great men. He was peremptory in 
little questions, and great ones he left open. 

In the natural course* of events, in ISlSr there 
ought to have been a change of government, and 
another party in the state should have entered 
into office; but thewhigs, though they .counted 
in their ranks at that period an unusual number 



of men of great ability, snd formed, indeed,^ a 
compact and spirited oppositiim, were unable 
to contend against the new adj ustment of bo- 
rough influence which had occurred during the 
war, and under tbe protracted administration 
by which that war bad been conducted. New 
families had arisen on the tory side that almost 
rivalled old Newcastle himself in their elec^ 
tioneering management; and it was evident 
that unless some reconstruction of the House 
of Commons could be effected, the whig party 
could never obtain a permanent hold' of official 
power. Hence, from that period, thewhigs be- 
came Parliamentary Reformers. 

It was inevitable, therefore, that the to 
should be governed by the same partv/lndi 
pensable that the ministry should be j^novated^ 
by new brains and blood. Accordingly, a m 
diocrity, not without repugnance, was induced 
to withdraw, and the great name of Wellingtoifv 
supplied his place in council. The talents of/ 
the duke, as they were then understood, were 
not exactly of the kind most required by the 
cabinet, and his colleagues were most careful 
that he should not occupy too prominent a post; 
but still it was an impressive acquisition-,, andt 
imparted to the ministry a semblance of renown. 

There was an individual who had not long 
entered public life, but who had already filled 
considerable, though still subordinate, ofiices. 
Having acquired a certain experience of the 
duties of administration and distinction for his 
mode of fulfilling them, he had withdrawn from 
his public charge ; perhaps because he found it 
a barrier to the attainment of that parliamentary 
reputation for which he had already shown both 
a desire and a capacity ; perhaps, because being 
young and independent, he was not over anxious 
irremediably to identify his career with a 
school of politics of the infallibility of which his 
experience might have already made him a lit- 
tle sceptical. But he possessed the talents that 
were absolutely wanted, and the term* were at 
his own dictation. Another and a very dis- 
tinguished mediocrity who would not resign, 
was thrust out; and Mr. Peel became secretar)i 
of state. J!/ 

From this moment dates that intimate con- 
nection between the Duke of WeHingfion and the 
present first minister, which has exercised a 
considerable influence over the- career of indi- 
viduals and the course of affairs* It was the 
sympathetic result of superior mind^ placed 
among inferior intelligences^: awd was^ doubt- 
less, assisted by a then mutual eonvictron, that 
the difference of age, the circumstance of sitting 
in different houses, and the general contrast of 
their previous pursuits and accomplishments, 
rendered personal rivalry out of the question. 
From this moment, too, the domestic government 
of the country assumed' a new character, and 
one universally admitted' to have been dis- 
tinguished by a spirit of enlightened progress 
^nd comprehensive- amelioration. 

A short time afteir this, a third and most dis- 
tinguistfeed' mediocrity died ; and Canning, whon^ 
they had twice worried out of the cabinet, where . 
Aey had tolerated him> for some time in an ob- \ 
fcureand ambiguous position, was recalled just \ 
in time from his invpending banishment, installed | 
in the first post in the Lower House and intrusted / 
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V^th the seals of the Foreign Office. The Dake 
of Wellington had coveted them, nor could Lord 
Liverpool have been insensible to his grace's 
peculiar fitness for such duties; but strength 
was required in the House of Commons, where 
they had only one secretary of state, a young 
man already distinguished, yet untried as a leader 
and surrounded by colleagues notoriously inca- 
pable to assist him in debate. 

The accessicXL of Mr. Canning to the cabinet, 
in a position too of surpassing influence, soon 
led to a further weeding of the mediocrities, and 
among other introductions to the memorable en- 
trance of Mr. Huskisson. In this wise did tl^at 
cabinet, once notable only for the absence of all 
those qualities which authorize t)ie possession 
of power, come to be generally esteemed as a 
body bf men, who for parliamentary eloquence, 
official practice, political information, sagacity 
in council, and a due understauding of their 
epoch, were inferior to none that had directed 
the policy of the empire since the Revolution. 

If we survey the tenour of the policy of the 
Liverpool cabinet during the latter moiety of 
its continuance, we shall find its characteristic 
I to be a partial recurrence to those frank princi- 
' pies of government which Mr. Pitt had revived 
during the latter part of the last century, from 
precedents that had been pet us, either in prac- 
tice or in dogma, during its earlier period by 
statesman, who then not only bore the title, but 
i professed the opinions, of tories. Exclusive 
: principles in the constitution and restrictive 
[ principles in commerce have grown up together; 
and have really nothing in common with the an- 
cient character of our political settlement, or the 
, manners and customs of the English people. 
Confidence in the loyalty of the nation, testified 
by munificent grants of rights and franchises, 
and favour to an expansive system of traflic, 
were distinctive qualities of the English sove- 
reignty, until the House of Commons usurped 
the better portion of its prerogatives. A widen- 
ing of our electoral scheme, great facilities to 
commerce, and the rescue of our Romafi Catho- 
lic fellow-subjects from the Puritanic yoke, from 
fetters which have been fastened on them by 
English parliaments in spite of the protests and 
exertions of English sovereigns ; these were the 
three great elements and fundamental truths of 
the real Pitt system — a system founded on the 
traditions of our monarchy, and caught from the 
writings, the speeches, the councils, of those 
who, for the sake of these and analogous bene- 
\ fits, had ever been anxious that the sovereign of 
^£ngland should never be degraded into the po- 

(sitionofa Venetian doge. 
It is in the plunder of the church that we 
must seek for the primary cause of our political 
exclusion, and our commercial restraint. That 
iinhal lowed booty created a factitious aristocra- 
cy, ever fearful that they might be called upon 
4o re-gorge their sacrilegious spoi 1. To p reven t 
this they took refuge in political religionism, and 
paltering with the disturbed consciences or the 
pious fantasies of a portion of the people, they 
organized them into religious sects. These be- 
came the unconscious Praetorians 6f their ill- 
gotten domains. At the head of these religion- 
ists, they have continued ever since to govern, 
or powerfully to influence, this country. They 
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have in that time pulled down thrones and 
churches, changed djmasties, abrogated and re^ 
modelled parliaments; they have disfranchised 
Scotland, and confiscated Ireland. One may A 
admire the vigouir and consistency of the whig^ 
party, and recognize in their career that unity 
of purpose that can only spring from a great 
principle; but the whigs introduced sectarian 
religion, sectarian religion led to political exclu- 
sion, and political exclusion was soon accompa- 
nied by commercial restraint. 

It would be ^nciful to assume that th e_Liver- ..^^^^ 
pool cabinet, in their ameliorating career, wa? ^^ 
directed by any desire to recur to the primordial / 
ten ets of the tory party. That was not an epoch / h^ 
yr^Ati «»«T|t?gm^" Mi-<*H ty pi-»«ecure ine mvestTf^ 






gat ion of p»'in^?r^*^'' It was a period of happ^^ 
anct enlightened practice. A profounder policy 
is the offspring of a time likejhfi_present 



the original postulates of institutions are called 
in question. The Liverpool cabinet uncon- 
sciously approximated to these opinions, be- 
cause from careful experiment they were con- 
vinced of their beneficial tendency, and they 
thus bore an unintentional and impartial testi- 
mony to their truth. Like many men, who think 
they are inventorsi they were only reproducing 
ancient wisdom. 

But one must ever deplore that this ministr^ 
with all their talents and generous ardour, did' 
not advance to principles. It is always perilous j 
to adopt expediency as a guide ; but the choic^^ 
may be sometimes imperative. But these states- 
men took expediency for their director, when 
principle would have given them all that expe- 
diency insured, and much more. v 

This ministry, strong in the confidence of the\ 
sovereign, the Parliament, and the people, might, \ 
by the courageous promulgation of great histo- \ 
rical truths, have gradually formed a public opi- I 
nion, that would have permitted them to orga- I 
nize the tory party on a broad, a permanent and / 
national basis. They might have nobly effected/ 
a complete settlement of Ireland, which a shat- " 
tered section of this very cabinet was forced a 
few years after to do partially, and in an equi- 
vocating and equivocal manner. They migh 
have concluded a satisfactory reconstruction of 
the third estate, without producing that convul- 
sion with which from its violent fabrication our , 
social system still vibrates. Lastly, they mighK 
have adjusted the rights and properties of our \ 
national industries in a manner which would \ 
have prevented that fierce and fatal rivalry that I 
is now disturbing every hearth of the United J 
Kingdom. y 

We mav therefore visit on the laches of this 
ministry the introduction of that new principle 
and power into our constitution which ultimately 
may absorb all — Agitatiojt. This cabinet then\ 
with so much brilliancy on its surface, is \he\ 
real parent of the Roman Catholic association, / 
the political unions, the anti-corn law league, y 

There is no influence at the same time so 
powerful and so singular as that of individual 
character. It arises as often from the weakness 
of the character as from its strength. The dis- 
persion of this clever and^howy ministry is a 
fine illustration of this trutn. One morning the 
arch-mediocrity himself died. At the first blush, 
it would seem that little difficulty could be ex- 
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|>erieiiced in findibg his substitute. His long 
occupation of the ;posi, proved at any rate that 
the qaalificatiou was not excessive* But this 
cabinet, with its serene and blooming visage, 
had been all this time charged with fierce and 
emulous ambitions. They waited the signal, 
but they waited in grim repose". The death of 
the nominal leader, whose formal superiority, 
wounding no vanity and oSending no pride, $e> 
cured in their councils equality among the able, 
was the tocsin of their anarchy. There existed 
in this cabinet two men, who were resolved im- 
mediately to be prime ministers ; a third who 
was resolved eventually to be prime minister, 
but would, at any rate occupy no ministerial post, 
without the lead of a house of Pariiamerit; and a 
fourth, who felt himself capable of being prime 
minister, but despaired of the revolution which 
could alone make him one ; and who found an 
untimely end when that revolution had arrived. 

Had Mr. Secretary Canning remained leader 
of the House of Commons under the Buke of 
Wellington, all that he gained by the death of 
Lord Liverpool was a master. Had the Duke 
of Wellington become secretary of state under 
Mr. Canning, he would have materially ad- 
vanced his political position, not only by hold- 
ing the seals of a high department in which he 
was calculated to excel, but by becoming leader 
of the House of Lords. But his grace was in- 
duced by certain court intriguers to believe that 
the king would send for him, and he was also 
aware that Mr. Peel would no longer serve un- 
der any minister in the House of Commons. Un- 
der any circumstances it would have been im- 
possible to keep the Liverpool cabinet together. 
The struggle therefore between the Duke of Wiel- 
lin^ton and " my dear Mr. Canning," was inter- 
necine, and ended somewhat unexpectedly. 

And here we must' stop to do justice to our 
friend Mr. Rigby,whose conduct on this occasion 
was distinguished by a bustling dexterity which 
was quite charming. He had^ as we have before 
intimated, on the credit of some clever lam- 
poons written during the queen's trial, which 
were in fact the efi'usions of Lucian Gay, wrig- 
gled himself into a sort of occasional unworthy 
favour at the palace, where he was half butt 
and half buffoon. Here, during the interreg- 
num occasioned by the death, or rather inevita- 
ble retirement, of Lord Liverpool, Mr. Rigby 
contrived to scrape up a conviction that the 
duke was the winning horse, and in conse- 
quence there appeared a jseries of leading arti- 
cles in a notorious evening newspaper, in which 
it was, as Tadpole and Taper declared, most 
^ slashingly" shown, that the son of an actress 
could never be tolerated as the prime minister 
of England. Not content with this, and never 
doubting for a moment the authentic basis of 
his persuasion, Mr. Rigby. poured forth his 
coarse volubility on the subject at several of 
the new clubs which he was getting up in order 
to revenge himself for having been black-balled 
at Whites'. 

What with arrangements about Lord Mon- 
mouth's boroughs, and the lucky bottling of 
some claret which the duke had imported on 
Mr. Rigby's recommendation, this distinguished 
gentleman contrived to. pay almost hourly visits 
at Apsley House, and s% bullied Tadpole and 



Taper that they scarcely dared address him. 
About four and twenty bours^faefore the result, 
and when it was generally Apposed that the 
duke was in, Mr. Rigby, who had gone down to 
Windsor to ask his majesty the date of some 
obscure historical incident, which Rigby of 
course very well knew, found that audiences 
were impossible, that his majesty was agitated, 
and learned from an humble, but.secure autho- 
rity, that in spite of all his slashing articles and 
Lucian Gay's parodies- of the Irish melodies. 
Canning was to be prime minister. 

This would seem something of a predicament 
to common minds ; there are no such things as 
scrapes for gentlemen with Mr. Rigby's talents 
for action. He had indeed in the world the 
credit.of being an adept in machinations, and 
was supposed ever to be involved in profound 
and complicated contrivances. This was quite 
^ mistake. Thifre was nothing profound about 
Mr. Rigby; and his intellect was totally incapa- 
ble of devising or sustaining an intricate or con- 
tinuous scheme. He was indeed a man who 
neither felt nor thought; but who possessed in 
a very remarkable degree a restless instinct for 
adroit baseness. .On the present bccasion, he 
got into his carriage and drove at the utmost 
speed from Windsor tothe Foreign Ofiice. The 
secretary of state was engaged wheu he ar- 
rived; but Mr. Rigby would listen to no diffi- 
culties. He rushed up stairs, flung open the 
door, and with agitated countenance, and eyes 
suffused with teats, threw hifnself into the arms 
of the astonished Mr. Canning. 

"All is right," exclaimed the devoted Rigby, in 
broken tones; "I have convinced the king that 
the first minister must be in the House of Coni- 
mons. No one knows it but myself; but it is 
certain." 

We have seen that at an early period of his 
career, Mr. Peel withdrew from official life. 
His course had been one of unbroken pros- 
perity; the hero of the University had become 
the favourite of the House of Commons. His 
retreat, therefore, was Xot "^irompted by cha- 
grin. ' Nor need it to have been suggested by a 
calculating ambition, for the ordinary course of 
events was fast bearing to him all to which 
man could aspire. One might rather suppose, 
that he had already gained su^c^ent expe- 
rience, perhaps in his Irish secretaryship, to 
make him pause in that career of superficial 
success which education and custom had hi- 
therto chalked out for him, rather than the crea- 
tive energies of his own niind. A thoughtful 
intellect may have already detected elements in 
our social system which required a. finer obser- 
vation, and a more unbroken study, than the 
gyves and trammels of office would permit. 
He may have discovered that the representa- 
tion of the university, looked upon in those 
days as the blue ribbon of the House of Com- 
mons, was a sufficient fetter wi(!k>ut unneces- 
sarily adding to its restraint He may have 
wished to reserve himself for a happier occa- 
sion, and a more progressive period. He may 
have felt the strong necessity of arresting him- 
self in his rapid career of felicitous routine, to 
survey his position in calmness, and to compre- 
hend the stirring age that was approaching. 

For that hie could not but be conscious that 
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the edacation which he had consnmmated, how- 1 
erer ornate and refined, was not sufficient. That 
age of economif^l statesmanship which Lord 
sSelbnme had predicted in 1787, when he de- 
molished in the House of Lords Bishop Watson 
and the balance of trade ; which Mr. Pitt had 
comprehended, and for which he was preparing 
the nation when the French Revt>lntion diverted 
the public mind into a stronger and xifiore turbu- 
lent current, was again impending, while the 
.ioterrenifig history of the country had.been pro- 
lific in events which had aggravated die neces- 
sity of investigating the sources of the wealth of 
nations. The time badariived when parliament- 
aty pre-eminence could no loiter foe achieved 
or maintained by gorgeous abstractions bor- 
rowed from Burke, shallow syjstems purloined 
from De Lo] me, adorned with Horatian points, or 
' varied with Yirgilian passages. It was to be an 
age of abstruse disquisitioti that required a com-, 
pact and sinewy intellect, Nurtured in a *class of 
JeaTning not yet honoured in Colleges, and which; 
might arrive at conclusions conflicting with pre- 
dominant prejudices. ■■ -^^ 
^ Adopting this view of the position of Mr. Peel, 
strengthened as it is by. his early withdrawal for 
awhile from the direction of the pubiic affairs, 
it may not only be a charitable, but a true esti- 
^mate of the motives which influenced him in 
his conduct towards Mr. Canning, to conclude 
that he was not guided in that transaction by 
the disingenuous rivalry usually imputed to him. 
His statement in Parliament ot the determining 
circumstances of his conduct, coupled with his 
subsequent and almost immediate policy, may 
perhaps always leave this a painful atd ambi- 
gaous passage iniiis career; but in passing judg- 
ment on public men, it behoves us ever to take 
hrge and extended views of tiieit conduct; and 
previous incidents will often satisfactorily ex- 
plain subsequent events, which, without their 
illustrating aid, are involved in misapprehen- 
sion or mystery. 

^t would seem, therefore, that Sir Robert Peel 
rom an early period meditated his emancipa- 
tion from the political confederacy in which he 
▼as implicated, and that he has been continn- 
Uy baffled in this project. He broke loose from 
'Ord Liverpool; he retired from Mr. Canning. 
Forced again into becoming the subordinate 
leader of tfa^ weakest government in parliament- 
ary annals, he believed he had at length achieved 
his emancipation, when he declared to his late 
colleagues after the overthrow of 1880, that he 
would never again accept a secondary position 
/Th office. But the Duke of Wellington was too 
I old a tactician to lose so valuable an ally. So 
I his grace, declared after the reform' bill was 
\ passed, as its inevitable result, that thenceforth 
\ the prime minister must be a member of the 
/House of Commons, and this aphorism, cited as 
\ usual by Ae duke's parasites as demonstration 
/ of his supreme sagacity, was a graceful mode 
^ of resigning the pre-eminence which had been 
J productive of such great party disasters. It is 
» remarkable that the party who devised and 
' passed the reform bill, and who governed tne 
V nation in consequence for ten years, never once 
."ad their prime minister in the House of Com- 
mons; but Uiat does not signify; the duke's 
^'^■^axim is still quoted as an eraele almost equal 



in prescience to his famous query. How the 
king's government was to be carried on ? a 
question to which his grace by this time has 
Contrived to give a tolerably practical answer. 
Sir Robert Peel, who had escaped from Lord 
Liverpool, escaped from Mr. Canning, escaped 
even from the Duke of Wellington in 1832; 
was at length caught in 1834; the victim of 
ceaseless intriguers, who neither comprehended 
his position nor that of their country. 



CHAPTER IL 

JBC4l2SAttHI ^^^ ^^^ ^^ those Palladian 
palaces, vast and ornate, such as the genius of 
Kent and Campbell delighted in at the begin- 
ning of thp 18th century. Placed on a noble 
elevation, 3ret screened from the northern blast, 
its sumptuous front connected with its far* 
spreading wings by Corinthian colonnades, — 
was the boast and pride of the midland coun- 
ties. The surrounding gardens, equalling in 
extent the size of ordinary parks, were orowded 
with temples dedicated to abstract virtues and 
to departed friends. Occasionally Si triumphal 
ai*ch celebrated a general whom the family stUl 
esteemed a hero; and sometimes a votive co- 
lumn commemorated the great statesman who 
had advanced the family a step in the peerage. 
Beyond the limits of this pleasancethe hart and 
hind wandered in a wilderness abounding in 
ftmy coverts and green and stately trees. 

The noble proprietor of this demesne had 
many of the virtues of his class : few of their 
failings. He had that public spirit which be- 
came his station. He was not one of those 
who avoided the exertions and the sacrifices, 
which should be inseparable from high position, 
by the hollow pretext of a taste for privacy, and 
a devotion to domestic joys. He was munificent, 
tender and bounteous to the poor, and loved a 
flowing hospitality. A kj^en sportsman, he was 
not untihctured by letters, and had, indeed, a 
cultivated taste for the fine arts. Though an 
ardent politician, he was tolerant to adverse 
opinions, and full of amenity to his opponents. 
A firm supporter of the com laws, he never 
refused a lease. Notwithstanding there ran 
through his whole demeanour and the habit of 
bis mind, a vein of native simplicity that was 
full of charm, his manner was finished. He 
never oflTended any one's self-love. His good 
breeding, indeed, sprang from the only sure 
source of geptle manners — a kind heart. To 
have pained others would have pained himself. 
Perhaps too this noble sympathy may have been 
in some degree prompted by the ancient blood 
in his veins, an accident of lineage rather rare 
with the English nobility. One could hardly 
praise him for the strong affections that bound 
him to his hearth, for fortune had given him the 
most pleasing family in the world; but, above 
all, a peerless wife. 

The duchess was one of those women who 
are the delight of existence. She was sprung 
from a bouse not inferior to that with which 
she had blended, and was gifted with that rare 
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beauty \7hich time erer spares, so that she 
seemed now only the elder sister of her own 
beautiful daughters. She too was distinguished 
by that perfect good breeding which is the result 
of nature and not of education : for it ,may be 
found in a cottage, and may be missed in a 
I palace. 'Tis a genial regard for the feelings of 
: others that springs from an absence of selfish- 
( ness. The duchess, indeed, was in every sense 
a fine lady; her manners were refined and full 
of dignity; but nothing in the world could have 
induced her to appear bored when another was 
addressing or attempting to amuse her. She 
was not one of those vulgar fine ladies, who 
meet you one day with a vacant stare as if un- 
conscious of your existence, and address you 
on another in a tone of impertinent familiarity. 
Her temper, indeed, was somewh^it^^ick, which 
made this consideration for the feefings of others 
still more admirable, for it was the result of a 
strict moral discipline acting on a good heart. 
Although the best of wives and mothers, she 
had some charity for her neighbours. Needing 
herself no indulgence, she could be indulgent; 
and would by no means favour that straight- 
laced morality that would constrain the innocent 
play of the social body. She was accomplished, 
well read, and had a lively fancy. Add to this 
that sunbeam of a happy home, a gay and 
cheerful spirit in its mistress, and one might 
form some faint idea of this gracious personage. 
The eldest son of this house was now on the 
. Continent; of his two younger brothers, one was 
with his regiment, and the other was Conings- 
by's friend at Eton, our Henry Sydney. The 
two eldest daughters had just married, on the 
same day, and at the ss^me altar ; and the re- 
maining one, Theresa, was still a child. 

The duke had occupied a chief post in the 
household under the late administration, and 
his present guests chiefly consisted of his former 
colleagues in office. There were several mem- 
bers of the late cabinet, several members of his 
grace's late boroughs, looking very much like 
martyrs, full of suffering and of hope. Mr. 
Tadpole and Mr. Taper were also there; they 
too nad lost tbeir seats since 1833; but being 
men of business, and accustomed from early 
life to look about them, they had already com- 
menced the combinations which on a future 
occasion were to bear them back to the assem- 
bly where they were so missed. 
C Taper had his eye on a small constituency 
which had escaped the fatal schedules, and 
where he had what they called a " connection ;" 
that is to say, a section of the suffrages who 
had a lively remembrance of treasury favours 
once bestowed by Mr. Taper, and who had not 
been as liberally dealt with by the existing 
powers. This connection of Taper was in time 
to leaven the whole mass of the constituent 
' body, and make it rise in full rebellion against 
its present liberal representative^ who, being 
one of a majority of three hundred, could get 
nothing when he called at Whitehall, or Down- 
ing Street. 

CTadpole, on the contrary, who was of a larger 
grasp of mind than Taper, with more of imagi- 
nation and device, but not so safe a man, was 
coquetting with a manufacturing town and a 
large constituency, where he was to succeed 



by the aid of the Wesleyans, of whic. Jpn 
body Tadpole had suddenly become a moJwi^fo 
vent admlrer#^ The great Mjgpligby, too, wi^i 
guest, out or Parliament, nor caring to be ia; 
but hearing that his friends had some hopes, 
he thought he would just come down to dash 
them. 

The political grapes were sour for Mr. ftigby; 
a prophet of evil, he preached only mortification 
and repentance and despair to his late col- 
leagues. It was the only satisfaction left Mr. 
Bigby, except assuring the duke that the finest 
pictures in his gallery were copies, and recom- 
mending him to pull down Beaumanoir, and 
rebuild it on a design with which Mr. Rigby 
would furnish him. 

The battue and the banquet were over; the 
ladies had withdrawn; and the butler placed a 
fresh bottle of claret on the table. 

" And you really think you could give us a 
majority. Tadpole 1" said the duke. 

Mr. Tadpole, with some ceremony, took a 
memorandum-book out of his pocket, amid the 
smiles and faint well-bred merriment of his 
friends. i 

^ Tadpole is nothing without his book,'' whis- 
pered Lord Fitz-Booby. 

" It is here," said Mr. Tadpole, emphatically 
patting his volume, ** a clear working majority 
of twenty-two." 

" Near sailing, that !" cried the duke. 

" A far better majority than tiie present go- 
vernment have," said Mr. Tadpole. 

"There is nothing Uke a good small majo- 
rity," said Mr. Taper, " and a good registratioa.** 

**Ay! register, register, register!" said the 
duke. " Those were immortal words." 

** I can tell your grace three far better ones," 
said Mr. Tadpole with a self-complacent air. 
** Object, object, object!" 

**You may register, and you may object,** 
said Mr. Rigby, " but you will never get rid of 
schedule A and schedule B." 

''But who could have supposed two years 
ago that affairs would be in their present posi- 
tion," said Mr. Taper deferentially. 

" I foretold it," said Mr. Rigby. ** Every one 
knows that no government now can last twelve 
months." 

" We may make fresh boroughs," said Taper. 
" We have reduced Shabby ton at the last regis- 
tration under three hundred." 

" And the Wesleyans !" said Tadpole. •* We 
never counted on the Wesleyans !" 

** I am told those Wesleyans are really a very 
respectable body," said Lord Fitz-Booby. " I 
believe there is no very material difference be- 
tween their tenets and those of the Establish- 
ment I never heard of them much till lately* 
We have too long confounded them with the 
mass of the Dissenters, but their conduct at 
several of the latter elections proves that they 
are far from being Unreasonable and disloyal 
individuals. When we come in, something 
should be done for the Wesleyans, eh, Rigby 1" 

" All that your lordship can do for the Wes- 
leyans is what they wiU very shortly do for 
themselves — appropriate a portion of the church 
revenues to their own use." 

" Nay, nay," said Mr. Tadpole with a chuckle, 
" I don't think we shall find the church attacked 
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«gam in a harry. I only wish they would try ! 
A good church cry before a registration," he 
continued rubhl^g his hands; ''eh, my lord, I 
think that would do.'' 

** But how are we to turn them outi" said the 
4uk€. 

** Ah !'' said Mr. Taper, " that is a great ques- 
tion." 

** What do you .think of a repeal of <he malt 
tax ?" said Lord Fitz-Booby. ** They have been 
trying it on in — shire, and I am told it goes 
down very well." 

" No repeal of any tax," said Taper, sincerely 
shocked and shaking his head; **and the malt 
tax of all others. I am all against that." 

** It is a very good cry thottgh, if there be no 
other," said Tadpole. 

*'I am all for a religious cry," said Taper. 
" It means nothing, and if successful, does not 
interfere with business when we are in." 

** You will have religious cries enough in a 
short time," said Mr. Rigby, rather wearied of 
aay one speaking but himself, and thereat he 
commenced a discourse, which was, in fact, one 
of his " slashing" articles in petto on church 
reform, and which abounded in parallels be- 
tween the present affairs and those of the reign 
of Charles I. Tadpole, who did not pretend to 
know any thing but the state of the registra- 
tion, and Taper, whose political reading was 
coniined to an intimate acquaintance with the 
Bed Book and Beatson's Political Index, which 
he could repeat backwards, were silenced. The 
duke, who was well instructed and liked to be 
talked to, sipped his claret and was rather 
amused by Rigby's lecture, particularly by one 
or two statements characterized by Rtgby's 
happy audacity, but which the duke was too 
indolent to question. Lord Fitz-Booby listened 
with his mouth open, but rather bored. At 
length when there was a momentary pause he 
said: 

''In my time, the regular thing was to move 
an amendment on the address." 

** Quite out of the question," exclaimed Tad- 
pole with a scoff. 

** Entirely given up," said Taper with a sneer. 

** If you wiil drink no more claret, we will go 
and hear some music," said the duke. 
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CHAPTER nL 



A BRBAKVA8T at Beaumaoolr was a meal of 
some ceremony. Every guest was expected to 
attend, and at a somewhat early hour. Their 
host and hostess set them the example of punc- 
tuality. Tis an old form rigidly adhered to in 
some great houses, but it must be confessed 
does not contrast very agreeably with the easier 
arrangements of establishments of less preten- 
sion and of more modern order. 

The morning after the dinner to which we 
have been recently introduce4, there was one 
individual absent from the breakfast table whose 
Bon-appearance could scarcely be passed over 
without notice ; and several inquired with some 
anxiety, whether their host were indisposed. 



*'The duke has received some letters from 
London which detain him," replied the duchess. 
" He will join us."' 

" Your grace will be glad to hear that your 
son Henry is very well," said Mr. Rigby; "I 
heard of him this morning. Harry Coningsby 
enclosed me a letter for his grandfather, and 
tells me that he and Henry Sydney had just had 
a capital run with the king's hounds." 

"It is three years since we have seen Mr. 
Coningsby," said the duchess. ** Once he was 
often here. He was a great favourite of mine. 
I hardly ever knew a mofe interesting boy." 

" Yes, I have done a great deal for him," said 
Mr. Rigby. " Lord Monmouth is fond of him 
and wishes that he should make a figure ; but 
how any one is to distinguish himself now, I 
really am at a loss to comprehend." 

"But are affairs so very bad?" said the 
duchess, smiling. "I thought that we were all 
regaining our good sense and good temper." 

" I believe all the good sense tmd all the good 
temper in England are concentrated in your 
grace," said Mr. Rigby very gallantly. 

" I should be sorry to be such a monopolist. 
But Lord Fitz-Booby was giving me last night 
quite a glowing report of Mr. Tadpole's pros- 
pects for the nation. We were all to have our 
own again ; and Percy to carry the county." 

" My dear madam, before twelve months are 
past there will not be a county in England. 
Why shouki there bel If boroughs are to be 
disfranchised, why should not counties be de- 
stroyed!" ' . . ^ 

At this moment the duke entered, apparently 
agitated. He bowed to his guests and apologized 
for his unusual absence. "The truth is," he 
continued, " I have just received a very import- 
ant despatch. An event has occurred which 
may materially affect affairs.- Lord Spencer is 
dead." 

A thunderbolt in a summer sky, as Sir Wil- 
liam Temple says, could not have nroduced a 
greater sensation. The business or the repast 
ceased in a moment The knives and forks 
were suddenly silent. All was still. 

" It is an immense event," said Tadpole. 

" I don't see my way," said Taper. 

" When did he diel" said Lord Fitz-Booby. 

"I don't believe it," said Mr. Rigby. 

" They have got their man ready," said Tad- 
pole. 

" It is impossible to say what will happen," 
said Taper. 

« Now is the time for an amendment on the 
address," said Fitz-Booby. 

^ There are two reasons which convince me 
that Lord Spencer is not dead," said Mr. Rigby. 

" I fear there *is no doubt of it," said the duke, 
shaking his head. 

" Lord Althorp was the only man who could 
keep them together," said Lord Fitz-Booby. 

"On the contrary," said Tadpole. "If I be 
right in my man, and I have no doubt of it, you 
will have a radical programme, and they wiil be 
stronger than ever." 

^ Do you think they can get the steam up 
againi" said Taper, musingly. # 

"They will bid high," replied ^Tadpole. 
" Nothing could be more unfortunate than this 
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death. Things were going on so vttW and' so 
quietly! The Wesleyans almost with us !" 

" And Shabbjrton, too !" mournfully exclaimed 
Taper. ** Another registration and quiet times, 
and I could have reduced the constituency to 
two hundred and fifty." 

"If Lord Spencer had died on the lOth," 
said Rigby,"it must have been known to Henry 
Rivers. And I have a letter from Henry Rivers 
by this post Now, Althorp is in Northamp- 
tonshire, mark that, and Northamptonshire is a 
county *' 

''My dear Rigby," said the dtike, "pardon 
me for interrupting you. Unhappily, thei-e is 
no doabt Lord Spencer ifi dead, for I am one of 
his executors/' 

This announcement silenced even Mr. Rig- 
by, and the conversation now entirely merged 
in speculations on what would occur. Nume- 
rous were the conjectures hazarded, but the 
prevailing impression was, that this unfore- 
seen event m%ht embarrass those secret ex- 
pectations of court succour in which a certain 
section of the party had for some time reiason 
to indulge. 

From the moment, however, of ihe announce- 
ment of Lord Spencer's death, a change might 
be visibly observed in the tone of the party at 
Beaumanoir. They became silent, moody, and 
restless. There seemed a general, though not 
avowed, conviction that a crisis of some kind 
or other was at hand. The post, too, brought 
letters every day from town teeming with fan- 
^fnl speculations, and occasionally mysterious 
hopes. 

" I kept this cover for Peel," said the duke, 
pensively, as he loaded his gun on the morning 
of the 14th. "Do you know, I was always 
against his going to Romel" 

** It is very odcl," said Tadpole, ** but I was 
thinking of the very same thing." 

" It will be fifteen years before England will 
see a tory government," said Mr. Rigby, draw- 
ing his ramrod, " and then it will only last five 
months." 

"Melbourne, Althorp, and Durham — all in 
the Lords," said Taper. " Three leaders t They 
must quarrel." 

** If Durham come in, mark me, he will dis- 
solve on Honisehold Suffrage and the Ballot," 
said Tadpole. 

" Not near as good a cry as Church," re|^ied 
'Taner 

« With the MaltTax,*' said Tadpole. "Church 
will not do against Household Sutlrage and Bal- 
lot without the Malt Tax." 

"Malt Tax is madness," said Taper. "A 
good farmer's friend cry without Malt Tax, 
would work just as well." 

"Thev will never dissolve," said the duke» 
" They are so strong." 

"They cannot go on with three hundred mar 
jority," said Taper. " Forty is as much as can 
be managed with open constituencies." 

"If he had only gone to Paris instead of 
Rome!" said the duke. 

"Yes," said Mr. Rigby, "I could have written 
to him (hen by every post, and undeceived him 
as to his position." 

"After all, he is the only man," said the 
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duke ; ** and I r^lly believe ihe country Amks 
so." 

"Pray, what is the country!" inquired Mr. 
Rigby. " The country is nothing; it is the con- 
stituency you have to deal with." 

" And to manage them you must have a good 
cry," said Taper. "All now depends upon a 
good cry." 

" So much for the science of politics," said 
the duke, bringing down a pheasant. "How 
Peel would have enjoyed this cover!" 

" He will have plenty of time for snort 
his life," said Mr. Rigby. P - ^^-^ ^ ^ 

On the evening of the 15tb of November, a^ 
despatch arrived at Beaumanoir, informing his 
grace that the king had dismissed the whig^ 
ministry, and sent for the Duke of Wellingtoi 
Thu£; the first agitating suspense was over ; to 
be succeeded however by expectation still more 
anxious. It was remarkable that every indi- 
vidual suddenly found that he had particular 
business in London which could not be ne- 
glected* The duke very properly pleaded his 
executorial duties ; but begged his guests on no 
account to be disturbed by his inevitable ab- 
sence. Lord Fitz-Booby had just received a 
letter from' his daughter who was extremely in- 
disposed at Brighton, and he was. most anxious 
to reach her. Tadpole had to receive deputa- 
tions from Wesleyans, and well-registered bo- 
roughs anxious to receive well-principled can- 
didates. Taper was off to get the first job at 
the contingent treasury, in faronr of the borough 
of Shabbyton. Mr. Rigby alone was silent ; but 
he quietly ordered a post-chaise at daybreak, 
and long before his fellow guests were roused 
from their slumbers, he was half-way to Lon- 
don, ready to give advice either at the Pavilicm 
or Apsley House. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Altsovob it is far from improbable that, hacK. 
Sir Robert Peel been in England in the autumn 1 
of t834, the whig government would not have / 
been dismissed ; nevertheless, whatever may be / 
now the opinion of the policy of that measur^^ 
whether it be looked on as a premature move- 
ment which necessarily led to the compact re- 
organization of the liberal party, or as a great 
stroke of state, which, by securing at all events 
a dissolution of the Parliament of 1832, restored 
the healthy balance of parties in the legislature; 
questions into which we do not now wish to 
enter; it must be generally admitted, that the 
conduct of every individual eminently concern- 
ed in that great historical transaction was cha- 
racterized by the rarest and most admirable 
quality of public life — ^^ moral courage. The 
sovereign who dismissed a ministry apparently 
supported by an overwhelming majority in the 
Parliament and the nation, and called to his 
councils the absent chief of a parliamentary 
section, scarcely numbering at that moment one 
hundred and forty individuals, and of a party in 
the country supposed to be utterly discomfited, 
by a recent revolution ; Uie two ministers wImI 
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affairs of the kingdom in the teeth of aa ea- 
raged aiMl qns«irap«lo«a opposittetAi and per- 
haps ttiaiaseJvejS no^ sustained by a profoiiiMl' 
eonvicticm, that the arrival of their ezpoeted 
leader would convert their provisionaV into a 
permanent position { above all, the aitateMtan 
'Who accepted the great charge at a time and 
under circanistances which marned probabij 
tke deep projeots of bis own pnscieat sagaeity 
4ind maturing ambition; were ail m^n giged 
with high ^irit of enterprise, and animated by 
Ihat active fortitude which is the soul of trte 
governments. 

It was a lively seaFon, that winter of 1884!' 
Vrhat hopes, what feai^, and what bets! Fn>m 
the day on which Mr. Hudson was to arrive at 
Kome to the election of the speaker, not a con- 
lingency that was not ^e subject of a wag«*f 
TImr people sprang up lik^ mushrooms ) town 
suddenly became full. Every body who had 
|»een in office, and evsry body who wished Co 
lie in office ; every body who had ever had any 
thing, and evefy body who ever expected to have 
any thing; were alike visible. All of course by 
mere^sceideat; one might meet the same men 
regularly every day for a avmth, who were only 
passing through town. 

Now was the time fcnr men to come forward 
who had never despaii^ of their country.^— 
True, they had voted lor the reform bill, but that 
was to prevent a revoiutton. And now they 
were quite ready to vote against the reform bill, 
but diis was to prevent a dissolution. These 
are the true patriots whose coafi<tonce in the 
good sense of their isouutrymen and in their 
own selfishness is about equal. In the mean 
time, the hundred and forty threw a grim glance 
on the numerous waitere on Providence, and 
amiable trimmers, who aSectionateiy inquired 
every day when news might be expected of Sir 
Robert. Though too weak to form a govern* 
ment, and having contributed in no wise by their 
exertions to the fall of the late, the cohort of 
parliamentary tories felt all the alarm of men, 
who have accidentally stumbled on some trea- 
sure-trove, on the suspicious sympathy of their 
liew allies. But after all, who were to form the 
government, and what was the government to 
bel Was it to |^e a tory government, or an 
enlightened-spirit of the age, iiberal-moderate- 
reform government; was it to be a government 
stf high philosophy or of low practice : of prin- 
ciple or of expediency; of great measures or of 
littie meni A government of statesmen, or of 
clerks 1 Of humbug or of humdrum 1 Great 
questions these, bat unfortunately there was 
nobody to answer them* They thed the duke ; 
but nothiug could be pumped out of him. All 
that he knew, which he told in his curt husky 
^Bdanner was, that he had to carry on the king's 
governmenu As for his solitary colleague, he 
listened and smiled, and then in his musical 
voice asked them questions in return, which is 
the best possible mode of avoiding awkward 
inquiries. It was very unfair this; for no one 
knew what tone to take; whether they should go 
4own to their public dinners and denounce the 
Jlteform act, or praise it ; whether the church was 
#to be re^modelled or only admonished; whether 
X^ireland was to be oonqtiered or conciliated* 
8 



t ^fjrm'ivx't gb ori'fltodi ldli#nr,'? Wfl Twpm 
teradpoloi^as they reviewed together their elee4 
tioneeriBg correspondence on the 1st vf Decem- 
ber; «* we have no cry." 

** He is half-way by this time," said Tadpole; 
''send an extract from a private letter to the 
Standard; doled Augsburg, and say he, will be 
here in four days." 

At last he came; the great iban in a great 
position, sammcwed from Rome to govern Eng- 
land. The very day that he arrived, he had his 
audience with. the king. 

It was two days aAer tbts audtenee; the 
town, though November, in a smte of great ex- 
citemenu vdubs crowded, not only mornii^g. 
rooms, but balls and staircases swarming wiUi 
member^ eager to give and to receive rumours 
equally vain ; streets lined with cabs and oha* 
riots, grooms and horses; it was two days after 
this audience that Mr. Ormsbv, eelebrated for 
his political dinners, gave one to. a very nume* 
rous party. Indeed, his saloons to-day, daring 
the balf'hour of gathering which precedes din- 
ner, ofiered in the various groups, Uie anxious 
countenances, , the inquiring voices, and the 
mysterious whispers, rather (he character of 
an exchange or bourse than the tone of a 
festii^e society*' 

Here might be mariced a murmuring knot of 
gray-headed privy-counsellors who had held fat 
offices under Percival and Liverpool, and who 
lodked back to the reform act as to a hideous 
dream ; there some middle-aged aspirants might 
be observed who had lost their seats in the con- 
vulsion, but who flattered themselves they had 
doile something ibr the party in the interval by 
spending nothing except their breath in fighting 
iwpeless boroughs, and occasionally publishing 
a pamphlet, which really produced less efifbot 
than chalking the walls. Light as air, and 
proud as a young peacock, tripped on his toes 
a young tory, who had contrived to keep his 
seat in a Parliament where he had done no- 
thing, but who thought an under secretaryship 
was now secure, particularly as he was the son ' 
of a noble lord who had also in a public capa- 
city plundered and blundered in the good old 
time. The true political adventurer, who with 
dull desperation had stuck at nothing, had never 
neglected a treasury note, had been present at 
every division, never spoke when he was asked 
to be silent, and was always ready on any sub- 
ject when they. wanted him to open his mouth; 
who had treated his leaders with servility even 
behind their backs, and was happy for the day 
if a future secretary of the treasury bowed to 
him; who had not only discountenanced dis- 
content in the party, but had regularly reported 
in strict confidence every instance of insubordi- 
nation which came to his knowledge; might 
there too be detected under all the agonies of 
the crisis; just beginning to feel the dread mis- 
giving, whether being a slave and a sneak were 
sufficient qualifications for o^e, without family 
Or connection* Poor fellow ! half the industry 
he had wasted on his cheerless craA might hare 
made his fortuiie in some decent trade ! 

In dazzling contrast with these throes of lox^ 
ambition, were some brilliant personages who 
had just scampered up from Melton, Slinking 
it probable that Sir Robert might want some 
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noTtfl lordi t>f thfe bed^lmmbef.' Whatever 
may hare been their private fears or feelings, 
ail however seemed smiling and signifieaat; as 
if they knew something if they chose to tell it, 
'and thslt something very moch to their own 
satisfaction. The only grav^ coantenance that 
was occasionally ushered into the room be- 
longed to some individaal whose destiny was 
not in doubt, and who was already practising 
the ofllcial air that was in future to repress the 
famiUarity of his former feNow-strugglers. 
' X *" Do you hear any thing V said a great noble, 
/ who wanted som^^ng in the general scramble,/ 
' but what be knew not; only he had a vague 
feeling he ought to - have something, having 
made such great sacrifices. 

** There is a report that Clifibrd is to be secre- 
tary to the Board of Control," said Mr. Earwig, 
whose whole soul was in this subaltern arrange- 
ment, of which the minister of course had not 
even thought; .^but I cannot trace it to any 
tautbOTity." 

** I wonder who will be their master of the 
horse," said the great noble, loving gossip 
though he despised the gossiper. 

** Clifford has don^ nothing for the party," 
aaidiMr, Sarwig. 

** I dare say Rambrooke will have the buck- 
tionnd^," said the great noble musingly. 

** Your lordship has not heard Clifford's name 
mentionedl" continued Mn Barwig. 

**I should think they had not. come to that 
sort of thing," said the great noble with, ill-dis- 
guised contempt. ''The first thing, atler the 
cabinet is formed, is the household: the things 
you talk of are done last," and he turned upon 
his heel, and met the imperturbable counte- 
«aace and clear sarcastic eye of Lord £skdale. 

"You bare not heard any thing 1" ask^d the 
great noble of his brother patrician. 

*< Yes, a great deal since I have been in this 
roomi but unfortunately it is all untrue." 

** There is a report that Rambrooke is to have 
the )»uck-hounds ; but I cannot traee it to any 
' authori^." ^ 

^ Pooh I" said Lofd Eskdale. 

"I don't see that Rambrooke should' have 
the buck-hounds aoy more than any body else. 
^ What sacrifices has he" madel" 

*' Past sacrifices are nothing," said Lord Esk- 
dale« "Present sacrifices are ti»e thing we 
want:— men who will sacrifice their- principles, 
and join us." 

"You have not heard Rambrooke's name 
mentioned 1" » 

" When a minister has no cabinet, and only 
one hundred and forty supporters in the House 
of Commons, he has something else to think of 
than places at court," said Lord Eskdale, as he 
slowlyhurned away to ask Luoian Gay, whether 
it were true that Jenny Colon was coming over. 

Shortly after this, Henry Sydney^ father, who 
dined with Mr. Or ms by, drew Lord Eskdafe into 
a window and said in an under tone : 

"So there is to be a kind of programme: 
something is to be written." 

"Well, we want a «ue, «aid Lord Eskdale. 
^ I heard of this last night: Rigby has written 
something.^' 

The duke shook his head. 

..''No; Peel means to do it himselfl" 



Bat at this moment Mn t)rmsby begged his < 
grac^ to lead them to dinner. 

** Something is to be written." It is carious 
to recall the vague terms in which the first pro- 
jection of documents,' that are to exercise a vast 
influence on the coarse of afiTairs or the minds 
of nations, is oAen mentioned. This "some- 
thing to be written" was written ; and speedily; 
and has ever since been talked of. v 

We believe we may venture to assume thatV 
at no period daring the movenients of 1834-5, A 
did Sir Robert Peel^ver beHeve in the success j 
of his administration^ Its mere failure eoiMy 
occasion him little dfi^satisfaction ; he was com-^ 
pen sated for it by the noble opportunity afR)rded 
to him for the display of those great qualities, 
bpth> moral- and intellectual, which the swad- 
dling-clothes of a routine prosperity had kfag 
repressed, but of which his opposition to the 
refortn bili had given to the nation a very sig- 
nificant intimation. The brief administration 
elevated him in public opinion^ and evenin the 
eye of Europe; and it is probable that a much 
longer term of power would not have contrl- 
buted more to his fame. 

The probable effect of the pii?matare effort of 
his party on his fotwe position as a minister 
was, however, far from being as satisfactory. 
At ^e lowest ebb of his political fortunes, it 
cannot be doubted that Sir Robert Peel looked 
forward, perhaps, ihrottigh the vista of many 
years, to a period when the national mrnd ar- 
rived by refiectton and experience at certain 
conclusions, would seek in him a powerfnl ex- 
positor of its conviotions. His time of life per- 
mitted him to be tranquil in adversity, and to 
profit by its salutary uses. He would then have 
aoeeded to power as the representative of a 
creeds instead of being the leader of a confede- 
racy, and he would have been supported by 
earnest and enduring enthusiasm, instead of by 
that churlish sufferance which is the result of 
a supposed balance of advantages in his favour. 
This is the consequence of the tactics of those 
short-sighted intriguers, who persisted in look- 
ing upon a revolution as a mere party struggle;^ 
and would not permit the mind of the nation to 
work through the inevitable phases that awaited 
it In 1884, England, though frightened at the 
reality of reform, siill adhered to its phases; 
it was inclined, as practical England, to main- 
tain existing institutions; but, as theoretical 
England, it was suspicious that they were inde- 
fensible. 

No one had arisen either in Parliament, or 
the Universities, or the press, to lead the public 
mind to the investigation of principles: and not 
to mistake, in their reformations, ttie corruption 
of practice for fundamental ideas. It was this pei^ 
plexed, ill-informed, jaded, shallow generation, 
repeating cries which they did not comprehend, 
and wearied with the endless ebullitions of their 
own barren conceit, that Sir Robert Peel was 
summoned to govern. It was from such mate- 
rials, ample in quantity, but in all spiritaal 
qualities most deficient; with great numbers, 
largely acred, consoled up to their chins, but 
without knowledge, genius, thought, truth, oi 
faith, that Sir Robert Peel was to form n "great 
conservative party on a comprehensive basis." 
That he did this like a dexterous politieian, who 



' eim deny t Wk^dietr he rcsUsed ^ose preseieiit 
▼lews of a great etatessian in which he had 
doubtless indulged, and ia whieh, though still 
clogged by the leadership of 1834, he may yet 
&nd &me for himself, and ^aivation for his 
country, is altogether another question. His 
diffiecrit attempt was expressed in -an address to 
his constituents, which now ranks among sta^e 
[papers. We shall attem^tbmgjLio-^ciauid^ifi' 
[ with th e imprrtiality'qftheTu ^ 

A ■ / 



CHAPTER V. 
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pfogretes ; htving' nQeifted 'ifll resp^dt for a!nti. 
qoity, it offers no fedress for the present, an4 
makes no preparation £mf ^e future. It is ob- 
vious that for a time; tttt4^r fai.YQgrab]e circnm- 
fltaoees, such a co»Mecairon might succeed; 
but i t is eq aally clear^jhatm-tlie arrival of one 
of those cnl leal uollJUnctures that will periodi- 
cally occur in all states, &nd which such an iin- 
impassioned system is even calculated Ulti- 
mately to create, all power of resistance will be 
wanting; the barren curse of political infidelity 
will paralyze all action ; and the conservative 
conatitution will be discovered to b^ a Caput 
Mortuum. 
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tenim to cp,u^t»,M;t.a tfflrty.mthfliU iM:iACJfUjea^ 

ife ba sis therefore was necessaril;jr^ lat^^jliftj^ 



an epoch of poUtical.perplexi^ and social 

alarm, the confederation was convenient, and 

was calculated by aggregation to encourage the 

timid and confused. But when the perturbation 

was a little subsided^ aad^nen began to inquire 

why they were banded together, the difficulty of 

defining their purpose proved that the league, 

however respectable, was not a party. The 

leaders indeed might profit by their eminent 

position to obtain pewer for their individual 

• gratification^ but it was impossible to secure 

'&eir followers that which, after all> most be the 

ifHreat recompense of a political party, the put- 

- ting in practice of their opihions ; for they bad 

iiene< 

^ere was indeed a considerable shonting 
ftb<Htt what they called conservative principles; 
but the awkward question naturally arose, what 
1 will yon ceasefire ? The preregativea of the 
crown, provided they are not exercised ; the in- 
dependence of the House of liords, provided it 
is not asserted ; the ecclesiastical estate, pro- 
vided it ie regulated by a commission of laymen, 
.Bvery thing in short that is established, as long 

it is a phrase and not a fact.. 

In the mean time, while forms and phrases 
' M*e religiously cherished in order to | make the 
semblance of a creed, the rule of practice is to 
■; bend to the passion or combination of the houK' 
' Conservativism assumes in theory that every 
thing established should be maintained; but 
adopts in practice that every thing that is estab- 
lished is indefensible. To reconcile this theory 
arid this practice, they produce what they call 
''the best bargain;'' some arrangement which has 
< no-principle and no purpose; exeept to obtain a 
temporaiy pause of agitation, until the mind of 
the conservatives without a guide and without 
an aim, distracted, tempted, and bewildered, is 
prepared for another arrangement, equally 
statesmanlike with the preceding one. 

Conaervativism was an attempt to carry on 
affairs by substituting the fulfilment of the da- 
ties of office for the performance of the fnnc- 

Ls of government; and to maintain this nega- 
tive system by the mere influence of property, 
Imputable private condnct, and what are called 
good connections.. Conservativism discards 
presoiiptiop, slMiaks from principle,. disi^ vows 



CHAPTER VI. 

' Iir the mean time, afkr dinner, Tadpole and 
Taper, who were among the guests of Mr. 
Ormsby^ withdrew to a distant sofa, out of ear- 
shot, and indulged in con*fidential talk. 

*'Sueh a strength in debate was never before 
found on a treasury bench,'* said Mr. Tadpole ; 
** the other. side will be dumfounded." - 

"And what do you put our numbers at now V* 
iaqnired Mr. Taper. 

" Would you lake fifty-five for our majority 1" 
rejoined Mf;. Tadpole. 

"It is not so much the tail they have, as the 
excuse their jnnction will be for the moderate, 
sensible men to come over," said Taper. "Ourr 
friend, Sir fiverard for example, it would settle 
him." 

"He is a solemn impostor," rejoined Mr. 
Tadpole; "but he is a baronet and a coun^ 
member, and very much looked up to by the 
Wesleyans. The other men, I know, haf e re- 
fused him a peerage." 

"And we might hold out judicious hopes," 
said Taper. 

"No* one can do that better than you," said 
Tadpole. "I am apt to say too much about 
those things." 

" I ma^e it a rule never to open my mouth 
on such subjects," said Taper. ."Aniod or a 
wink will speak volumes. Ah affi^ctionate pres- 
sure of the hand will sometimes do a great 
deal; and I have promised many a peerage 
without committing myself by an ingenious 
habit of deference which cannot be mistaken 
by the future noble." 

"I wonder what they will do with Rigby," 
said Tadpole. 

" He wants a good deal," said Taper. 

^I tell yon what, Mr. Taper; the time is gon^ 
by when a Marquess of Monmouth was Letter 
A. No. 1." 

" Very true, Mr. Tadpole. A wise man would 
do well now to look to the great middle class, 
as I said the other day to the electors of Shab-^ 
byton." 

♦*i had sooner be supported by the Wesley- 
ans,'' said Mr. Tadpole, "than by all the mar- 
quesses in the peerage. 

"At the same time," said Mr. Taper, " Rigby 
is a considerable man. If we want a slaslung 
artic)e->"" 
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. «Podhr* roidMiL Taapote *He is «(iDte 

'pme by. He lakes three fboDths for his slft^h- 

■ SBg articles. Giwe me a man ivho can write a 

ieader* Kigby c^ji't write a leader/' 

A ** Very few can," said Mr. Taper. ** However^ 

I douH think much of the press. Its power is 

goDc by,. They overdid it." 

"There is Tom Chudlcigh," said Tadpole, 
"Whatishetohavel" 

<* jNothing, I hope," said Taper. " I hate him^ 
A coxcomb ! cracking his jokes and laughing 
at us." 

3. ^'He has done a good deal for the party, 
though," said Tadpole. "That, to. be sure, 
is only an additional reason for throwing him 
over, as he is too far committed to venture to 
oppose us. But I-am «fraid from something 
that dropped to^ay, that bir Robert thinks he 
has claims." 

*• We most slop them " ^id Taper, growing 
pale. ** Fellows like Cbudleigh when they once 
Iget in, are always in one*8 way* ihafve no ob^ 
.jection to young noblemen being put forward, 
-for they are preferred so rapidly, and then their 
fathers die» that in the k>ng run they do not 
ryracf ically iaterfere with us." • 

** Well, his name was mentioned," said Tad- 
pole. ^ There is no concealing that." 

"I will speak lo Earwig," said Taper. "He 

shall just drop into Sir Robert's ear by chance, 

that Chudieigh u.sed toquiz him in the smoking 

room. These little bits of information do a great 

'deal of gooid." 

"Well, I leave him to you," said Tadpole. 
."I atn heartily with you in keeping ont all fd- 



tia nantifo, ''I ofiaitMMrvlf H^' titee iSmM 
ever <tome, when yov and i shoiiM be joint M- 
oretaries oif the treaaanf !" 

" We shall see, we shall see. All. we hare lo 
do is to get into Parlianoent^work weii togMfaer, 
and keep other men down." 

« We will-do our best," aaid Taper. "A 40- 
solution you hold inevitable !" 

**■ How are you and I to get into Parliaweatt 
if there be not one ? We must make it iaevi- 
table. I tell you what, Taper, the lists must 
prove a dissolution inevitable. You undefstand 
me? If the preseni ParHameni goes on, where 
shall we be 1 We shall have new meacropptsg^ 
up every s.ession." 

"True, terribly true," said Mr. Taper. "That 
we should ever live to' see a tory government 
again I We have reason to be very (hankfbL" 

" Hush !" sud Mr. Tadpole. " The time lHlk\ 
gone by for tory governments ; what the counti^ ) 
requires is a sound conservative govern taent*''/ 

"A sound conservative government," aaid^ 
Taper mnsittgly. ^^ruudersiand: tory men and^ 
whig measures." ,^ -.// 
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lows like Chudleigh. They are very well for^ the failure of the Duke of Wellington lo form 



CHAPTER VII. 

Ami* the eontentums of party, the 
struggles of ambition, and the intricacies 9f 
politicai intrigue, let us not forget our Etea t 
During the period which elapsed ~ 



opposition ; but in office we don't want wits." 

"And when' shall we have the answer from 
-Knowsteyl" inquired Taper. "You anticipate 
fco possible difficulty ?" 

" I tell you it is * carte blanohe,* " replied Tad- 
pole. " Four places in the cabinet. Two s^- 
cretarjrships at the least. Bo you happen to 
know any gentlemen of your acquaintance, Mr. 
/Haper, whw refuse secIYtary^!hips of state so 
: easily^ that you can for an instant doubt of the 
present arrangement?" 

" i know none^ indeed," ^ard Mr. T^per with 
.agrim smile. 

♦*The thing is done," said Mr. Tadpole. 

"And now for our cry?" said Mr. Taper. 

"It is not a cabinet for a good cry," said 
Tadpole; "but then on the other Haand, it is 
J a cabinet that will aow dissension in the op- 
posite ranks, and prevent them having a good 

'cry" 

"Ancient institutions and modem improve- 
ments, J sDppose,Mr. Tisidpole?" 

"Aineliorations is the betl^erword; ameliora- 
tions. Kobody knows exactly what it mean?." 

"We go strong on the church?" Said Mr, 
' Taper. 

"And no repeal of the malt tax; yon vwre 
right. Taper. It ean't be listened to Xor a mo- 
ment." 

" Something ihight be done with prerogative,'* 
said Mr. Taper; '^the king's constitutional 
choice." 

<*^ot too much," replied Mr.Tadpoie. <*It is 
. a raw time yet for prerogative." 

"Ah! Tadpole," said Mr. Taper, giettfrngalitr 



a government in 1832, to the failure of 8tr 
Robert Peel to carry on a government in 1835, 
the boys had entered, and advanced in y* 
The ties of friendship which then united several 
of them had only been coUfirmed by eontinned 
companionship. Coningsby and Henry Sydney, 
and Buckhurst and Vere were still booad 
together by entire sympathy, and by the affee^ 
tion of which sympathy is the only sure Spring* 
But their intimacies had been* increased Uy 
another familiar friend. There had risen up 
between Coningsby and MiUbaok mutual sen- 
tfiuents of tleep, and even ardent, regard. Aa* 
quaintanoe had developed the superior qualities 
of Millbank. His thoughtful and inqairiiig 
mind, his inflexible- integrity, his stern indepen- 
dence, and yet the engaging union of eittreme 
tenderness of heart with all this strength of 
character, had won the 'good will, and ^eki 
excited the admiration, of Coningsby. Oar 
hero too was gratified by the aifeetibtxate defer- 
ence that was often shown to him by one wte 
condescended to. no mother individual; he was 
proud of having saved the life of a member ef 
their cotnmunity whom masters and boys alike 
considered; and he ended by loving the being on 
whom he had conferred- a great obligation. 

The friends of Ouningsby, the sweet tempered 
and intellig«)t Henry Sydney, the fiery andgetie- 
rous Buokburst, and the calm and sagatMoas 
Vere, had ever been favourably inclined to 
Millbank^and had they not been, the example of 
Coningsby would soon have infiuenoed thefs. 
He had obtained over his intiflMites Che asoend- 
ant;po«e;r,vhiohisthedfi»tifgref|;Mi«BS. Nqv 
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viif'te-solmiissfoB ^-fiueli spirits lo1>e'held | 
0lieap; Although they were wUUpg to take the 
•oioar of their minds from him, they Were in 
intelleet and atiainmeiits, in personal accom- 
plishment and general charaot^, the leaders of 
ifae school ; an authority not to be won from five 
hundred high*»pirited boys without the pos$es- 
sioa of great virtues and great talents^ 

As for the dominion of Coningsby himself, 
it was not limited to the immediate circle of his 
friends. He had become the hero of £ton ; the 
being of whose existence every body was proud* 
wd in whose career every boy took an interest 
They talked of him, they quoted him, they imi- 
tated him. Fame and power are the objects of 
aU mem. £ven their partial fruition, is gained 
by very few; and that too at the expense of 
aoellkl pleasure^ health, conscience, life. Yet 
what power of manhood in passionate intense- 
a^ss, appealing at the same time to the subject 
aad the votary, can rival that which is ezer- 
««sed by the idolized ohieftam of a great public 
q«hool1 What fame of afler day^ eqnals the 
rapture of celebrity, that thrills the youthful 
medallist, as in tones of rare emotion he recites 
his triumphant verses amid the devoted plaudits 
of the flower of Snglandl That's fame, that's 
power; real, unquestioned, undoubted, catholic. 
Alas I the schoolboy when he becomes a man, 
finds that power, even fame, like e:very thing el^*e* 
is an affair of party. 

Coningsby liked very much to talk politics 
with Millbank. He heard things from Millbank 
which were new to him. Himself, as he sup- 
posed, a high tory, which he was according to 
the revelation of the Ri^bys, he was also sufii- 
ciently familiar with the hereditary tenets of 
his whig friend, Lord Vere. Politics had as yet 
appeared to him a struggle wither the country 
was to be governed by whig nobles, or tory 
nobles ; and he thought It very unfortunate that 
he should probaWy have |o enter life with his 
friends out of power, and his family boroughs 
destroyed. But in conversing with Millbank, 
he heard for the first time of influential classes 
Uk the country^ who were not noble, and were 
yet determined to acquire power. And although 
Milibank's views, which were of course merely 
eaught up from his father, without the inter- 
vention of his own intelligence^ were doubtless 
crude enough, and were often very acutely 
fsanvassed and satisfactorily demolished by 
the clever prejudices of another school, which 
Coningsby had at command, still they were 
UBcofiseiouRly, to the recipient, materi^s for 
thoujght, and insensibly provoked in his mind a 
spirit of inquiry into political questions, for 
whieh he had a predisposition. 
^ • It may 'be said, indeed, that generally among 
the tipper boys, there might be observed at this 
time at Bton a reigning inclination for political 
diseu^ion. The school truly had at all times 
been prou(^of its statesmen and its parliament- 
ary heroes, but this was comparatively a super- 
ficial feeling compared with the sentiment which 
now first became prevalent The great public 
Questions that were the consequence of die re- 
form of the Hcmse of Commons, had also agi- 
tated their young hearts. And especially the 
^ controversies that were now rife respecting the 
Datu^ and eharae^r of ecdeaiasiical Asta|>liah- 



ments, wonderftilly addressed themselyes to* 
their excited intelligence. They read their' 
newspapers with a keen relish, canvassed de-. 
babes and criticised speeches; and although ia 
their debating society which had been instituted- 
more than a quarter of a century, discussion ott« 
topics of the day w^ prohibited, still by fixing 
on periods of our history when affairs were' 
analogous to the present, many a youthful ora- 
tor contrived very effectively to reply to Lordf 
John, or to refute the fallacies of his rival. 

As the politicja.1 opinions predominant in the^ 
school were what in ordinary parlance arf. 
styled tory, and indeed were far better entitledi 
to that glorious epithet than the flimsy shiftsr 
which tlieir fathers were profe$$ing in Parlia-i 
ment and the country; the fbrraatioa and thft 
foil of Sir Robert Peel's government had been 
watched, by Etonians with great interest, andr 
even excitement The memorable eflbrts which^ 
the minister himself made, supported only by, 
the silent votes, of his numerous adherents, andr 
contending alone against the multiplied assaults^ 
of his able and determined foes with a spirit 
equal to the great occasion, and with resources^ 
of parliamentary contest which seemed to in- 
crease with every exigency; these great an4 
unsupported struggles alone were calculated Mx 
gain the sympathy of youthful and generous 
spirits. The assault on the revenues of thQ 
church; the subsequent crusade against tbei 
House of Lords; the display of intellect anc^ 
courage exhibited by Lord Lyndhurst in thai 
assembly, when all seemed cowed and faint-^ 
hearted; all these were incidents or personal 
traits apt to stir the passions, and create ii^ 
breasts not yet .schooled to repress eihotion, Sk 
sentiment even of enthusiasm. It is the per- 
sonal that interests mankind; that fires theii; 
imagination, and wins their hearts. A oaus^ 
is a great abstraction, and fit only for students; 
embodied in a party, it stirs men to action ; but 
place at the head of that party a leader who oai^ 
inspire eatbusiasm, he commands the world* 
Divine faculty ! Rare and incomparable privi* 
lege! A parliamentary leader who possesses 
it, doubles his n^ajority ; and he who has it notf 
may shroud himself in artificial reserve, and 
study with undignified arrogance an awkward 
haughtiness, but he will be nevertheless as fiur / 
from controlling the spirit as; from captivating | 
the hearts of his sullen followers. ■• 

Notwithstanding, however, this very general 
feeling at Eton in 1S35 in favour of "con« 
servative principles^'' and which was, in fact» 
nothing more than a confused and mingled 
sympathy with some great political truths* 
which were at the bottom of every boy's 
heart, but nowhere else, and with the personal 
achievements and distinction of the cnieflains 
of the party; when ^11 this hubbub had subt 
sided, and netrospection, in the course of 9^ 
year, had exercised its moralizing influence 
over the more thoughtful part of the nation, 
inquiries, at first very faint and unpretend* 
inei and confined indeed for a long period to 
very limited, though inquisitive, circles, began 
gently to circulate — wbat conservative princv* 
pies werel 

These inquiries, urged indeed with a sort qf 
hositatiJig sc^ptiwoif eiuiy reached Ston^- ; 
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Thejr t'atne, no 'dtrtibtr^fli tfife titifirertiti^i. 
They were of a character, hotrever, far too 
subtile and refined to exercise any immediate 
influence over the minds of youth. To pursue 
them required much previous knowledge and 
habitual thought They were not yet publicJy 
prosecuted by any school of politicians^ or any 
section of the public press. Thdy had not a 
local habitation or a name. They were whis- 
pered* in conversation by a few. A tutor would 
speak of them in an esoteric vein to a fa- 
lcon rite pupil, in whose abilities he had confi- 
^nce, and whose future position in life would 
afford him the opportunity of influencing opi- 
nion. Among others, they fell upon the ear of 
Coningsby. They were addressed to a mind 
Who was prepared for such researches. 

There is a library at Eton, formed by the 
l^ys, and governed by the boys; one of those 
free institutions which are the just pride of 
(hat noble school; which shows the capacity of 
llie boys for self-government; and which has 
/ilprung from that large freedom that has been 
wisely conceded them, and the prudence of 
which confidence has been proved by their 
rarely abusing it. This library has been formed 
by subscriptions of the present, and still more 
by the giAs of old Etonians. Among the ho- 
noured names of these donors may be re- 
marked those of the Grenvilles and Lord Wei-' 
lesley; nor should we forget George IV., who 
enriched the collection with a magnificent copy 
of the Delphin classics. The- institution is 
governed by six directors; the three first col- 
legers, and the three first oppidans for the time 
being. And the subscribers are limited to the 
one hundred senior members of the school. 
- It is only to be regretted that the collection is 
not as extensive as it is interesting and choice. 
Perhaps its existence is not as generally known 
as it deserves to be. One would think that 
every Eton man would be as proud of his 
name being registered As a donor in the cata- 
logue of this library, as a Venetian of his name 
being inscribed in the Golden Book. Indeed, an 
old Etonian, who still remembers with tender- 
ness the sacred scene of youth, could scarcely 
do better than build a Gothic apartment for 
the reception of (he collection. It cannot be 
doubted that the provost and fellows would be 
gratified in granting a piece of ground for the 
purpose. 

Great were the obligations of Coningsby to 
this Eton library. It introduced him to that 
historic lore, that accumulation of facts and 
incidents illustrative of political conduct, for 
which he had imbibed an early relish. £spe« 
ciallyhis study was directed to the annals of 
his own country, in which youth, and not only 
youth, is frequently so deficient. This col- 
lection could afford him Clarendon and Burnet, 
)and the authentic voluthes of Ooxe: these 
were rich materials to one anxious to be versed 
in the great parliamentary story of his coun- 
try. During the last year of his stay at Eton, 
vhen he had completed his eighteenth year, 
Coningsby led a more retired life than pre- 
viously; he read mu^h, and pondered with all 
the pride of acquisition over his increasing 
knowledge. 
- And now the hour has come wbea this youth 



is to'bfelaiinc'hed'itito a' world morh rKSt'ihMnr 
that in which, he has hitherto sojourned; yet 
for which this microct>sm has been no iH pre* 
paration. He will bec6me;nore wise; will he 
remain as generous t His ambition may be as 
great; will it be as noble! Vl^hat indeed is to 
be the future of this existence that is now to be 
sent forth into the great aggregate of entities 1 
Is it an ordinary organization, that will jostle 
ampng the crowd, and be jostled t Is it a finer 
temperament susceptible of receiving the im- 
pressions and inabibing the inspirations of su- 
perior, yet sympathizing, spirits? Or, is it a 
primordial and creative mind; one that will 
say to his fellows, ** Behold, God has given me 
thought; I have discovered truth; and yoa 
shall believe !** 

The night before Coningsby left Eton, alone 
in his room, before be retired to rest, he opened 
the lattice, and looked, for the last time, upon 
the landscape before him ; the stately ke<ep of 
Windsor, the bowery meads of Eton, soft in 
the summer modn, and still in the sammer 
night He gazed upon them ; his countenanee 
fiad none of the exultation, that, nnder such cir- 
cumstances, might have distinguished a more 
careless glance, eager for fancied emancipation^ 
and passionate for a novel existefice. Its ex* 
pression was serious, even sad; and he covered 
his brow with his hand. 
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CHAPTER I. 

TuiRi are few things more full of delight and 
splendour, than to travel during the heat of a 
refulgent summer in the green district of some 
ancient forest. 

In ooe of our midland counties, there is a 
region of this character, to which, during a 
season of peculiar lustre, we would introduce 
the reader. 

It was a fragment of one of those vast sylvan 
tracts wherein Norman kings once hunted, and 
Saxon outlaws plundered; and although the 
plough had for centuries successfully invaded 
brake and bower, the relics retained all their 
original character of wildness and seclusion, 
^metimes the green earth was thickly studded 
with groves of huge and vigorous oaks, inter- 
sected with those smooth and sunny glades that 
seem as if they must be cut for dames and 
knights to saunter on. Then again the un- 
dulating ground spread on all side^, far as the 
eye could range, covered with copse and fern 
of immense growth. Anon, yon found yourself 
in a turfy wilderness girt in apparently by dark 
woods. And when you had wound yourwajr 
a little through this gloomy belt, the landscape, 
still strictly sylvan, would beautifully expand 
with every combination and variety of wood- 
land | whUe in its centre^ the wild fowl cohered 
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the vatf fs of a laV^ a)kd ihe defer baSitoed ob the 
knolls that abounded on 1X9 banks. 

It^was in the month of August, some six or 
seven years ag[o»that a traveller on foot, toocbed 
as he emerged from the dark wc^od by the beauty 
of this scene, threw himself under the shade of 
a spreading tree, and stretched his limbs on the 
Ian for enjoyment rather than repose. The sky 
■vas deep coloured and without a cloud, save 
here and there a minute, sultry, burnished va- 
pour, almost as glossy as the heaven^i Every 
thing was still as it wa^ bright. All seemed 
brooding at^ basking. The bee upod its wing 
was the ooly atirr ing sight, and its song the onl^ 
sound. 

The trayeller fell into a reverie. He was 
young, and therefore bis musings were of the 
future. He had felt the pride of learning, so 
: ennobling to youth; he was not a stranger to 
, the stirriug impulses of a high aihbitioD, though 
. ihe world was to him as yet only a world of 
' books, and all that he knew of the schemes of 
I statesmen and the passions of the people, were 
1 to be found in their annals. Often had his fitful 
j fancy dwelt with fascination on visions of per- 
i sonal distinction, of future celebrity, perhaps 
/' even of enduring fame. Hut his dreams were 
i of another colour now. The surrounding scene^ 
; so fair, so still, and sweet;. so abstracted from 
all the tumult of the world, its strife, its passions 
and its cares ; bad fallen on his heart with its 
soft and subduing spirit: had fallea on a heart 
still purb and innocent; the heart of one, who, 
notwithstanding all his high resolves and daring 
thoughts, was blessed with that tenderness of 
soul which is sonMtimes linked with an ardent 
imagination and a strong will. The traveller 
was an orphan; moce than that—-a solitary or- 
phan. The sweet sedulousness of a mother's 
love, a sister's mystical affectk)n, had not culti- 
vated his early suscej^tibility. Ko soA pathos 
of expression bad appealed to his childish ear. 
He was alone, among strangers, calmly and 
coldly kind. It must indeed have been a truly 
gentle disposition that could have witbs(tood 
such hard neglect. All that he knew of the 
power of the softer passions might be found in 
the fanciful and romantic annals of schoolboy 
friendship. . 

And those friends too, so fond, so sympathiz- 
ing, so devoted, where were they now t Already 
they were dispersed. The first great separation 
of life had been experienced. The former 
schoolboy had planted his foot on the threshold 
of manhood. True, many of them might meet 
again. Many of them the university might again 
unite. But never with the same feelings. The 
space of time, passed in the world befpre they 
again met, would be an age of sensation, pas- 
sion, experience to .ail of them. They would 
meet again with altered mien; with dififerent 
manners, different voices; their eyes would not 
Shine with tha same light; they would not speak 
the same words. The favourite phrases of their 
intimacy, the mystic sounds that spoke only to 
their initiated ear, they would be ashamed to 
use them. Yes I they might meet again ; but 
the gusljing and secret tenderness was gone for 
ever. 
Nor could our pensive youth conceal it from 



ttonVthath^boiindKita to ihetm d^ar compa- 
nions. They could not be to him what he had 
been to them His had be^n the inspiring mind 
that had guided their, opin ion h,x formed their 
tastes, directed the beat and tenor of their lives 
and thoi^ghts. Often indeed had he needed; 
sometimes indeed he bad sighed for the com- 
panionship of an equal, or superior mind; one 
who by the comprehension of his thought, and 
the richness of bis knowledge, and the advan- 
tage of bis experience, might strengthen and 
illuminate and guide his obscure or hesitating 
or unpractised intelligence. He had scarcely 
been fortunate in this respect, and he deeply 
regretted it; for he was one of those who 
was not content with excelling in his own 
circle, if he thought there was one superior to 
it. Absolute, not relative distinction, was his 
noble aim. 

Alone, in, a lonely scene, he doubly felt the 
solitude of bis life and mind. His heart and his 
intellect seemed both to need a companion. 
Books, and action, and deep thought, might in 
time supply the want of that intellectual guide; 
but for the heart where was he to find solace 1 

" Ah ! if she would but come forth from that 
shining lake like a beautiful Ondine ! Ah ! if 
she would but step out from the green shade of 
that secret grove like a Dryad of sylvan Greece ! 
O! mystery of mysteries! when the youth 
dreams bis first dream over some imaginary 
heroine? 

Suddenly the brooding wild-fowl rose from 
the bosom of the lake, soared in the air, ^d ut- 
tering mournful shrieks, whirled in agitated 
tumult. The deer started from their knolls, no 
longer sunny, stared around, and rushed into 
the woods. C6ningsby raised his eyes from the 
turf on which they had been long fixed in ab* 
straction, and he observed that the azure sky 
had vanished, a thin white film had suddenly 
spread itself over the heavens, and the wind 
moaned with a sad and fitful gust. 

He had some reason to believe that on the 
other side of the Opposite wood, the forest was 
intersected by a public road, and that there were 
some habitations. Immediately rising, he de- 
scended at a rapid pace into the valley, passed 
the lake, and then struck into the ascending 
wood .of the bank opposite to that on which he 
had mused away some precious time. 

The wind howled, the branches of the forest 
stirred, and sent forth sounds like an incanta- 
tion. Soon might be distinguished the various 
voices of the mighty trees, as they expressed 
their terror or their agony. The oak roared, the 
beech shrieked, the elm sent forth its deep and 
long-drawn groan ; while ever and anon, amid 
a momentary pause, the passion of the ash was 
heard in moans of thrilling anguish. 

Coningsby hurried on ; the forest became less 
close. All that he aspired to was to gain more 
open country. Now he was in a rough flat land 
covered only here and there with some dwarf 
underwood; the horizon bounded at no great 
distance by a barren hill of modera.te elevation. 
He gained its height with ease. He looked over 
a vast open country, like a wild common ; in 
the extreme distance hills covered with woods; 



himself that it was affection* and mainly .affec- ( the plain intersected by two good roads; the 
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«lif eatiraly donded^bttt In the dbMace bladk 

as eboQj. 

A place of refage too was at hand: screened 
from his first glance by some elm trees, the 
Ascending smoke now betrayed a roof which 
.Ooningsby reached before the tempest broke. 
' The forest inn was also a farm-hoase. There 
was a comfortabIe-k>oking kitchen enough; bat 
/the ingle nook was fall of sm<Uiers, and Oo- 
ningsby was glad to arail himself of the only 
priFate room for the simple meal which they 
ofiered him. Only eggs and bacon ; bat very 
welcome to a pedestrian and a hangry one. 

As he stood at the window of his little apavt- 
ment, watching the large drops that were the 
heralds of the coming hurricane, and waiting 
for his repast, a flash of lightning illumined the 
whole country, and a horseman at full speed, 
followed by his groom, galloped up to the door. 

The remarkable beauty of the animal so at- 
tracted Goningsby's attention, that it prevented 
jiim catching even a glimpse of the rider, who 
rapidly dismounted and entered the inn. The 
)imt shortly after came in and asked Coningsby 
whether he had any objection to a gentleman, 
who was driven'there by the storm, sharing his 
room until it subsided. The consequence of 
the immediate assent of Coningsby was, that 
the landlord retired and soon returned ushering 
in an individual, who, though perhaps ten years 
older than Coningsby, was still, according to 
Hippocrates, in the period of Justy youth. He 
was above the middle height, and of a distin- 
guished air and figure; pale, with an impres- 
sive orow, and dark eyes of great intelligence. 

" I am glad that we have both escaped the 
^torm," said the stranger; **and I am greatly 
indebted to you for your courtesy." tie slightly 
and graciously bowed as he spoke in a voice of 
remarkable clearness ; and his manner, though 
easy, was touched with a degree of dignity that 
was engaging. 

** The inn is a common home,'* replied Co- 
pingsby, returning his salute. 

**And free from cares," added the stranger. 
Then looking through the window, he said : " A 
strange storm this. I was sauntering in the 
sunshine, when suddenly I found I had to gallop 
for my life. *Tis more like a white squall in 
the Mediterranean than any thing else.*' 

"I never was in the Mediterranean," said 
Coningsby. "There is nothing that I should 
like so much as to travel." 
^ ** You are travelling," rejoined his companion. 
^** Every movement is travel, if understood." 

"Ah! but the Mediterranean!" exclaimed 
Coningsby. "What would I not give to see 
Athene !" 

" I have seen it," said the stranger, slightly 
shrugging his shoulders; "and more wonderful 
things. Phantoms and spectres ! The age of 
ruins is past. Have you seen Manchester?" 

**• I have seen nothing,*' said Coningsby ;i" this 
is my first wandering, i am aboat to visit a 
fnend who lives in this county, and I have sent 
on my baggage as I could. For myself, I de- 
termined to trust to a less commonplace con- 
veyance." 

"And seek adventures," said the stranger, 
smiling. " Well, according to Cervantes, they 
should bflgia in. aBUtn^' . .. . ^ . 



<'I Iter ttet M ft#e of Aii^entares is ]his€ mm 
well a$ that of niios," replied Coningsby. 

"Adventures are to the adventurous," s»id 
the stranger. 

At this moment, a pretty serving ssaid en^ 
fered the room. 8he laid the dapper-cloth and 
arranged the table with a self^ossessioa qoiM 
admirable, She seemed unconscious that %mf 
being was in the chamber except herseli^ or 
that there wect any other duties to perform in 
life beyond filling a saltcellar or foldiog a HA]^ 
kin. 

" She does not even look at us," said Coninffs** 
by when she had quitted the room; "and I dare 
say only a prude." 

"^e is calm," said the stranger, '*t)ecaci5e 
she is mistress of her subject; ^is the- secret 
of self-possession. Bhe is here, as a dooheaa 
at court." 

They brought in Coningsby's meal, and h^ 
invited the stranger to join him. The it^vita- 
tion was accepted with cheerfulness. 

"'Tis but simple fare," said Coningsby as 
the maiden uncovered the still hissing bacoii 
and the eggs that looked like tufts of prim* 
roses. 

"Nay, a national dish," said the stranger, 
glancing quickly at the table, " whose fame is 
a proverb. And what more should we expect 
under a simple roof! How much better than 
an omelette or a greasy olla, that they would 
give us in a posada ! 'Tis a wonder^l country 
this England! What a napkin! How spo^ 
less ! And so sweet* I declare 'tis a perfumek 
There is not ^princess throughout the south of 
Europe served' with the cleanliness that meets 
u« in this cottage^" 

" An inheritance from our Saxon fathers 1** 
said Coningsby. "I appivhend the nopthem 
nations have a greater sense of clean iiness-^-^f 
propriety — of what we call comfort?" 

**^ By no means," said the stranger; " the Bast 
is the land of the bath. Moses and Mahomet 
made cleanliness religion." 

" You will let me help )rou 1" said ConingsbjTy 
offering him a plate which he had filled. 

"I thank you," said the stranger, "but it is 
one of my bread days. With- your permissioa 
this shall be my dish," and he cut from the 
large loaf a supply of crusts. 

" 'Tis but unsavoury fare aAer a gallop," said 
Coningsby. 

"Ah ! you are proud of your bacon and your 
eggs," said the stranger, smiling ; " but I iove 
corn and wine. They are our chief and our 
oldest luxuries. Time has brought us substi* 
tutes, hut how interior! Man has deified com 
and wine! but not even the Chinese or the 
Irish have raised temples fo tea and potatoes.*' 

" But Oeres without Bacchus," said Conings* 
by, ** how does that do ^ Think you» under this 
roof, we could invoke the god?" 

" Let us swear by his body that we will try,'* 
said the stranger. 

Alas! the landlord was not a priest of Bac- 
chus. But then these inquiries led to4he finest 
perry in the world. The yoong men agreed 
they had seldom tasted any thing mote deU* 
cious ; they sent for another bottle. Coningsby, 
who was much interested by his new compa- 
aioni-eojoyed himself aiaaaiBgly. 
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A digest, nt^ n, IMbf Atone ean pradnce, 
conld not iDduee the stranger to be even par- 
Ctally ineonstant to his cmsts. Bat his talk 
was as vivacious, as if the talker had beeii 
atimnlated hy the jaices of the finest banquet. 
Contn^by had never met or read of any one 
like this chsnee companion. His sentences 
^ere so short, his language so racy, his voice 
rang so c)ear» his elocution was so compiete. 
On all snbjects bis inind seeemed tO' be in- 
irtmeted, and his opinions fttrmed. He flung 
out a result in a few words; he solved with a 
phrase some deep problem that inen muse over 
for years. He said many things that were 
strange, yet they immediately appeared to be 
true. Then, without the slightest air of preten- 
sion or parade, he seemed to know every body 
as well as every thing. Monarshs, statesmen, 
authors, adventured of ail descriptions and of 
all climes-*if their names occurred in their 
conversation, he described them in an epigram- 
made sentence, or revealed their precise posi- 
tion, character, calibre, by-a curt dramatic trait. 
All this, too, without any excitement of manner; 
on the contrary with repose amounting almost 
to nonchalance. If his address had a fault in 
it, it was rather a deficiency of earnestness. A 
slight spirit of mockery played avet his speech 
even when you deemed him most serious; yoik 
were startled by his sudden transitions from 
profound thought to poignant sarcasm. A very 
Singular freedom from passion and prejudice 
on every topic on whi^h they treated might be 
some compensation for this want of earnestness; 
perhaps was its consequence. Certaf^vly it was 
diffiotttt to Ascertain his precise opinions on 
many subjects, though his manner was frank 
eveii to abandonment And yet throughout his 
whole conversation, not a stroke of egotism, not 
a word, not a circumstance, escaped him by 
whioh you could judge of his position or pur- 
poses iti life. As litUc did he seem to care to 
discover those of his companion. He did not 
by any means monopolize the conversation. 
•Far from it; he continually asked questions, 
and while he received answers, or had engaged 
his fellow traveller in any exposition of his 
opinions or feelings, he listened with a serious 
and fixed attentiour^king Coningsby in the 
face with a steadfast glknce. 

<*I perceive." said Coningsby, pursuing a 
train of thought which the other had indicated, 
« that ym have great confidence^ in the influence 
of individual character. I also have srnne con- 
fused persuasions of that kind. But it is not 
the spirit of the age." 

**The age doe^ not believe in great men, be- 
cause it does not possess any,*' replied the 
stranger. "The spirit of the age is the very 
thiug that a great nian changes.*' 

•*But does not he rather avail himself 
' inquired Coningsby. 

" I'arvenus do," rejoined his companion ; " but 
not prophets, great legislators, great conquerors. 
I'hey destroy and they create." 

''But are these times for great legislators 
and great conquerors 1" ui^ed Coningsby. 

*< When were they more wanted t" asked the 
stranger. «'From the throne to the hovel all 
eaU for a guide. Yoo fiv* noftarahs owatita- 
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tiona to* leach dien o ve re ig i rty , and naiioits 
Sunday-schools to inspire them with faith." 

**But what is an individual!" exclaimed 
Coningsby, v against a vast public opinion t" 

*« Divine," said the stranger. "God made 
man in his own image; but the public is mada / 
by newspapers, members of Parliament, excise 
officers, poor law guardians. Would Philip 
have succeeded, if Bpaminondas had not been 
slatnl Andif Phi lip had nut succeeded 7 Would 
Prussia have existed had Frederic not been 
born! And if Frederic had not been bornt 
What would have been the fate of the Stuarts 
if Prince Henry had not died, and Charies I.^ 
as wa.4 intended, had been Archbishop of Oan4 
terbary/" ' 

^ But when men are young, they want expe«M 
rieuce," said Coningsby : " and when they have j i 
gained experience, they want energy." // 

" Great men nev^r want experience/' said the 
stranger. 

"But everybody says that experience—" 

" Is the best thing in the world — a treasure 
for you, for me, for millions. But for a creative 
mind, less than nothing. Almost every thing 
that is great has been done by youth." 

" It is Rt least a creed flattering to our years/' 
said Coningsby, wi(h a smile. 

'* Nay," said the stranger; 'ifor life in general 
there is but one decree. Youth is a blunder; 
manhood a struggle ; old age a regret. Do not . i 
suppose-," he added, smiling, "that I bold that 
youth is genius; all that I say is, that genius^ 
when young, i^ divine. Why» the greatest cap- , 
tains of ancient and modem times both.,cofl« 
quered Italy at five-and- twenty! Youth, extreme 
youth, overthrew the Persian Empire. Dcm 
John of Austria won Lepanto at twenty-five-« 
the greatest battle of modem time; had it not 
been for the jealousy uf Philip, the next year 
he would have been Bmperor of Mauritaoia. 
Gaston de Foix was only twenty-two when. ha 
stood a victor on the plain of Ravenna. 'Ewerf 
one remembers Cond^ and Rocroy at the sam^ 
age. Gustavns Adolphus died at thirty-eight. 
Look at his captains: that wonderful Duke of 
Weimar, only thirty-six when he died. Banier 
himself, after all his miracles, died at forty^five. 
Cones was little more than thirty when he gaxed 
upon the golden cupolas of Mexico. When 
Maurice of Saxony died at thirty-two, all Europe 
acknowledged the loss of the greatest captom 
and the profoundest statesman of the age. Then 
there is Nelson, Clive — but these are warriors, 
and perhaps you may think there are greater 
things than war. I do not; I worship the Lord 
of Hosts. But take the most illustrious achieva* 
ments of ciril prudence. Innocent III. the greal* 
est of the popes, was the despot of Chrisieadom 
at thirty-seven. John de Medici was a <»idrnal 
at fifteen, and Guicciardini tells us baffled with 
his state craft Ferdinand of Arragdn himself. 
He was pope as Leo X. at thirty-seven. Luther 
robbed erea him of his richest province at 
thirty-five. Take Ignatius LoyoJa and John 
Wesley, they worked with young brains. %na- 
tins was only tl)irty when he made his pilgrim- 
age and wrote the ^Spiritual Exercises.' Pascal 
wrote a great wprk at sixteen, the greatest o^ 
Frenchmen, and died at thirty-seven ! 

*<Ah! thiitibial thir^^-savaA, whieh reniiult 
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me of Byron, greater ereit fts a nati'thea iEi 
writer. Was it experience that guided the pencil 
bf Raphael when he painted the palaces of 
Rome? He died too at thirt j-seven. Richelieu 
wa» secretary of slate at thirty-one. Well then, 
there are Bolinghroke and Pitt» both ninistent 
before other men leave off cricket • Grotins was 
in great practice at aeventeen* and aitorney- 
generai at twenty-four. And Acquaviva — ^c- 
quaviva was general of the Jesuits, ruled every 
cabinet in Europe, and colonized America Imp- 
fore he was thirty-seven. What a career!'' ex- 
claimed the stranger, rising from his chair apd 
walking up and down the room,'*Mhe secret 
BWjay of Europe ! That was indeed a position ! 
. But it is needless to multiply instance.^. The 
history of heroes is the history of youth." 

** Ah I" said Coqingsby, ** I should like to be a 
great man !" 

' The su-anger threw at him a scrutinizing 
glance. His countenance was serious. He said 
in a iroice of almost solemn melody; 

• •'Nurture your mind with great thoughts. To 
believe in the heroic makes heroes." 

^ You seem t<^ me a hero," said Coningsbf , 
in a tcHie of real feeling, which, hajf ashamed of 
his emotion, he tried to turn into playfulness. , 

*♦! am, and must ever be," said the stranger, 

* but a dreamer of dreams." Then going to- 
wards the window, and changing into a familiar 
tone, as if to divert the conversation, he added; 
f* What a delicious aiternoon ! I look forward to 
my ride with delight. You rest here ?" 

•'^o; I go on to Nottingham, where I shall 
sleep." 

^'Andlin the opposite direction." And he 
rang the bell and ordered his horses. 

**Ilong to see your mare again," said CJo* 
ningsby. ** She seiemed to me so beautiful." 

**8he is not only of pure race," said the 
stranger, ** but of the highest and rarest breed 
in Arabia. Her name is * the Daughter of the 
Btar.' She is a foal of that famous mare, which 
belonged to the Prince of the .Wahabees ; and 
to possess which, I believe was one of the prin- 
cipal causes of war between that tribe and the 
Egyptians. The Paqha of Egypt gave her to 
me, and I would not change her for her statue 
in pure gold, even carved by Lysippus. Come 
round to the stable and se^ her." 

They went out together. It was a soA sunny 
afternoon; the air fresh from the rain, but mild 
and exhilarating. 

. The groom brought forth the mare. "The 
Daughter of the Star" stood befoii^e Coningsby, 
with her sinewy shape of matchless symmetry;, 
her bomished skin, black mane, legs like those, 
of an antelope, her little ears, dark speakings 
eye, and tail worthy of a pacha. And who was! 
her master, and whither was she about to take) 
him? 

Coningsby was so naturally well-bred, that 
va may be sure it was not curiosity; no, it was 
a finer feeling that made him hesitate and think "^ 
a little, and then say: 

*« I am sorry to part" ' 

** I also," said the stranger. "But life is con-* 
stant separation." 

^Ihope we may meet again," said Coningsby.. 

. ' ^U oar acquaiotaace be worth preserving," 



said the straogev^ ^ j&et Hiajr b^ eare it Willnot 
be lost" > 

**But mine is not worth presenting," said 
Coningsby, earnestly. '* U is yours that is the 
treasure. Yon teach me things of which I have 
long mused." 

The stranger took the bridle of the ^ Daughter 
of the Star," and turning round with a faiat 
smile, extended his hand to his companion. 

** Your mind at least is nurtured with great 
thoughts," sard Coningsby; '^your actions should 
be heroic." 

''Action is not for me," said the stranger; ''I \ 
am of that faith that the apostles professied be- \ 
fore they followed their Master." 

He vaulted into his saddle, the *< Daughter of '.| 
the Star" bounded away as if she scented the 
air of the desart from which she and her rider 
bad alike sprung, and Coningsby remained ia 
profound meditation. 



CHAPTER II. 

Thk day after his adventure at the Forest Inn, 
Coningsby arrived at Beaumanoir. It was se- 
veral years since he had visited the family of 
his friend, who were indeed also his kin ; and 
in his boyish days had often proved that they 
were not unmindful of the affinity. This was 
a visit that had been long counted on, long pro- 
mised, aAd which a variety of' circumstances 
had hitherto preventetL It was to* have been 
inade by the schoolboy : it was to be fulfilled by 
the man. For no leiss a character could Co- 
ningsby iinder any circumstances now consent 
to claim, since he was closely verging to the 
completion of his nineteenth year; and it ap- 
peared manifest that if it were his destiny to do 
any thing great, he had but few years to wait 
before the full development of his power. - 
Visions of Gastons de Foix and Maurices of 
Saxony, statesmen giving up cricket to govern 
nations, beardless Jesuits plunged in profound 
abstraction in omnipotent cabinets, haunted his 
fancy from the moment he'had separated from 
his mysterious and deeply interesting compa- 
nion. To nurture his mind with great thoughts 
had ever been Coningsby*s inspiring habit.— 
Was it also destined that he should achieve the 
heroic 7 •, 

There are some books, when we close them— 
one or two in the course of our life — difficult as 
it may be to analyze or ascertain the causey-— 
our minds seem to have made a great leap. A 
thousand obscure things receive light; a multi- 
tude of indefinite feelings are determined. Our 
intellect grasps and grapples with all subjects 
with a capacity, a flexibility and a vigour, before 
unknown to us. It masters questions hitherto 
perplexing, which are not even touched or re- 
ferred to in the volume just ^losed. What is 
this magic? It is the spirit of th,e supreme 
author that, by a magnetic influence blends with 
our sjrmpathizing intelligence, directs and in- 
spires it By that mysterious sensibility we 
extend to questions, which he has not treated, i 
the aame intellectual force which he has exer- 
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ei'fltfd arm IhokewKiok fae h«6 expiftiAM.- His 
gfenius for a timo remains in us. 'Tis the sttme 
vith humaa beings a» with books. Ail of us 
encOQ]iter» at least once in our lives, some indt^ 
yidual who utters words that make qs think for 
ever. There are men whose phrases are ora- 
cles ; who condense in a sentence the ser.re ts of 
life; who 1>lurt out an aphorism that forms a 
character or illastrates an existence. A p*eat 
thing is a great book; but greater than all, is 
the talk of a great man ! 

And what is a great mani Is it a minister of 
state 1 Is it a yictorions general? A gentle- 
man in the Windsor uniform 1 A field marshal 
eoirf red with stars 1 Is it a prelate, or a prince? 
A king, eren an emperor 1 It may be all these; 
yet these* as we must all daily feel, are not 
necessarily ^^eat men. A great man i» one who 
affects the mind of his generations whether he 
be a monk in his cloister agitating Christendom, 
r a monarch cro2s;sing the §iranious, and giv- 

ig a new character to the pagan world. 

Our 3K>ung Coningsby reached Beaumanoir 
in a state of medication. *He also desired to be 
great. Not from the restless vanity that some-' 
times 'impels youth to momentary pxertion by 
which they sometimes obtain a distinction as 
evanescent as their energy. The ambition of 
oar her^was altogether'of a different character. 
It was indeed at present not a little vague, inde- 
finite, hesitating, inquiring, sometimes despond- 
ing. . What were, bis powers, what should be 
his aim, were to him^ as to all young aspirants, 
often questions infinitely perplexing and full of 
pain. But, on the whole, tl^re ran throngh his 
character, notwithstanding his many dazzling 
qualities and accomplishment, and his juvenile 
celebrity which has spoiled so much promise, a 
rein of grav« simplicity that was the conse- 
quence of an earnest temper, and of an intellect 
ibat would be content with nothing short of tlie 
profound. 

His was a mind that loved to pursue every 
question to the centre. But it was not a spirit 
of scepticism that injpelled this habit ; on the 
contrary, it was the spirit of faith. Coningsby 
found that he was born in an age of infidelity 
in an things, and his heart assured him that a 
want /of faith was a want of nature. But his 
vigorous intellect could not take refuge in that 
maudlin substitute fpr belief which consists in 
a patronage of fantastic theories. He needed 
that deep and ehduring conviction that the heart 
and the intellect, feeling and reason united, can 
alone supply. He asked himself why govern- 
ments were hated, and* religions despised ?— - 
Why loyalty was dead, and reverence only a 
galvanized corpse 1 

■ These were indeed questions that had as yet 
pi^ented themselves to his thought in a very 
erode and imperfect form ; but their very occur- 
rence showed the strong predisposition of his 
mind. It was because he had not found guides 
among his elders that his thoughts had been 
turned to the generation that he himself repre- 
sented. The sentiment of veneration was so 
developed in his nature, that he was exactly the 
youth that would have hung with enthusiastic 
humility on the accents of some sage of old in 
the groves of Academus, or the porch of Zena 
But as yet he had found age only perptexed'.and j 



desponding; tAalnbo«d'oa4y^kni.< and despe^ 
rate. Bome thought that aysteonr would last 
their time ; others, that something would turn 
up. His deep and pious spirit recoiled with; 
disfrn^t and horror from such lax, chances- 
medley maxims, that 'would reduce in their> 
consequences man to the level of the .brutes.^— 
Norwithstandinsra prejudice which had haunted 
him irom his childhood, he had applied when 
the occasion offered to Mr. Rigby for instructioo;: 
as one disiinguished in the republic of letters^ 
as well as the realm of politics, who assumedr 
the guidance of the public mind, and as the 
phrase runs, was h>oked up to. Mr^ Rigby: 
listened at first to the inquiries of •Coningsby, 
urged, as they ever were, with a modesty and 
deference which do not always characterize* 
juvenile investtgamm^, as if ^ningsby were 
speaking io him c»f the unknown tongues. Bui 
Mr* Rigby was not a man who ever confessed 
himself at fault. He caught up something of 
the subject as our young^ friedd proceeded, 
and- was perfectly prepared long before he had » 
finished to take the whole conversation into hia 
ow» hands. 

Mr. Righy began by ascribing every thing to 
\h4 reform bill, and then referred to several ot 
bis own speeches on schedule A. Then he tok^ 
Coningsby that want of. religions faith was 
solely occasioned by want of churches; an4 
want of loyalty, by Oieurge IV. having shut him<^ 
self up too much at the cottage in Windsor 
Park( entirely againsit the advice of Mr. Rigbyw 
He assured Coningsby that the church com* 
mission wasy operating wonders, and that with 
private benevolence, (he had himself subscribed' 
£1000, for Lord Monmouth) we should soon* 
have churches enough. The great qnesttoa 
now was their architecture. Had George IV. 
lived, all would have been right. They wnuhi 
have been built on the nsodel of the Buddhist pa- 
goda. As for loyalty, if the present king went 
regularly to Ascot races, he had no doubt all 
would go right. Finally, Mr. Rigby impress^ 
on Coningsby to read the Quarterly Review with 
great attention ; and to make himself master of 
Mr. Wordy*s History o( the late War in twenty 
volumes, a capital work, which .proved that 
Providence was on tl^e side of the* tories. 

Coningsby did not apply to Mr* Rigby again ; 
but worked on with his own mind, coming oAeik 
enough to sufficiently crude conclusions, and 
eAen very much perplexed and harassed. He 
tried occasionally his inferences on his com- 
panions, who were intelligent and full of fervour. 
Milihank -was more than this. He was of a 
very thoughtful mood ; had also some principle 
cai^t up from a new school, which were ma- 
terials for diacttssion. One way or other, how- 
ever, before he quitted Eton, there prevailed 
among this circle of friends, the initial idea 
doubtless emanating from Coningsby, an earnest^ 
though a rather vague, conviction that the pm- 
sent state of feeling in matters both civil and 
religious was not healthy ; that there must be 
substituted for this latitudinarianism, something 
sound and deep, fervent and well defined, and 
that the priests of this new faith must be found 
among the new generation ; so that when the 
bright-minded rider bf the << Daughter of the 
dtar" desoaated on the influence o£ inditidiudi 
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eteraiBter, of great <th6tif[;Vt9 and h^mG aedmt^, 
and the dmD« power of youth and gentus, he 
touched a string that was the very heart<chord 
of his companion, who listened with fascinated 
•BthBsiasm, as he introduced him to his gallery 
«if inspired models. 

' CoainKHby arrived at Beaumanoir at a season 
irken men can neither hunt nor shoot Great 
internal resources should be found in a country 
fontily under such circumstances. The duke 
»Qd duchess had returned from London only a 
ikwdays with their daugrltier, who had been pre* 
tented this year. They were all glad to find 
^mselves again in the country which they 
lovedt and which loved them. One of their 
8ons-in*law and his wife, and Henry Sydney, 
completed the party. 

• There arefe% conjunctures in life of a more 
startling interest, than to meot the pretcy Httie 
girl that we have gambolled with in our boy- 
hood, and to iind her changed in the lapse of a 
very few years, which in some instances may 
Bot have brought a corresponding alteration in 
our own appearance, into a beautiful woman. 
Something of this flitted overConingshy's mind, 
aa he bowed, a little agitated from his surprise, 
to Lady Theresa Sydney. All that he remem- 
hered had prepared him for beauty; but not 
for the degree or character of beauty that he 
aaet It was a rich, sweet face, with blue eyes 
and dark lashes, and a nose that we have no 
opithet to describe in English, but which 
eharmed in Roxalana. Her brown hair fell 
over her white and well-turned shoulders in 
long and luxuriant tresses. One has met some- 
iiing as briUtant and dainty in a medallion of 
•id Sevres, or amid the terraces and gardens of 
Waiteau. 

Perhaps Lady Theresa too might have wel* 
tomed him with more freedom had his appear^ 
anee also more accorded wi^ the image which 
lie had left behind. Coningsby was a boy then 
as we described him in our first chapter. 
Though only nineteen now, he had attained his 
foil stature, which was atSove the middle height, 
and time had fulfilled that promise of symmetry 
m his figure, and grace in his mien, then so 
largely intimated. Time too, which had not yet 
robbed his countenance of any of its physical 
beauty, had strongly developed the intellectual 
dl»arm by which it had ever been dtstingaished. 
As he bowed lowly before the dtiehess and her 
daughter, it would have been difiicalt to image 
a youth of a mien more prepossessing and a 
manner more finished. 

> A manner that was spontaneous; nature's 
fwrp gift, the reflex of his feeling. No artifice 
nrompted that profound and polished homage. 
Not one of these influences, the aggregate of 
whose sway produces, as they tell us, the fin* 
ishcd gentleman, had ever exercised its bene- 
ficent ppwer on our orphan, and not rarely for- 
lorn, Goningsbv. No clever and refined woman, 
with her quick perception, and nice criticism 
tlMit never ofiends our self>love, had ever given 
hin that edoeation that is more precious than 
universities. The mild suggestions of a sister, 
the gentle raillery of some ^ghiag cousin, are 
idso advantages not always appmeiated at the 
time, hut which boys, when they have become 
aaetj often tUttk o^imr mtit^mtitttdc, aad a Uttle 



remorse at the ttngrftclcms spMt Ifi Whfeh thejr 
were received. Not even the dancing*master 
had ailforded his mechanical aid to Conings- 
by, who, like all Eton boys of this generation, 
viewed that professor of accomplishments with 
frank repugnance. Bat even in the boisterous 
life of scho(»l, Coningsby, though his style was 
free and flowing, was always well-bred. His 
spirit recoiled from that gross familiarity that is 
the characteristic of modern manners, and which 
would destroy all forms and ceremonies merely 
because they curb and control their own coarse 
convenience and ill-disguised selfishness. To 
women however Coningsby instinctively bowed 
as to beings set apart for reverence and delieate 
treatment Little as his experience was of 
them, his spirit had been fed with chivalront 
fancies, and he entertained for them all the ideal 
devotion of a Surrey or a 8yd ney. Instructed, 
if not learned, as books and thought had already 
made him in men* he could not conceive thai 
there were any other women in the world than 
fair Geraldines and Countesses of Pembroke* 

There was not a country-house in England 
that had so completely the air of habitual resi- 
dence as Beaumanoir. It is a charming trait, 
and very rare. In many great mansions every 
thing is as stifi*, formal, and tedious, as if your 
host were a Spanish grandee in the days of the 
Inqaisition. No ease, no resources ; the pass- 
ing life seems a solemn spectacle in which yoa . 
play a part. How delightful was the morning- 
room at Beaunvanoir; firohi whioh gentlemen 
were not excluded with that assumed suspteioii 
that they can never enter it but for felonious 
purposes. Such a profusion of flowers ! doch 
a multitude of books ! Such a various 'ph>di- 
gality of writing roatefinlsl So many easy 
chairs too of so many shapes ; each in itself a 
comfortable home ; yet nothing crowded. -Wo-, 
man alone can organize a drawing-room ; msM 
succeeds sometimes in a library. ' And the 
ladies' work ! How graceful they look bending 
over their embroidery frames, consulting over 
the arrangement of a gr^fip, or the colour of a 
flower. The panniers and fanciful baskets over« 
flowing with variegated worsted, are gay and 
full of pleasure to the eye, and give an air of 
elegant business that is vivifying. Even the 
sight of employment interests. 

Then the-mornrng costume of English women 
is itself a beautiful woiic of art. At this period 
of the day, they can find no rivals in other 
climes. The brilliant complexions of the 
daughters of the north dazzle in daylight; the 
illumined saloon levels all distinctions. One 
should see them in their well-fashioned muslin 
dresses. What matrons, and what maidens! 
Full of graceful dignity, fresher than the mom ! 
And the married beauty in her little laoe cap. 
Ah, she is a coquette I A charming character 
at all times ; in a country-house an invaluabie 
one. 

A coquette is a befng who wishes to please; 
Amiable being! If you do not like her, you 
will have no difficulty in finding a female com* 
panion of a difierent mood. Alas! coquettes 
are but too rare. *Tis a career that requires 
great abilities, infinite pains, a gay and airy 
spirit 'Tis the coquette that provi&s all amuse- 
ment; an^pKits. the riding pkcty, plans the pie» 
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She fs the stirrisg elemeot amid the heavy eon- 
geries uf sooml atoms ; the soak of the house, 
the s^h of the banquet. Lei any bnis pass a very 
agreeable wee^, or it may be t«» days, uader 
gay Foof and analyze the cause of his satisfac- 
Moo, and one might safely make a gentle wager 
that his solution would preoeai hiia with a fro- 
lic phantom of a coqaette, 

<«U i$ impossible that Mr. Goningsby can 
remember me^" itaid a clear g^y voice; aad 
he looked rouad aad was greeted by a pair of 
^arkiiug eyes and 4he ^aye^t smile in the 
worM. 

It was Lady Ev<enagh«my the dake'a zaarried 
dvighter. / ^ 



CHAPTER in. 

*^Kx9foa walked here V said Lady Evering* 
ham to CoBittgsby, when the stir of ari-angiLg 
themselve8 a4 dinner had subsided. **Only 
think, papa, Mr. Coningt$by walked here! I 
>al80 am a great walker." 

*'I had heard madi of the forest,'' said Co- 
aini^sby. 

"' Which I am anre did not disappoint you," 
said the duke. 

. ** But foreal^ without adventures,'* said Lady 
£vering|iam,a little shr«&gging h«r pnetty should 
ders. . 

''Bat I had an ad venture," .said Goningsby; 
. **0b! tell it us l>y all meaos !" said the lady 
with great animation. ** Adventures are my 
.weakness. I have had more adventures than 
^aay one. Have I nol had, A«ga0iaa?'' she 
iKlded, addressing her husband. . 

*'Bot you make every thing out to be an ad* 
venture, Isabel," said Lord Everingham. **I 
dare say that Mr. ConiogAby's. was more sub- 
stantiai." And looking at oar yoong friend, he 
invited him to inform them. 
, **i met a mo^t extraordinary mtm," said Go- 
ningsby. 

** It should have been a heroine!" exclaimed 
Lady Everingham. 

. "Do yon know anybody in this neighbour- 
hood who rides the finest Arab in. the world 1" 
l»kfid Conitifgsby. •• She is eaUed the * Daughter 
of the 8tar/ aad was given to her rider by the 
i*a<iha of Egypt." 

••This is really an adveBtQi^," said Iiady 
Everinghaw, interested. 

"The • Daughter of the Star !' " said Lady The* 
resa, " What a pretty name ! Percy has a, 
iwrse called * Sqobeam/ " 

"A fine Arab, the finest in the World !" said 
the duke, who was very fond of horses. ** Who 
can it be 7" 

. * Can yon throw any light on this, Mr. Lyte ?" 
asked the duchess of a young man who sat next 
hef. 

He was a neighbour who had joined their 
dinner party. Eustace Lyle, a Homaa Catholic, 
aod the richest commoner ia the eounty ; for he 
lukd sacee'eded to a great eaiate early ia his mi- 
A«n<jF, which had o&ly this year teimiiwledf 



•«I t»rtaJBlHot»al Inibir tfad hnrse,^ aaidlilA 
Lyie; **hat if Mr. Ooftingsby would dosenhb thJt 
rider, perhap*—-" 

** He is a man something aader thirty,*' aaid 
Coningsby, " pale, with dark hair. We mat ol 
a sort of forest inn during a stoim. A moat 
singular man ! ' Indeed I never met any on^ 
who seemed to me so clever, or to say aaoh'r» 
markable things." 

** He must have been the spirit of the Btoaa^ 
said Lady E^eringhatn. 

^Charles Veroey has a great deal <tf dark, 
hair," said Lady Thei'esa. ** But then he ia ao^ 
thing but pale, and hi& eyes are blue.'^ 

**ABd certatiily he keeps his wonder^ things 
for your ear, Theresa," said her sister. I 

'*I wish that Mr. Goningsby would tall us 
some of the wonderful things h^ said," said ihe 
duchess smiling. 

, ** Take a glass of wine first with my mothell^ 
Goningsby," said Henry Sydney, who hsid jvai 
finished helping them all to fish. . .> 

Gnniagshy had too much tact to be en^af>ped 
into a long sibry. He already regretted Mt 
be had been betrayed into any allusion to 4he 
stranger. Hehad a wild fanciful notion that their 
meeting ought u* have been preserved as a sabred 
secret. But he had been impelled to refer to 
it in the first instance by the chance observaSiKMli 
of Lady Everiaghaoi; andhe had pursaed his ee^ 
mark from the hope that the conveosation tnighl 
have led to the discovery oC the unknDwn. 
Wheshe found- that his inquiry in this resipcoC 
wns unsuccessful, he was wtliing to tani the 
conversation. In reply to the duchess then, be 
generally desehhed the taHc of the straoger at 
full of lively anecdote and epigrammatic riewh 
of life; and gave them for example, a saiyhngof 
a very illustrious foreign prince, wfaioh was 
qniie new and pointed, and which Goniiigsby 
told wHl. This led to a new train of disoourst. 
The dake also knew this illustrious foreigt 
prince, and told another story of him ; and LMd 
Everinghain had played whist with this ithis- 
trions fureigii prince very often at the Trarel- 
lers', and this led to a third story; none of than 
too long. Then Lady Everingham came im 
again, and spaHcled very agreeably. She is^ 
deed sustained throughout dinner the principsil 
weight of- the conversation; but as she «skeil 
questions of every body, all seemed to cootn* 
bttte. Even the voice of Mr. LyIe, who "wan* 
rather bashful, was occasionally beard in repby. 
Goningsby, who had at first unintentioiudly 
taken a more leading part than he aBpired to, 
wouid have retired into the backgronnd for 'the 
rest of the dinner, but Lady Everingham oetiK 
tinually singled hint out for her questions, and 
as she sat opposite to him, he seemed the persoii 
to whom they were principally addressed. r 

At length the iadies rose to retire. A vtf 
great personage in a foreign, but not remotis, 
country, once mentioned to the writer of these 
pages, that he ascribed the superiority of the 
English in political life in their conduct of pab* 
lie bnsines^ and practical views of affairs, in h 
great measure to <*that little half hour" that 
separates after dinner, the dark from the (hir 
s%x;. The writer hambly submitted, that if Ifaik 
period of disjunction were strictly limited So ti 
*< little haif hour/' its Military .eonseqaeoioasliar 
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both sexes need not be' disfmted, but that' in 
Eagiand the Mlitde half hour'' was toe apt to 
swell into a {^m of far more awful character 
and duration. Lady Everingham was a dis- 
eiple of the ^ very little half hour" school ; for 
88 she gaily followed her mother* she said to 
Oontngsby, whose happy lot It was to usher 
-them from the apartment, 

**Pray, do not be too long at the board of 
guardians to-day." 

These were prophetic words. For no sooner 
^'were tiiey all again seated, than the duke filling 
t^. glass, and poshing the claret to Coningsby, 
observed: 

• **! suppose Lord Monmouth does not trouble 
himself much about the new poor law?" 

** Hardly," said Coningsby. **My grandfa- 
ther's frequent absence frdm Bngland, which 
his health I believe renders quite necessary, 
4epnve8 him of the advantage of personal ob- 
«eiyationon a subject, than which I can myself 
conceive none more deeply interesting." 

**i^ am^ glad to hear you say so," said the 
duke, ** and it does you great credit and Henry 
100, whose attention I observe is directed very 
much to these subjects. In my time, tbeyoung 
anen did not think so much of such things, and 
'we suffer conseqtiently. By the bye, Evertng- 
liam, you, who are a chairman of a board of 

faardians, can give me"" some information, 
upposing a case of outKilDor relief—^' 
. **1 coukl not suppose any thing so absurd," 
caid the son-in-iaw. * • 

"Well," rejoined the duke. **I know your 
Tiewa on thai subject, and it certainly is a ques- 
tiott fm, which there is a good deal to be said. 
But would you under any circumstances give 
relief out of the union even if the parish were 
Id save a considerable sum 1" 

«• I wish I knew the unien where such a sys- 
tem was followed," said Lord Everingbam ; and 
his grace seemed to tremble under his son-in- 
law's glance. 

The duke had a good heart, and not a bad 
-head. If he had not made in his youth so 
many Latin and English verses, he might have 
acquired considerable information^ foi^ he had a 
•natural love of letters, though his pack were the 
pride of England, his barrel seldom missed, and 
his fortune on the turf, where he never beitecl, 
■was a proverb. He was good> and he wished 
* to do good; bat his views were confused from 
want of knowledge ; and his conduct oAen in- 
consistent because a sense, of duty made him 
immediately active,-*and he often acquired in 
the consequent experience, a conviction exactly 
contrary to that which had prompted his ac- 
tivity. 

./ His grace had been a great patron and a 
zealous administrator of the new poor law. 
He had been persuaded that it would elevate 
the condition of the labouring class. His son- 
in-law. Lord Everingham, who was a whig, and 
a clear-headed, cold-blooded man, looked upon 
-tfie new poor law as another Magna Charta. 
Lord Everingham was completely master of the 
subject. He was himself the chairman of one 
of the most eonsidera1>1e unions in the kingdom. 
The duke, if he ever had a misgiving, had no 
chance in argument with his son-in-law. Lord 
£vefiingham overwhelmed him with quotations 



fivm ^mmissioliefs' roles, and sub-commis- 
sioners' reports, statistical tables, and references 
to dietaries. Sometimes with a strong case, the 
dake straggled to make a fight i but Lord Ever- 
ingham, when he was at fault for a reply, which 
was very rare, upbraided his father-in-law with 
the abuses of the old system, and frightened him 
with visions of rates, exceeding rentals. 

Qf late however a considerable change had 
taken place in the duke's feelings on this great 
question. His son Henry entertained strong 
opinions upon it, and had combated his father 
with all the fervour of a young votary* A vic- 
tory over his grace indeed was not very diAeuh. 
His natural impulse would have early enlisted 
him on the side, if not of opposition to the new 
system, at least of critical suspicion of its splnt 
and provisions. It was only the statistics and 
sharp acuteness of his son-in-law, that had in- 
deed ever kept him to his colours. Lord Henry 
would not listen to statistics, dietary tables, 
commissioners'- rules, sub-commissioners' re- 
ports. He went far higher than his father; far 
deeper than his brother-in-law. He represented 
to the duke that the order of the peasantry waa 
as ancient, legal, and recognized an order as the 
order of the nobility; that it had distinct rights 
and privileges though for centuries they had 
been invaded and violated, and permitted to fall 
into desuetude. He impressed upon the duke 
that the parochial constitution of this country 
was more important than its political constitu- 
tion; that it was more ancient, more universal 
in its influence; and that this parochial consti- 
tution had already been shaken to its centre by 
the new poor law. He assured his father that 
it would never be well for England until this 
order of th6 peasantry was restored to its pria- 
tine condition ; not merely in physical comfort, 
ibr that must vary according to the eeonomxeal 
circumstances of the time like that of ever^ 
class; but to its condition in all those morsd 
attributes, which make a recognized rank in a 
nation ; and which in a great degree, are inde- 
pendent of economics; mabners, customs, cere- 
monies, rights, and privileges. 

"Henry thinks/' said Lord Everingham, 
" that the people are to be fed by dancing round 
a May-pole." 

"But will the people be more fed because 
they do not dance round a May-pole?" urged 
Lord Henry. 

** Obsolete customs," said Lord Everinghadi. 

** And why should dancing round a May-pole 
be more obsolete than holding a Chapter of the 
Garterl" asked Lord Henry. 

The duke, who was a blue ribbon, felt this a 
home thrust. "I must say," said his grace» 
"that I for one deeply regret that our popular 
customs have been permitted to fall so into 
desuetude." "^H^S^ 

^^The spirit of the age is against such thingsi*** 
said Lord Everingham. 

"And what is the spirit of the age!" asked 
Coningsby. 

" The spirit of utility," said, Lord Evering- 
ham. — 1^ 

" And you think then that ceremony r& not 
usefull" urged Coningsby, mildly. 

'* It depends upon circumstances/^said Lord 
Evcaifigham. "There are some cerempnieSj 
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BO doubt, that afe veiy propef, atid of course 
very useful. Bnt the best thin g we can , do for 
Jheja bonripg Cla sses is lo prov'icjfe tnei 
work. 
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"But ^hat do you mean by the labouring 
classes, fiveringhaniT" asked Lord Henry. 
''Lawyers are a labonriog' class for instance, 
arid, by the bye, suflScienily provided with work. 
But would you approve uf Westminster Hail 
beinj;^ denuded of all its ^eremoniesV 

<*And the long vacation being abolished V 
added Contngsby. 

** Theresa brings me terrible accounts of the 
safl^ngs of the poor about as/' said the duke, 
thaking bis head, 

** Women think every thing to be suffering!" 
said Lord Everingham. 

"How do you find them about you, Mr. LyleV* 
continued the duke. 

"I have revived the monastic customs at 
St Genevieve," said the young man, blushing 
very much. "There is an almsgiving twice a 
week." 

"I am sure I wish I could see the labouring 
QJasses happy," said the duke. 

V" Oh ! pray do not use, my dear father, that 
phrase, the labouring classes!" said Lord Henry. 
" What do you think, Coningsby, ihe other day 
ve had a meeting in this neighbourhood to vote 
an agricultural petition that was to comprise all 
classes. I went with my father, and I was 
made chairman of the committee to draw up the 
petition. Of course I described it as the peti- 
tion of the nobility, clergy, gentry, yeoman rv, 

and peasantry of the county of ; and could 

you believe it, they struck out peasantry ^s.^ 
word no longer used, and inserted labourers J^ 

" What can it signify," said Lord Evering- 
bam, '* whether a man be called a labourer or a 
peasant !" 

"And what can it signify,"^aid hisbroiher- 
ia-law, " whether a man be called Mr. Howard 
or Lord Everingham !" 

. They were the most affectionate family under 
this roof of Beaumanoir, and of ail members 
of it Lord Henry the sweetest tempered, and 
yet it was astonishing what sharp skirmishes 
every day arose between him and his brother- 
in-law during "that little half hour," that forms 
so happily the-political character of the nation. 
The duke, who from experience felt that a gue- 
rilla movement was impending, asked his guests 
whether they would take any more claret; and 
on their signifying their dissent, moved an ad- 
journment to the ladies. / 

They joined the ladies in the music room. 
Coningsby, not experienced in feminine society, 
ftnd who found a little difficulty from want of 
practice in maintaining conversation, though he 
was very desirous of succeeding, was delighted 
vith Lady Everingham, who instead of requir- 
ing to be amused, amused him ; and suggested 
so many subjects, and glanced at so many topics, 
that there never was that cold awkward pause 
so common with sullen-spirits and bar yen brgiy s. 
Lady Everingham thoroughly understood the art 
of conversation, which indeed consists of the 
exercise of two fine qualities. You must origi- 
uste, and you must sympathize; you must pos- 
«6w,.at tha same jime, the habit of communi- 



cfttihg, and tfie habit tof listetifiig. The union is 
rather rare, but irresistible. 

Lady Bveripgham wa^ not a celebrated 
beauty, but she was something infinitely more 
delightf\il — a captivating woman. There were 
combined in her qualities not commonly met 
together, great vivacity of mind with great grace 
of manner. Her words sparkled and her move* 
ments charmed. There was, indeed, in all she 
said and did that congruitythatindicaltes aeom* 
plete and harmonious organization. It was the 
same just proportiou which characterized her 
form I a shape slight and undulating with gfaoe; 
the most beautifully shaped ear ; a small, soil 
hand; a foot that would hare fitted the glasi 
slipper; and which, -by the bye, ahe lost no op« 
portunity of displaying. 

Then there was music Lady Theresa sirag 
like a seraph : a rich voice, a ^rand style. And 
her sister could support her with grdce and 
sweetness. And they did not sing too much. 
The duke took 4ip a review, and look^ 4it Rig* 
by*s last slashing article. The country seemed 
mined, but it appeared that the whigs were stilt 
worse off than the tories. The assassins had 
committed suicide. This poetical jus'tice is. 
pleasing. Lord Everingham, lounging in an 
easy chair, perused with great satisfaction his , 
Morning Chronicle, which contained a cuUini^ 
reply to Mr. Rigby*s article, not quite so'^'slash* 
ing" as the right honourable soribe's manifeato, 
but with some searching mockery, that became 
the tobject and the subject-monger. 

Mr. Lyle seated himself by the duchess, and 
encouraged by her amenity, and speaking in 
whii^pers, became animated and agreeable, oc- 
casionally patting the lap-dog. Coningsby stood 
by the singers, or talked with them when this 
music had ceased; and Henry Sydney looked 
over a volume of 8trutt*s Sports and Pastimes, ^ 
occasionally, witheut taking his eyes off ^e 
volume, catling the attention of his friends to 
his discoveries. 

Mr. Lyle rose to depart, for he had some 
miles to return; he came forward with some 
hesitation to hope that Coningsby would visit 
his bloodhounds, which Lord Henry had told 
him that Coningsby had expressed a wish to do; 
Lady Everingham remarked that she had not 
be^n at St. Genevieve since she was a girl, and 
it appeared Lady Theresa had never visited it; 
Lady Everingham proposed that they should all 
ride over on the morrow, and she appealed to 
her husband for his approbation, instantly given; 
for thaifgh she loved admiration, and he appa- 
rently was an iceberg, they were really devoted 
to each other. Then there was a consulitatiun 
as to their arrangements. The duchess would 
drive over in her pony chaise with Theresa* 
The duke as usual had affairs that would occupy 
him. The rest were to ride. It was a happy 
suggestion, all anticipated pleasure; and the 
evening terminated with the prospect of what ' 
Lady Everinghani called an adventure.- 

The ladies themselves soon withdrew; the 
gentlemen lingered for a while; the duke took 
up his candle, and bid his guests good night; 
Lord Everingham drank a glass of Seltzer 
water, nodded and vanished. Lord Henry and 
his friend sate up talking over the past. They 
were too young to call them old times ; and yet 
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whai'n life -nfeemetl to bii¥«'tofa|)9cd Ittnee they 
, had qoitted Eton, dear old £(o«! Th«ir boyvsl^ 
fedings, and still latent boyish eharadter, deve- 
loped with their reminiifoeoeea'. 

** Do you remember Bticknall 1 Which Buck- 
ftftU? The eldest : I siaw him the , othec day at 
Nottingham ; he is in the Rifles. Bo. yoQ re* 
Hiemher that day at Striy Hail, that Paulet had 
that row with Dickinson 1 Did y^u like Dickin* 
son! Ham! Paalet was a good feliow. I tell 
]Poa who was a good fetioWt-^Paulefs little coo- 
aiiu What ! Augustas Le Grange.^ Oht I liked 
Aagnsttis Le Orange* I wonder where B«ck- 
imrst is. I had a letter from him the other day. 
He has goae with his ancle to Paris. We shall 
find him al Oamhrtdge in October, I s appose 
yba know Millbank has gone to Oriel. Has he 
thcn^h ! I wot^er who will have our room at 
Cookesley*8— Cookesley was a good felk^wl Ob, 
. tepital ! How well he behaved when there was 
that row about our goitig out with the hounds ! 
Bo you remember Vere's faoe? It makes me 
laugh now when I think of it. I teM you who 
Iras a good feliow. Kangaroo Grey; I liked him^ 
I dbnH know any fellow who sang' a better 
■ong!" 

**By the bye/' said Ck>BittgSby, "what sort 
of fellow is Eustace Lylel I rather liked his 
look.'' 

«* Oh ! I Will tell you all about him " said Lord 

Henry. '<He is a great ally of mine, and I 

think you will like him very much. It is a 

Roman Catholic family, about the oldeal we 

hare in the country, and the wealthiest You 

lee, Lyle's father was the most violent ultra 

whig, and so were all Bastace's guardians; 

hut the moment he eam^ of age, he announced 

that he shonld not mix htmse^ up with either 

l»f the parties in the county, and that his te- 

pnmiry might act exactly as they thought fit 

My fhther thinks of course ihai Lyle is a con- 

•enrative, and that he only waits the oecasion 

to come forward, but he is quite .wrong* I know 

2i^ wi&il, and he speaks to me without disguise. 

fitoxk see 'tis an old cavalier family, and L^le 

^has all the opinions aitd feelings of his race. 

y^ !He will not ally himself with anti-monarchists, 

V aild democrats, and infidels, and sectarians; at 

(the same time whysho^tld he support a party 

I Who pretend to oppose these, but who never lose 

an opportunity of insulting his xieligion, and 

tronld deprive him, if possible, of the advaui* 

tag^s of the very insti tuitions which his family 

) pseisted in establish tngi" 

. ** Why indeed 1 I am glad to have ipaade his 

iM>qttaintance," said Oonipgsby; "is he clever T' 

"I think so," said I^ord Henry. "He is the 
tnost shy fellow, especially among women, that 
1 ever knew, but he is very popular ia the 
eoonty. He does an amazing deal of good, 
and is one of the best riders we have. My 
father says the very best; bold, but so very 
obtain." 

"He is older than we arel" 

* My senior by a year; he is just of age." 
^ " Oh, ah ! twenty-one. A year younger than 
Oaston de Foix when he won Ravenna, and 
four years younger than John of Austria when 
he won Lepanto," observcMl Goningsby, mus- 
ingly. " I vote we go to bed, Qhi feUow !" 
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Jjf ^, valley, not far from the margin of a beaa« 
tiful river, raised oh a loAy and artificial terrace 
at the base-of a range of wooded beig hts» was a 
pile of modern buildings iu the finest style of 
Chrisdati architecture. It was of great extent 
and richly decorated. Built of a white and glit* 
teriag stone, it sparkled with its pinnacles in the 
sunshine as it rose in strong relief against its 
verdant back-grouiid. The winding valley which 
was studded, but not too closely studdedi with 
clumps of treesi formed for a great extent on. 
either side of the laansion s^ grassy demesne^ 
which was called the Lower Park;, but it was tk 
tegiou hearing the name of the Upper Park that 
was the peculiar and most picturesque featara 
of thij splendid residence, llhe wooded heights 
that formed the valley, were noU as they firs| 
appeared, a range of hills. Their crest wjls oxdy 
the abrupt termination of a vast and inclosed 
table-land, abounding in all the qualities of (be 
ancient chase; tiirf and trees, a wilderness of 
underwood, and a vast <;pread of gor&e and ferU' 
The deer, that abounded, lived here in a worl^ 
as savage as themselves: trooping down in tbit 
evening to the river. Some of iliem indeed were 
ever In sight of those who were in the valley^ 
and you might often observe various groups 
flustered on the green heights above the man- 
sion, the effect of which was most inspiritinf^ 
and i^raceful. Sometimes in the twilight, a soli^ 
tary form, nias^nified by the illusive hour, might 
be seen standing on the brink of the steep, large 
and black against the clear sky. 

We have endeavoured slightly to sketch % 
Genevidve, as it appeared to our friends a^ 
Beaumanoir, winding into the valley the day 
aAer Mr. Lyle had dined with them. The val- 
ley opened for about half-a-mile opposite the 
mansion, which gave to the dwellers in it ^ 
view over an extensive and richly cultivated 
country. It was through this district that the 

5 any from Beaumanoir had pursued their way. 
^he first glance at the building, its striking 
situation, its beautiful form, its brilliatit colour, 
its great extent, a gathering as it seemed of gal- 
leries, halls, and chapels, muUioned windows, 
portals of clustered columns, and groups of airy 
pinnacles and fret-work spires, called forth a 
general cry of wonder and praise. 

The ride from Beaumanoir had been delight- 
ful; the breath of summer in every breeze, the 
light of summer on every tree. The gay laugh 
of Lady Everingham rang fre^^uently in the 
air; often were her sunny eyes directed to Co- 
ningsby, as she callM his attention to some fair 
object, or some pretty effect. She played the 
hostess of nature, and introduced him to ail ths 
beauties. 

Mr. Lyle had recognized them. He cantered 
forward with greetings on a fat little fawn- 
coloured pony, with a long white mane and 
white flowing tail, and the wickedest eye in the 
world. He rode by the side of the daehes9» and 
indicated their gently-descending route. 

They arrived, and the * peacocks, who were 
sunning themselves -on the turrets, expanded 
their plumage to welcome them. 

"I can remember the old house," said Uie 
Idacheas, as she took Mr.Lyle's arm; ^'and I 
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am happy to see the new one. The cli}]re had 
^retpared me for much beauty^bat the reality 
exceeds his report." 

They entered by a short corridor into a 
iarge hall. They won!d have stopped to ad- 
mire its rich roof, its gallery and screen ; but 
their host suggested that they shoald refresh 
themselves after their ride, and they followed 
him through several apartments into a spa- 
cious chamber, its oaken panels covered with a 
series of most interesting pictures, represent- 
ing the siege of Genevieve, by the Parliament 
'^ fbrces in 1643: the various assaults and sal- 
fies, and the final discomfitare of the rebels. 
la all thesd, figured a brave and graceful Sir 
Eustace Lyie, in cuirass and bufif-jerkin, with 
gleaming sword and flowing plame. The sight 
of these pictures was ever a source of great 
excitement to Henry Sydney, who always la- 
ioented his ill-luck in not living in such days ; 
nay, would insist that all others must equally 
deplore their evil destiny. 

" See, Coningsby, this Jt>attery on the upper 
park," said Lord Henry. '* This did the busi- 
ness: how it rakes up the valley! Sir Eustace 
works it himself Mother, what a pity that 
Beaumanoir was not besieged !" 

**It may be " said Coningsby. 
. **I always fancy a siege must be so very inte- 
resting," said Lady Everingham. **It must be so 
exciting." 

^I hope the next siege may be at Beau- 
ttianoir, instead of St. Genevidve," said Lyle, 
, laughing, ** as Henry Sydney has such a mili- 
tary predisposition. Duchess, you said the 
other day that you liked Malvoisie, and here is 
some." 

** Now iNToaeli ma a cask of Malvoifie^ 
Bring pasij of ttie doe )* * 

said the duchess. ''That has been my lunch- 
eon." 

**A poetic repast," said Lady Theresa. 

" Their breeds of sheep must have been very 
inferior in old days," said Lord Everingham, 
'^as they made sach a noise about their veni- 
son. For my part, I consider it a thing as 
much gone by as tilts and toornaments." 

"I am very sorry that they have gone by," 
said Lady Theresa. 

''Everything has gone by that is beautiful," 
said Lord Henry. 

. "Life is much easier," said Lord Evering- 
ham. 

"Life easy!" said Lord Henry. "Life ap- 
pears to me to be a fierce struggle." 

" Manners are easy," said Coningsby, " and 
Kfe is hard." 

"And I wish to see things exactly the re- 
verse," said Lord Henry. "The means and 
modes of subsistence less difficult; the conduct 
of life more ceremonious." 

I* Civilization has no time for ceremony," 
said Lord Everingham. 

"How very sententious you all are," said his 
wife. ** I want to see the hall, and many other 
things." And they all rose. 

There were indeed many other things to see: 
t long gallery, rich in ancestral portraits, speci- 
mens of art and costume from Holbein to Law- 
lenee; courtiers of the Tudors, and cavaliers 
4 



of the Stuarts, terminating in red-coated squires 
fresh from the field, and gentlemen buttoned up 
in black coats, and sitting in library chairs with 
their backs to a crimson curtain. Woman, 
however, is always charming; and the present 
generation, may view their mothers, painted by 
Lawrence, as if they were patronesses of Al- 
macks, or their grandmothers, by Reynolds, as 
Robinettas caressing birds, with as much de-: 
light as they gaze on the dewy-eyed matrons of 
Lely, and the proud bearing of the heroines of 
Vandyke. But what interested them more than 
the gallery, or the rich saloons, or even the ha* 
ronial halU was the chapel, in which art had ex- 
hausted all its invention, and wealth ofiered all 
its resources. The walls and vaulted roofs 
entirely painted in encaustic by the first artists 
of Germany, and representing the principal 
events of the second Testament, the splendour 
of the mosaic pavement, the richness of the 
painted windows, the snmptuousness of the al-r * 
tar, crowned by a master-piece of Carlo Dolce, 
and surrounded by a silver rail, the tone of rich 
and solemn light that pervaded all, and blended 
all the various sources of beauty into one ab- 
sorbing and harmonious whole; all combined 
to produce an effect that stilled them into a 
silence that lasted for some minutes, until the 
ladies breathed their feelings in an almost in- 
articulate murmur of reverence and admira- 
tion ; while a tear stole to the eye of the enthu- 
siastic Henry Sydney. 

Leaving the chapel they sauntered through 
the gardens, until arriving at their limit, they 
were met by the prettiest sight in the world ; a 
group of little pony chairs, each drawn by a lit- 
tle fat fawn-coloured pony, like the one tha^Mr, 
Lyle had been riding. Lord Henry drove his 
mother; Lord Everingham Lady Theresa; Lady 
Everingham was attended by Coningsby. Their 
host cantered by the duchess'^s side, and along 
winding roads of very easy ascent, leading 
through the most beautiful woods, and offering 
the most charming landscapes, they reached in 
due time the Upper Park. 

" One sees our host to very great advantage 
in bis own house," said Lady Everingham. 
" He is scarcely the same person. I have not 
observed him once blush. He speaks and moves 
with ease. It is a pity that he is not more 
graceful. Above all things I like a graceful 
man." 

" That chapel," said Coningsby, '^ was a fine 
thing." 

" Very," said Lady Everingham. " Did you 
observe the picture over the altar; the Virgin 
with blue eyes 1 I never observed blue eyes 
before in such a picture. What is your favour- 
ite colour for eyes 1" 

Coningsby felt embarrassed; he said some- 
thing rather pointless about admiring every 
thing that is beautiful. 

« But every one has a favourite style ; I want 
to know yours. Regular features— do you like 
regular features! Or is it expression that 
pleases you V* 

" Expression ; I think I like expression. Ex* 
pression must be always delightful." 

" Do you dance 1" 

^ No, I am no great dancer. I fear I have 



» 



CONmO^BT. 



very few accomplishments. I am veiy fond of 
fencing." 

**I don't fence," said Lady Everingham, with 
a smile. ** Bat I think yoa are right not to 
dance. It is not in yonr way. You are very 
ambitions, I believe 1" she added. 

**I was not aware of it; every body is ambi- 
tious." 

** You see I know something of yonr charac- 
ter. Hepry has spoken of yon to me a great 
deal $ long before we met — met again I should 
say, for we are very old friends, remember. Do 
you know ypur career very much interests me? 
I like ambitious men." 

There is son^thing very fascinating in the 
first idea that your career interiests a charming 
woman.. Coningsbyfelt that he was perhaps 
driving a Madame de Longueville. A woman 
who likes ambitious men must be no ordinary 
character; clearly a sort of heroine. At this 
moment they reached the Upper Park, and the 
novel landscape changed the current of their 
remarks. 

Par as the eye could reach there «pread before 
them a savage sylvan scene. It wanted per- 
haps undulation of surface,, but that deficiency 
was greatly compensated by the multitude and 
prodigious size of the trees; they were the 
largest indeed that could be well met with in 
England, and there is no part of Europe where 
the timber is so huge. The broad interminable 
glades, the vast avenues, the quantity of deer 
browsing or bounding in all directions, the 
thickets of yellow gorse and green fern, and the 
breeze that even in the stillness of summer was 
ever playing over this table land, all produced 
an animated and renovating scene. Itwas'like 
suddenly visiting another country, living among 
other manners, and breathing another air. 
' They stopped for a ftw minotes at a pavilion 
built for tiie purposes of the chase, and then 
returned, all gratified by this visit to what ap- 
peared to be the higher regions of the earth. 

As they approached the brow of the hill, that 
hung over St. Crenevi6ve, they heard the great 
bell sound. 

«* What is that 1" asked the duchess. 

" It is almsgiving day," replied Mr. Lyle, look- 
ing a little embarrassed, and for the first time 
blashing. "The people of the parishes with 
which I am connected come to St. Oenevidve 
twice a week at this hour." 

** And what is your system?" inquired Lord 
Everingham, who had stopped, interested by the 
scene. " What check have youl" 

"The rectors of the different parishes grant 
certificates to those who in their belief merit 
bounty according to the rules which I have 
established. These again are visited by my 
Almoner, who countersigns the certificate, and 
then they, present it at the postern-gate. The 
certificate explains the nature of their necessi- 
ties, and my steward acts on his discretion." 

" Mamma, I see them " exclaimed Lady The- 
. resa. 

"Perhaps your grace may think that they 
might be relieved without all this ceremony," 
said Mr. Lyle, extremely confused. " But I agree 
with Henry and Mr, Coningsby that ceremony 
is not, as too commonly supposed, an idle form. 
I wish the people constantly and visibly to com- 



prehend that property is their protector and llieir 
friend." 

" My reason is with you, Mr. Lyle " said the 
duchess, " as well as my heart." 

They came along the valley, a procession of 
nature, whose groups an artist might have stu- 
died. The old man, who loved the pilgrimage 
too much to avail himself of the privilege of a 
substitute accorded to his gray hairs. He came 
in person with his grandchild' and his stafiT. 
There also came the widow with her child at 
the breast, and others clinging to her form; 
some sorrowful faces, and some pale ; many a 
serious one ; and now and then a frolic glance ; 
many a dame in her red cloak, and many a 
maiden with her light basket, curly-headed ur- 
chins with demure looks, and sometimes a 
stalwart form bamed for a time of the labour 
which he desired. But not a heart there that did 
not bless the bell that sounded from the tower 
of St. Genevidve ! 



CHAPTER V. 

" Mt fathers perilled their blood and fortunes 
for the cause of the sovereignty and Church of 
England," said Lyle to Coningsby, as they were* 
lying stretched out on the sunny turf in the 
park of Beaumanoir, " and I inherit their pas- 
sionate convictions. They were Catholics as 
their descendant No doubt they would have 
been glad to see their ancient faith predominant 
in their ancient land; but they bowed, as I bow, 
to an adverse and apparently irrevocable decree." 
But if we could not have the church of our 
fathers, we honoured and respected the church 
of their children. It vas at least a church; a. 
"Catholic and apostolic church," as it daily 
declares itself. Besides, it was our friend.— 
When we were persecuted by Puritanic Par- 
liaments, it was the sovereign and the Church; 
of England that interposed, with the certainty 
of creating against themselves odium and mis- 
trust, to shield us from the dark and relentless, 
bigotry of Calvinism." 

" I believe," said Coningsby, " that if Charles, 
I. had hanged all the Catholic priests that Par- 
liament petitioned him to execute, he would 
never have lost his crown." 

" You were mentioning my father," continued. 
Lyle* " He certainly was a whig. Galled by 
political exclusion, he connected himself with 
that party in the state, which began to intimate 
emancipation. After all, they did not emanci- 
pate us. It was the fall of the Papacy in Eng- 
land that founded the whig aristocracy; a fact 
that must always lie at the bottom of their 
hearts ; and I assure you does of mine." 

"I gathered at an early age," continued Lyle, 
"that it was. expected that I was to inherit my. 
father's political connections with the family 
estates. Under ordinary circumstances this 
would probably have occurred. In times that 
did not force one to ponder, it is not likely I 
should have recoiled from uniting myself witb^ 
a party formed of the best families in England, 
and ever famous for accomplished men and 
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charming women. But I enter life in the midst 
of a convulsion in which the very principles ot 
our political and social systems are called in 
question. I cannot unite myself with the party 
of destruction. It is an operative cause alien 
to my being. What then offers itself! The 
duke talks to me of conservative principles ; bat 
he does not inform me what they are. I ob- 
serve indeed a party in the state whose rule it 
is to consent to no change, until it is clamor- 
ously called for» and then instantly to yield; but 
those are concessionary, not conservative prin- 
ciples. This party treats institutions as we do 
our pheasants, they preserve only to destroy 
them. But is there a statesman among these 
conservatives who offers us a dogma for a 
guide, or defines any great political truth which 
we should aspire to establish? It seems to me a 
barren thing — this conservativism — an unhappy 
cross-breed, the mule of politics that engenders 
nothing. What do you think of all this, Conings- 
byl I assure you I feel confused, perplexed, 
harassed. I know I have public duties to per- 
form; I am in fact every day of my life solicited 
by all parties to throw the weight of my influ- 
ence in one scale or another; but I am paralyzed. 
I often wish I had no position in the country. 
The sense of its responsibility depresses me ; 
makes me miserable. I speak to you without 
reserve; with a frankness which our short 
acquaintance scarcely authorizes; but Henry 
Sydney has talked of you so often to me, and I 
have so long wished to know you, that I open 
my heart without restraint." 

"My dear fellow," said Coningsby, "you 
have but described my feelings when you de- 

Sictured your own. My mind on these subjects 
as long been a chaos. I float in a sea of trou- 
bles, and should long ago have been wrecked 
had I not been sustained by a profound, how- 
ever vague, conviction, that there are still great 
troths, if we could but work them out; that 
government for instance should be loved and 
not hated, and that religion should be a faith 
and not a form." 

The moral influence of residence furnishes 
some of the most interesting traits of our na- 
tional manners. The presence of this power 
was very apparent throughout the district that 
surrodnded Beaumanoir. The ladies of that 
house were deeply sensible of the responsibility 
of their position; thoroughly comprehending 
their duties, they fulfilled them without affecta- 
tion, with earnestness, and with that effect which 
springs from a knowledge of the subject. The 
consequences Were visible in the superior tone 
of the peasantry to that which we too often wit- 
ness. The ancient feudal feeling that lingers 
m these sequestered haunts, is an instrument 
which, when skilfully wielded, may be produc- 
tive of vast social benefit. The duke understood 
this well; and his family had imbibed all his 
views and seconded them. Lady Everingham, 
once more in the scene of her past life, resumed 
the exercise of gentle oflices, as if she had never 
ceased to be a daughter of the house, and as if 
^ another domainr had not its claims upon her so- 
licitude. Coningsby was often the companion 
of herself and her sister in their pilgrimages of 
charity and kindness. He admired the grace- 
ful energy and thorough acquaintance with de- 



tails, with which Lady Everingham superin- 
tended schools, organized societies of relief, 
and the discrimination which she brought to 
bear upon individual cases of suffering or mis- 
fortune. He was deeply interested as he watched 
the magic of her manner, as she melted the 
obdurate, inspired the slothful, consoled the 
afl^icted, and animated with her smiles and 
ready phrase, the energetic and the dutiful. 
Nor on these occasions was Lady Theresa 
.<een under less favourable auspices. Without 
the vivacity of her sister, there was in her de- 
meanour a sweet seriousness of purpose that 
was most winning; and sometimes a burst of 
energy, a trait of decision, which strikingly 
contrasted with the somewhat over-controlled 
character of her life in drawing-rooms. 

In the society of these engaging companions, 
time for Coningsby glided away in a course 
which he sometimes wished nothing might dis- 
turb. Apart from them, he frequently felt him- 
self pensive and vaguely disquieted. Even the 
society of Henry Sydney, or Eustace Lyle, 
much as under ordinary circumstances they 
would have been adapted to his mood, did not 
compensate for the absence of that indefinite, 
that novel, that strange, yet sweet excitement, 
which he felt, he- knew not exactly how or why, 
stealing over his senses. Sometimes the counte- 
nance of Theresa Sydney fiitted over his mus- 
ing vi!5ion; sometimes the^erry voice of Lady 
Everingham haunted his ear. But to be their 
companion in ride or ramble; to avoid anjr 
arrangement which for many hours should de- 
prive him of their presence ; was every day with 
Coningsby a principal object. 

One day he had been out rabbit-shooting 
with Lyleand Henry Sydney, and returned with 
them late to Beaumanoir to dinner. He had not 
enjoyed his sport, and h^ had not shot at all welL 
He had been dreamy, silent, hadideeply felt the 
want of Lady Everingham*s ponversation, that 
was ever so poignant and so interestingly per- 
sonal to himself; one of the secrets of her sway, 
though Coningsby was not then quite conscious 
of iL Talk to a man about himself, and he is; 
generally captivated. That is the real way to 
win him. The only difference between men, 
and women in this respect is, that most women 
are vain, and some men are not. There are 
some men who have no self-love; but if they 
have, female vanity is but a trifling and airy 
passion compared with the vast voracity of 
appetite which in the sterner sex can swallow 
any thing, and always crave for more. 

When Coningsby entered the drawing-room, 
there seemed a somewhat unusual bustle in the 
room, but as the twilight had descended, it was 
at first rather difficult to distinguish who was 
present He soon perceived that there were 
strangers. A gentleman of distinguished mien 
was before a sofa on which the duchess and 
I^ady Everingham were seated, and discoursing 
with some' volubility. His phrases seemed to 
command attention ; his audience had an ani- 
mated glance, eyes sparkling with intelligence 
and interest; not a word was disregarded. Co- 
ningsby did not advance as was his custom; he 
had a sort of instinct, that the stranger was dis- 
coursing of matters of which he knew nothing* 
He turned to a table, he took up a book, which 
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be began to read npside downwards. A hand 
was light]7 placed on his shoulder. He looked 
tound ; it was another stranger* who said, how- 
ever, in a tone of familiar friendliness: 

^How do you do, ConingsbyT' 

It was a young man about four-and-twenty 
years of age, very tall, very good looking. Old 
recollections, his intimate greeting, a strong 
family likeness, helped Goningsby to conjecture 
correctly who was the person who addressed 
him. It was, indeed,* the eldest son of the duke, 
the Marquess of Beaumanoir, who had arrived 
nt his father's unexpectedly with his friend, Mr. 
Melton, on their way to the north. 

Mr. Melton was a gentleman of the highest 
fashion, and a very great favourite in society. 
He was about thirty, extremely good looking, 
with an air that commanded attention, and 
manners, though facile, very finished. He was 
Irery communicative, though calm, and without 
being witty, had at his service a turn of phrase, 
acquired by practice and success, which was, 
or which always seemed to be, poignant The 
ladies seemed especially to be delighted at his 
arrival. He knew every thing of everv body 
they cared about; and Goningsby list&ed in 
silence to names which for the first time reached 
his ears, but which seemed to excite great 
interest Mr. Melton frequently addressed his 
most lively observations and his most sparkling 
anecdotes to Lady £ veringham, who evidently 
irelished all that he said, and returned him in 
kind. 

Throughout the dinner Lady Bveringham 
and Mr. Melton maintained what appeared a 
most entertaining conversation, principally 
about things and persons which did not in any 
way interest our hero; who, however, had the 
satisfaction of hearing L|dy £ veringham in the 
'drawing-room say in a careless tone to the 
. duchess : 

<*I am so glad, mamma, that Mr. Melton has 
tome ; we wanted some amusement." 

What a confession ! What a revelation to 
Goningsby of his infinite insignificance ! Go- 
ningsby entertained a great aversion for Mr. 
Melton, but felt his spirit unequal to the social 
contest The genius of the untutored inex- 
perienced youth quailed before that of the long 
practised, skilful, man of the world. What 
was the magic of this man? What was the 
secret of this case, that nothing could disturb, 
and yet was never deficient in deference and 
good taste? And then his dress, it seemed 
fashioned by some unearthly artist ; yet it was 
impossible to detect the unobtrusive causes of 
the general effect that was irresistible. Go- 
ningsby's coat was made by Stultz; almost 
every fellow in the sixth form had his coats 
made by Stultz; yet Goningsby fancied that 
his own garment looked as if it had been fur- 
nished by some rustic slopseller. He began to 
wonder where Mr. Mekon got his boots from, 
and* glanced at his own, which though made 
in 8t James' Street seemed to him to have a 
cloddish air. 

Lady Everingham was determined that Mr. 
Melton should see Beaumanoir to the greatest 
advantage. Mr. Melton had never been there 
before, except at Ghristmas with the house full 
of risitors and fictitious gaiety. Ifow he was 



to see the country. Accordingly, there were 
long rides every day, which Lady Everingham 
called expeditions, and which generally pro- 
duced some slight incident which she stylea an' 
adventure. She was very kind to Goningsby, 
but had no time to indulge in the lengthened 
conversations which he had previously found so 
magical. Mr. Melton was always on the scene, 
the monopolizing hero, it would seem, of every 
thought, and phrase and plan. Goningsby be- 
gan to think that Beaumanoir was not so de- 
lightful a place as he had imagined. He begaa 
to think that he had stayed there perhaps too 
long. • He had received a letter from Mr. Rigby 
to inform him that he was expected at Go- 
ningsby Gastle at the beginning of September^ 
to meet Lord Monmouth who had returned to 
England, and for grave and special reaspns was 
about to reside at his chief seat, which he had 
not visited for many years. Goningsby had 
intended to have remained at Beaumanoir until 
that time; but suddenly it occurred to him, 
that the age of ruins was past, and that he 
ought to seize the opportunity of visiting Man* 
Chester, which was in the same county as the 
castle of his grandfather. So difficult is it to 
speculate upon events! Muse as we may, we 
are the creatures of circumstances; and the 
unexpected arrival of a London dandy at the 
country seat of an English nobleman sent this 
representative of the New Generation, fresh 
from Eton, nursed in prejudices, yet with a 
mind predisposed to inquiry and prone to medi- 
tation, to a scene apt to' stimulate both intellect- 
ual processes; which demanded investigation 
and induced thought — the great xbvbopolis or 
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CHAPTER L 

A 6RKAT city, whose image dwells in the 
memory of man, is the type of some great idea, 
Rome represents conquest; faith hovers over 
the towers of Jerusalem; and Athens embodies 
the pre-eminent quality of the antique world — 
art.. 

In modem ages, commerce has created Lon* 
don; while manners, in the most comprehensive 
sense of the word, have long found a supreme 
capital in the airy and bright-minded city of the 
Seine. 

What art was to the ancient world, science 
is to the modem: the distinctive faculty. In 
the minds of fnen the useful has succeeded to 
the beautiful. Instead of the city of the Violet 
Grown, a Lancashire village ha& expanded into 
a mighty region of factories and warehouses. 
Yet rightly understood, Manchester is as great 
a human exploit as Athens. 

The inhabitants, indeed, are not as impressed 
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wkh their idiosyncrasy as the cotrntrymen, of 
J*ericles. and Phidias. They do not fully com- 
prehend the position which they occupy. It is 
the philosopher alone who can comprehend the 
incoDceivahle grandeur of Manchester, and the 
immensity of its future. There are yet great 
truths to tell, if we had either the courage to an- 
nounce or the temper to receive them. 



CHAPTER n. 

A yBEXiwo of melancholy, even of uneasiness, 
attends our first entrance into a great town, 
especially at night. Is it that the sense of all 
this v2tst existence with which we have no con- 
nection, where we are utterly unknown, op- 
ipresses us with our insignificance ? Is it that 
It is terrible to feel friendless where all have 
^ends? 

Yet reverse the picture. Behold a Community 
Where you are unknown, hut where you will 
he known, perhaps honoured. A place where 
you have no friendjs, but where also you have 
no enemies. A spot that has hitherto been a 
blank in your thoughts, as you have been a 
cipher in its sensations, and yet a spot perhaps 
pregnant with your destiny ! 

There is, perhaps, no act of memory so pro- 
foundly interesting as to recall the careless mood 
and moment in which we have entered a town, 
a house, a chamber, on the eve of an acquaint- 
ance or an event, that have given a colour and 
f an impulse to our future life. 
jK What is this fatality that men worship ! Is 
' it a goddess 1 

Unquestionably it is a power that acts mainly 
y female agents. Women are the priestesses 
of predestination. 

Man conceives fortune, but woman conducts 
it. 

It is the spirit of man that says, ''I will be 
great;" but it is the sympathy of woman that 
lusually makes him so. 

It was not the comely and courteous hostess 
of the Adelphi Hotel, Manchester, that gave 
occasion to these remarks, though she may de- 
serve them, and though she was most kind to 
our Coning'sby as he came in late at night very 
tired, and not in very good humour. 

He had travelled the whole day through the 
great district of labour, his mind excited by 
strange sights, and at length wearied by their 
multiplication. He had passed over the plains 
where iron and coal supersede turf and corn, 
dingy as the entrance of Hades, and flaming 
with furnaces; and now he was among illu- 
mined factories with more windows than Italian 
palaces, and smoking chimneys taller than 
Egyptian obelisks. Alone in the great metro- 
polis of machinery itself, sitting down in a 
solitary coffee-room glaring with gas, with no 
appetite, a whirling head, and not a plan or pur- 
pose for the morrow. And why was he here 1 
Because a being, whose name even was un- 
known to him, had met him in a hedge ale- 
house during a thunder-storm, and told him that 
the age of ruins was past 
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Eemarkable instance of the influence of aii 
individual; some evidence of the extreme susr 
ceptibility of our hero.. 

Even his bed-room was lit by gas. Wonderful 
city I That, however, could be got rid of. He 
opened the window. The summer air was 
sweet, even in this land of smoke and toil. He 
feels a sensation such as in Lisbon or Lima 
precedes an earthquake. The house appears to 
quiver. It is a sympathetic affection occasioned 
by a steam-engine in a neighbouring factory. 

Notwithstanding, however, all these novel in» 
cidents, Ooningsby slept the deep sleep of youth 
and health, of a brainy which, however, occa- 
sionally perplexed by thought, had never been 
harassed by anxiety. He rose early, freshened 
and in fine spirits. And by the time the devilea 
chicken and the buttered toast, that mysterious 
and •incomparable luxury, which only can be 
obtained at an inn, had disappeared, he felt all 
the delightful excitement of travel. 

And now for action ! Not a letter had Co- 
ningsby, not an individual in that vast city was 
known to him. He went to consult his kind 
hostess, who smiled confidence. He was^ to 
mention her name at one place, his own at 
another. All would be right; she seemed to 
have reliance in the destiny of such a nice young 
man. 

He saw all; they were kind and hol^itable. to 
the young stranger, whose thought, and earnest- 
ness, and gentle manners, attracted them. One 
recommended him to another; all tried to aid 
and to assist him. He entered chambers vaster 
thsm are told of in Arabian fable, and peopled 
with habitants more wondr6us than Afrite or 
Peri. For there he beheld, in long-continued 
ranks, those mysterious forms full of existence 
without life, that perform with facility and in an 
instant, what men can fulfil only with difilculty 
and in days. A machine is a slave that neither 
brings nor bears degradation ; it is a being enr 
dowed with the greatest degree of energy, and 
acting under the greatest degree of excitement, 
yet free at the same time from all passion and 
emotion. It is, therefore, not only a slave, but 
a supernatural slave. And why should one 
say that the machine does not live? It breathes, 
for its breath forms the atmosphere of some 
toWns. It moves with more regularity than 
man. And has it not a voice ? Does not the 
spindle sing like a merry girl at her work, and 
the steam-engine roar in jolly chorus like a 
strong artisan handling his lusty tools, and gain/* 
ing a fair day's wages for a fair day's toill . 

Nor should the weaving-room be forgotten, 
where a thousand or fifteen hundred girls may 
be observed in their coral necklacos working 
like Penelope in the daytime ; some pretty, some 
pert, some graceful and jocund, some absorbed 
in their occupation ; a little serious some, few 
sad. And the cotton you have observed in its 
rude state, that you have seen the silent spinner 
change into thread, and the bustling weaver con- 
vert into cloth, you may now watch as in a 
moment it is tinted with beautiful colours, or 
printed with fanciful patterns. And yet the 
mystery of mysteries is to view machines mak«> 
ing machines ; a spectacle that fills the mind 
with curious, and even awful, speculation. 

From early mom to the late twilight, pur 
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Coningsby for several days deroted himself to 
the comprehension of Manchester. It was to 
him a new world pregnant with new ideas, and 
saggestive of new trains of thought and feeling. 
In this unprecedented partnership between ca- 
pital and science, working on a spot which na- 
ture had indicated as the fitting theatre of their 
exploils, he beheld a great source of the wealth 
of nations which had been reserved for these 
times, and he perceived that this wealth was 
rapidly developing classes whose power was 
very imperfectly recognized in the constitutional 
scheme, and whose duties in the social system 
seemed altogether omitted. Young as he was, 
the bent of his mind, and the inquisitive spirit 
of the times, had sufficiently prepared him, not 
indeed to grapple with these questions, but to 
be sensible of their existence, and to ponder. 

One evening, in the coffee-room of the tfotel, 
having just finished his well-earned dinner, and 
relaxing his mind for the moment in a fresh re- 
isearch info the Manchester Guide, an individual, 
who had also been dining in the same apart- 
ment, rose from his table, and ai\er lolling over 
the empty fire-place, reading the framed an- 
nouncements, looking at the directions of seve- 
ral letters waiting there for their owners, picking 
his teeth, he turned round to Coningsby, and with 
an air of uneasy familiarity, said* 

•' First^isit to Manchester, sir?" 

«My first."' 

** Gentleman traveller, I presume 1** 

" I am a traveller,'* said Coningsby. 

** Hem ! — Prom the south V* 

** From the south." 

•* And pray, sir, how did you find business as 
you came along. Brisk? I dare say. And 
yet there is a something, a sort of a something; 
didn't it strike you, sir, there was a something 1 
A deal of queer paper about, sir !" 

**! fear you are speaking on a subject of 
which I know nothing,*' said Coningsby, smiling, 
**! do not understand business at all; though I 
am not surprised that being at Manchester you 
should suppose so." 

** Ah ! not in business. Hem ! Professionall" 

"No," said Coningfsby,"! am nothing." 

** Ah! an independent gent; hem! and a very 
pleasant thing, too. Pleased with Manchester, 
I dare say?" continued the stranger. 

"And astonished," said Coningsby; "I think 
in the whole course of my life I never saw so 
much to admire." 

**Seen all the lions, have no doubt V 

•* I think I have seen every thing," said Co- 
ningsby, rather eager and with some pride. 

** Very well, very well," exclaimed the stran- 
ger in a patronizing tone. •* Seen Mr. Burley's 
weaving-room, I dare say." 

"Oh! isn*t it wonderfuH" said Coningsby. 

"A great many people," said the stranger, 
with a rather supercilious smile. 

" But after all," said Coningsby, with anima- 
tion, "it is the machinery without any interpo- 
sition of manual power that overwhelms me. 
It haunts me in my dreams," continued Co- 
ningsby. "I see cities peopled with machines. 
Certainly Manchester is the most wonderful city 
of modern times!" 

The stranger stared a little at the enthusiasm 
of his companion, and then picked his teeth. 
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''Of all the wonderful things here," said Co> 
ningsby, " what, on the whole, sir, do you look 
upon as the most wonderful 1" 

"In the way of machinery?" asked the 
stranger. 

"In the way of machinery." 

"Why, in the way of machinery, you know," 
said the stranger very quietly, " Manchester is 
a dead letter." 

♦♦ A dead letter !" said Coningsby. 

" Dead and buried," said the stranger, accom- 
panying his words with that peculiar applica- 
tion of his thumb to his nose, that signifies so 
eloquently that aU is up. 

" You astonish me !'* said Comngsby. 

" It's a booked place though," said the stran- 
ger, " and no mistake. We have all of us a 
very great respect for Manchester, in course; ^ 
look upon her as a sort of mother, and all that C ^ 
sort of thing . But she is behind the times, sir,) ^ * 
and that won't do in this age. The long and ^ 
the short of it is, Manchester is gone by." >. 

"I thought her only fault might be she was ^ 
too much in advance of the rest of the country,'^ '*^\' 
said Coningsby, very innocently. ^ :>■ 

" If you want to see life," said the stranger, 
" go to Staley-bridge or Bolton. There's high , 
pressiwe." 

"But the population of Manchester is in« 
creasing," said Coningsby. .;: 

"Why, yes, not a doubt. You sie we have ' 
all of us a great respect for the town. It is a 
sort of metropolis of this district, and there is a 
good deal of capital in the place. And it has 
some first-rate institutions. There's the Man- 
chester Bank. That's a noble institution, full of 
commercial enterprise; understands the age, 
sir; high-pressure to the back-bone. I came 
up to town to see the manager to-day. I am 
building a new mill now myself at Staley-bridge, 
and mean to open it by January, and when I do, 
ril give you leave to pay another visit to Mr. 
Burley's weaving-room with my compliments." 

"I am very sorry," said Coningsby, " that I 
have cnly another day left; but pray tell me, 
what would you recommend me most to see 
within a reasonable distance of Manchester?" 

" My mill is not finished," said the stranger, 
musingly ; " and though there is still a great 
deal worth seeing at Staley-bridge, still you had 
better wait to see my new mill. And Bolton, 
let me see, Bolton — there is nothing at Bolton 
that can hold up its head for a moment against 
my new mill; but then it is not finished. Well, 
well, let us see. What a pity this is not the 1st 
of January, and then my new mill would be at 
work. I should like to see Mr. Burley's face, 
or even Mr. Ashworth's that day. And the 
Oxford Road Works, where they are always 
making a little change, bit by bit reform, eh ! 
not a very particular fine appetite I suspect for 
dinner at the Oxford Road Works, the day they 
hear of my new mill being at work. But yoa 
want to see something tip-top. Well, there's 
Millbank; that's regular slap-up— quite a sight, 
regular lion; if I were you, I would see Mill- 
bank." 

** Millbank!" said Coningsby; "what Mill- 
bank ?" 

" Millbank of Millbank, made the place, made 
it himself About three miles from Bolton; 



'S 



COmNGSBT. 



59 



train to-morrow morning at 7t^, get a fly at 
the station, and you wiU be at Millbank by 
8-40." 

"Unfortunately, I am engaged to-mdrrow 
morning,** said Coningsby, "arwi yet I am most 
anxious, particularly anxious, fo see Millbank." 

•*Well, thefe's a late train,*' said the stranger, 
*3-16; you will be there by 4-.30." 

**! think I could manage that/' said Co- 
ningsby. 

**Do,*' said the stranger; "and if you ever 
find yourself at Staley-bridge, I shall be very 
happy to be of service. I must be off now. My 
train goes at 9-15.** And he presented Co- 
ningsby with his card as he wished him good 
night. 

,MR. G. O. A. HEAD, 

SrAi>£T Baipas. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

Iir a green valley of Lancaster, contiguous to 
that district of factories on which we have 
already touched, a clear and powerful stream 
flows through a broad meadow land. Upon its 
margin, adorned, rather than shadowed, by some 
very old elm trees, for they are too distant to 
serve except for omanoent, rises a vast deep red 
brick pile which, though formal ahd monoto- 
nous in its general character, is not without a 
certain beauty of proportion and an artist-like 
finish in its occasional masonry. The front, 
which is of great extent, and covered with many 
tiers of small windows, is flanked by two pro- 
jecting wings in the same style, which form a 
large court, completed by a dwarf wall crowned 
wiS) a light and rather elegant railing; in the 
centre, the principal entrance, k loAy portal of 
bold and beautiful design, surmounted by a 
statue of Commerce. 

This building, not without a degree of dignity, 
is what is technically and not very felicitously 
called a mill ; always translated by the French 
in their accounts of our manufacturing riots, 
** moulin ;*' and which really was the principal 
factory of Oswald Millbank, the father of that 
youth, whom we trust our readers have not 
quite forgotten. 

At some little distance, and rather withdrawn 
from the principal stream, were two other smaller 
structures of the same style. About a quarter 
of a mile further on, appeared a village of not 
inconsiderable size, and remarkable from the 
nearness and even picturesque character of its 
architecture, and the gay gardens that sur- 
rounded it. On a sunny knoll in the back 
ground rose a church, in the best style of 
Christian architecture, and near it was a cleri- 
cal residence and a school-house of similar de- 
sign. The village, too, could boast of another 
pablic building; an institute where there were 
a hbrary and a lecture-room; and a reading 
hall which any one might frequent at certain 
hours, and under reasonable regulations. 

On the other side of the principal factory, but 
more remote, about half-a*mile, indeed, up the 



vajley, surrounded by beautiful meadows, and 
built on an agreeable and well-wpoded elevation 
was the mansion of the mill-owner; apparently 
a commodious and not inconsiderable dwellingr 
hoUse, built in what is qalled the villa-style, with 
a variety of gardens and conservatories. The 
atmosphere of this somewhat striking settlement 
was not disturbed and polluted by the dark va- 
pour, which to the shame of Manchester, still 
infests that great town, for the river of the val- 
ley was a motiv^ power which rendered the 
steam-engitie unnecessary, though doubtless had 
its presence been inevitable,,Mr. Millbank, un- 
like the inhabitants of Manchester, would have 
taken care to consume his own smoke. 

The sun was declining when Coningsby ar- 
rived at Millbank, and the gratification which 
he experienced on first beholding it was not a 
little diminished, when on inquiring at the vil- 
lage, he was informed that the hour was past 
for seeing the works. Determined not to relin- 
quish his purpose without a struggle, he re- 
paired to the principal mill, and entered the 
counting-house, which was situated in one of 
the wings of the building. 

**Your pleasure, sirl*' said one of three in- 
dividuals, sitting on high stools behind a high 
desk. 

•* I wish, if possible, to see the works.** 

"Quite impossible, sir,** and the clerk with- 
drawing his glance, continued his writine:. "No 
admission without an order, and no admission 
with an order after two o'clock." 

"I am very unfortunate," said Coningsby. 

** Sorry for it, sir. Give me ledger K. X, will 
you, Mr. Bensoni" 

** I think Mr. Millbank would grant me per- 
mission,** said Conings'by. 

. ** Very likely, sir, to-morrow. Mr., Millbank 
is ther^, sir, bijt very much engaged." He 
pointed to an inner counting-house, and the 
glass doors permitted Coningsby to observe 
several individuals in close converse. 

*' Perhaps his son, Mr. Oswald Millbank, is 
here?" inquired Coningsby. 

**Mr. Oswald is in Belgium," said the cTerk. 

" Would you g;Ve a message to Mr. Millbank, 
and say a friend of his son's at Eton is here, and 
here only for a day, and wishes yery much to 
see his worksr* 

" Can't possibly disturb Mr. Millbank now, 
sir; but, if you like to sit down, you can wait 
and see him yourself." 

Coningsby was content to sit down, though he 
grew very impatient at the end of a quarter of 
an hour. The ticking of the clock, the scratch- 
ing of the pens of the three silent clerks, irri- 
tated him. At length voices were heard, doors 
opened, and a clerk said: *'Mr. Millbank is 
coming, sir," but nobody came ; voices became 
hushed, doors were again shut; again nothing 
was heard, save ticking of clock and scratching 
of pen. 

At length there was a general stir, and they 
all did come forth, Mr. Millbank among them, a 
well-proportioned, comely man, with a fair face 
inclining to ruddiness, a quick, glancing, hazel 
eye, the whitest teeth, and short, curly, chestnut 
hair, here and there slightly tinged with gray. 
It was a visage of energy and decision. 

He was about to pass through the counting- 
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Bouse with hi? companions, with whom his af- 
fairs were not concluded, when he observed 
Oontngsby, who had risen. 

"This gentleman wishes to see me?" he in- 
quired of his clerk, who bowed assent 

'* I shall be at your service, sir, the moment I 
have finished with, these gentlemen." 

''The gentleman wishes to see the works, 
sir," said the clerk. 

•* He can see the. works at proper times," said 
Mr. Millbank, somewhat pettishly; ** tell him the 
regulations," and he was about to go. 

"I beg your pardon^ sir," said Coningsby, 
coming forward, and with an air of eamesmess 
and grace that arrested the step of the manu- 
facturer. " I am aware of the regulations, but 
1 woald beg to be permitted to infringe them.? 

** It cannot be, sir," said Mr. Millbank, mov- 
ing. 

** I thought, sir, being here only for a day, 
and as a friend of your son ** 

Mr. Millbank stopped and said : 

«0h! a friend of Oswald's, ehl What, at 
Etoni" 

** Yes, sir, at Eton ; and I had hoped, perhaps, 
to have found him here." 

" I am very much engaged, sir, at this mo- 
ment," said Mr. Millbank ; " I am sorry I can- 
not pay you any personal attention, but my 
clerk will show you eveiy thing. Mr. Benson, 
let this gentleman see every thing;" and he with- 
drew. 

** Be pleased to write yonr name here, sir," 
said Mr. Benson, opening a book, and our friend 
wrote his name and the date of his visit to Mill- 
bank. 

« Harbt CoirijrGSBT, Sew. 2, 1836." 

Coningsby beheld in this great factory the 
last and the most refined inventions of mechani- 
cal genius. The building had been fitted up by 
a capitalist as anxious to raise a monument of 
the skill and power of his order, as to obtain a 
return for the great investment 

*«^It is the glory of Lancashire !" exclaimed 
the enthusiastic Mr. Benson. 

The clerk spoke freely of his master, whom 
he evidently idolized, and his great achieve- 
ments, and Coningsby encouraged him. He 
detailed to Coningsby the plans which Mr. Mill- 
bank had pursued both for the moral and phy- 
sical well-being of his people ; how he had built 
churches, and schools, and institutes ; houses 
and cottages on a new system of ventilation ; 
how he had allotted gardens ; established sing- 
ing classes. 

*• Here is Mr. Millbank," continued the clerk, 
as he and Coningsby, quitting the factory, re- 
entered the court 

Mr. Millbank was approaching the factory, 
and the moment that he observed them, he 
quickened his pace. 

" Mr. Coningsby 1" he said when he reached 
them. His countenance was rather disturbed, 
and his voice a little trembled, and he looked 
on our friend with a glance scrutinizing and 
serious. Coningsby bowed. 

** I am sorry that you should have been re- 
ceived at this place with so little ceremony, sir," 
said Mr. Millbank; "but had your name been 



mentioned, yon would haire fotmd it chm^ihed 
here." He nodded to the clerk, who disap- 
peared. 

Coningsby began to talk about the wonders 
of the factory, but Mr. Millbank recurred ta 
other thoughts that were passing in his mind* 
He spoke of his son ; he expressed a kind re- 
proach that Coningsby should have thought o£ 
visiting this part of the world without giving^ 
them some notice of his intention, that he might 
have been their guest that Oswald might have 
been there to receive him, that they might have 
made arrangements that he should see every 
thing and in the best manner, in short that they 
might all have shown, however slightly, the deep 
sense of their obligations to him. 

** My visit to Manehester, which led to this 
was quite accidental," said Coningsby. ** I an& 
bound for the other division of the county, to 
pay a visit to my grandfather. Lord Monmouth^ 
but an irresistible desire came over me during 
my journey to view this famous district of in- 
dustry. It Is some days since I ought to have 
found myself at Coningsbv, and this is the rea- 
son why I am so pressed." 

A cloud passed over the countenance of Mill- 
bank as the name of Lord Monmouth was men- 
tioned, but he said nothing. Turning towards 
Coningsby, with an air of kindness: 

"At least" said he, ''let not Oswald hear that 
you did not taste our salt Pray dine with me 
to-day ; there is yet an hour to dinner ; and as 
you have seen the factory, suppose we stroU to* 
gether through the village." 



CHAPTER IV. 

The village dock struck five as Mr. Millbank 
and his guest entered the gardens of his man- 
sion. Coningsby lingered a moment to admire 
the beauty and gay profusion of the flowers. 

"Your situation, said Coningsby, looking 
up the green and silent valley, " is absolutely 
poetici" 

'* I try sometimes to fancy," said Mr. Millbank, 
with a rather fierce smile, '' that I am in the 
New World." 

They entered the house; a capacious and 
classic hall, at the end a staircase in the Italian 
fashion. As they approached it the sweetest 
and the clearest voice exclaimed from above: 
** Papa ! papa !" and instantlv a young girl came 
bounding down the stairs, but suddenly seeing 
a strfinger with her father she stopped upon the 
landing place and was evidently on the point of 
as rapidly retreating as she had advanced, when 
Mr. Millbank waved his hand to her and begged 
her to descend. She came down slowly: as 
she approached them, her father said: ''A 
friend you have often heard of, Edith : this is 
Mr. Coningsby." 

She started ; blushed very much ; and then, 
with a trembling and uncertain gait advanced, 
put forth her hand with a wild unstudied grace, 
and said in a tone of sensibility : '' How often, 
have we all wished to see and to thank you!" 

This daughter of his host was of tender years; 
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tpparcnily slie coidd scarcely have counted 
sixteen summers. She was delicate and fragile, 
but as she raised her still blushing visage to her 
father's guest, Coningsby felt that he had never 
beheld a countenance of such striking and such 
peculiar beauty. 

, "My only daughter, Mr. Coningsby ; Edith; a 
Saxon name, for she is the daughter of a Saxon." 

But the beauty of the countenance was not 
the beauty of the Saxons. It was a radiant 
face, one of those that seem as if touched in 
their cradle by a sunbeam, and to have retained 
all its brilliancy and suffused and mantling 
lustre. One marks sometimes such faces, dia- 
phanous with delicate splendour; in the southern 
regions of France. Her eye too was the rare 
eye of Acquitaine ; soft and long, with lashes 
drooping over the cheek, dark as her clustering 
ringlets. 

They entered the drawing-room. 

** Mr. Coningsby," saidMillbanktohis daugh- 
ter, ** is in this part of the world only for a few 
hours, or I am sure he would become our jguest. 
He has, however, promised to stay with us now 
and dine." 

•*If Miss Millbank will pardon this dress," 
said Coningsby, bowing an apology for his in- 
evitable frock and boots; the maiden raised her 
eyes and bent her head. 

TJie hour of dinner was at hand. Millbank 
offered to show Coningsby to his dressing-room. 
He was absent but a few minutes. When he 
returned he found Miss Millbank alone. He 
came somewhat suddenly into the room. She 
was playing with her dog, but ceased the mo- 
ment she observed Coningsby. 

Coningsby, who since his practice with Lady 
ISveringham, flattered himself that he had ad- 
vanced in small talk, and was not sorry that he 
had now an opportunity of proving his prowess, 
made some lively observations about pets and 
the breeds of lap-dogs, but he was not fortunate 
in extracting a response or exciting a repartee. 
He began, then, on the beauty of Millbank, 
which he would on no account have avoided 
seeing, and inquired when she had last heard of 
her brother. The young lady, apparently much 
distressed, was murmuring something about 
Antwerp, when the entrance of her father re- 
lieved he'r from her embarrassment 

Dinner being announced, Coningsby offered 
his arm to his fair companion, who took it with 
her eyes fixed on the ground. 

** You are very fond, I see, of flowers," said 
Coningsby, as they moved along; and the 
young lady said, " Yes." 

The dinner was plain, but perfect of its kind. 
The young hostess seemed to perform her office 
with a certain degree of desperate determina- 
tion. She looked at a chicken and then at 
Coningsby, and murmured something which he 
Understood. Sometimes she informed herself 
of his tastes or necessities in more detail, by 
the medium of her father, whom she treated as 
a sort of dragoman; in this way: "Would not 
Mr. Coningsby, papa, take this or that, or do so 
and sol" Coningsby always was careful to 
reply in a direct manner without the agency of 
the interpreter; but he did not advance. Even 
a petition for the great honour of taking a ^lass 
of sherry with her only induced tke beahtifal 



face to bDW» And yet when she hajj first seen 
him, she had addressed him even with emotion^ 
What could it bel He felt less confidence in 
his increased power of conversation. Why 
Theresa Sydney was scarcely a year older than 
Miss Millbank, and though .she did not certainly 
originate like Lady Everingham, he got on with 
her perfectly well. 

Mr, Millbank did not seem to be conscious of 
his daughter's silence : at any rate, he attempted 
to compensate for it. He talked fluently ancl 
well ; on all subjects his opinions seemed to be 
decided, and his language was precise. He 
was really interested in what Coningsby had 
seen, and what he had felt; and this sympathy 
divested his manner of the disagreeable effect 
that accompanies a tone inclined to be dictato* 
rial. More than once Coningsby observed the 
&ilent daughter listening with extreme attention 
to the conversation of himself and her lather. 

The dessert was remarkable. Millbank was 
very proud of his fruit. A bland expression of 
self-complacency spread over his features ^as he 
surveyed his grapes, his peaches, his figs. 

" Those grapes have gained a medal," he told 
Coningsby, " Those two are prize peaches.. I 
have not yet been so successful with my figs. 
These, however, promise, and perhaps this year 
I may be more fortunate." 

" What woiUd your brother and myself havf 
given for such a dessert at Eton!" said Co- 
ningsby to Miss Millbank, wishing to say some- 
thing, and something too that might interest 
her. 

She seemed infinitely distressed, and yet thi9 
time would speak : 

"Let me give you some." He caught by 
chance her glance immediately withdrawn ; ye\ 
it was a glance not only of beauty, but of feel* 
ing and Siought. She added, in a hushed and, 
hurried tone, dividing very nervously some 
grapes: "I hardly know whether Oswald will 
be most pleased or grieved when he hears that 
you have been here." 

"And why grieved 1" said Coningsby. 

" That Jie should not have been here to wel- 
come yolfand that your stay is for so brief a^ 
time. It seems so strange that after having 
talked of you for years, we should see you only 
for hours.*' 

" I hope I may return," said Coningsby, "and 
that Millbank may be here to welcome me ; but 
I hope I may be permitted to return even if h# 
be not." 

But there was no reply; and soon after Mr. 
Millbank talking of the American market, and 
Coningsby helping himself to a glass of clarel^ 
the daughter of the Saxon, looking at her father, 
rose and left the room, so suddenly and sq 
quickly that Coningsby could scarcely gain ik/f 
door. 

H Yes," said Millbank, filling his glass, sa^A 
pursuing some previous observations, " all tfaat 
we want in this country is to be masters of our 
own industry; but Saxon industry and Norman\- 
manners never will agree; and some day, MlW ) 
Coningsby, you will find that out." ^^ 

"But what do you mean by Norman maar 
ners 1" inquired Coningsby. 

" Did you ever hear of the Forest of Rosaeiv- 
daleV' said Millbank; "If you were stujwif 
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here, ycm ahotild visit the district It is aii area 
of twenty-foar square iniles. It was disforested 
in the early part of the sixteenth century, pbs- 
sessing at that time eighty inhabitants. Its 
rental in James I.'s time was £120. When the 
vooilen manufacture was introduced in the 
north, the shuttle competed with the plough in 
Bossendale, and about forty years ago« we sent 
the jenny. The eighty souls at*e now increased 
to upwards of eighty thousand/ and the rental 
of the forest, by the last county assessment, 
amounts to more 'than £50,000. 41,000 per 
cent, on the valde in the reign of James I. 
Now I call that an instance of Saxon industry 
competing successfully with Norman manners." 
** Exactly," said Coningsfay; "but those man- 
ners are gone." 

•From Rossendale," said Millbank,' with a 
grim smile; ''but not from England." 
" Where do you meet them V 
"Meet them ! In every place, at every hour; 
and feel them, too, in every transaction of life." 
" I know, sir, from your son," said Coningsb^, 
inquiringly, ** that you are opposed to an aris- 
tocracy." 
>'^ "l^o, I am not. I am for an aristocracy; but 
(jQa^jreal one, a natural one." 
^■^^^ But, sir, is not the aristocracy of England," 
(• said Coningsby, " a real onel You do not con- 
\ found our peerage, for example, with the de- 
graded patricians of the Continent." 
I **Hum!" said Millbank. "I do not under- 
I .stand how an aristocracy can exist, unless it be 
\ distinguished by some quality which no other 
' class of the community posse <se5. Distinctio n 
, is the basis of aristocracy. If you permit only 
I one class of the population, for example, to bear 
j arms, they are an aristocracy; not one much to 
) my taste ; but still a great iact. That, however, 
\ /is not the characteristic of the English peerage. 
( I have yet to learn they are richer than we are, 
better informed, wiser, or mdre distinguished 
'. for public or private virtue. Is it not mon- 
; strous, then, that a small number of men, seve- 
ral of whom take the titles of Duke and Earl 
from towns in this very neighbottrlupd, towns 
< which they never saw, which never heard of 
)them, which they did not form, or build, or 
{establish, I say Is it not monstrous, that indivi- 
tduals so circumstanced should be invested 
jwith the highest of conceivable privileges — the 
privilege of making lawsl Dukes and earls 
Indeed ! I say there is nothijlg in a masquerade 
more ridiculous." 

* **But do you not argue from an exception, 
ifir," said Coningsby. ** The question is, whe- 
ther a preponderance of the aristocratic princi- 
pie in a pohtical constitution be, as I believe, 
conducive to the stability and permanent power 
of a state, and whether the peerage, as estab- 
lished in England, generally tends to that end. 
W% must not foiiget in such an estimate the 
influence which, in this country, is exercised 
Over opinion by ancient lineage." 

"Ancient lineage!" said Mr. Millbank; **I 
never heard of a peer with an ancient lineage. 
The real old families of this country are to be 
found among the peasantry; the gentry, too, 
may lay some claim to old blood. I can point 
you out Saxon families in this county who can 
4rac0 their pedigrees beyond the Conquest; I 



know of some Norman gentlemen whose fathers' 
undoubtedly came over with the Conqueror. 
But a peer with an ancient lineage is to me quixe 
a novelty. No, no ; the thirty years of the wars 
of the Roses freed us from those gentlemen. I 
take it aAer the battle of Tewkesbury, a Norman 
baron was almost as rare a being in England as 
a wolf is now." 

"I have always understood,** said Conjngsby, 
**that our peerage was the finest in Europe." 

" Prom themselves," said Millbank, " and the 
heralds they pay to paint their carriages.' But 
I go to facts. When Henry VII. called his 6rst 
Parliament, there were only twenty-nine tem- 
poral peers to be found, and even some of them 
took their seats illegally, for they had been at- 
tainted. Of those twenty-nine not five remain, 
and they, as the' Howards for instance, are not 
Norman nobility. We owe the English peerage 
to three sources: the spoliation of •the churcb;^ 
the open and flagrant sale of its honours by th^ 
elder Stuarts; and the boroughmongering of 
our own times. Those are the three maiiL 
sources of the existing peerage of England, ai 
in my opinion disgraceful ones. But I must 
apologize for my frankness in thus speaking to 
an aristocrat" 

**0h! by no means, sir; I like discussion. 
Your son and myself at Eton have had some 
encounters of this kind before. But if Vour 
view of the case be correct," added Coningsby, 
smiling, *'you cannot at any rate accuse our 
present peers of Norman manners." ..^ 

"Yes, I do. They adopted Norman mannersA 
while they usurped Norman titles. They havey 
neither the right of the Normans, nor do they 
fulfil the duty of the Normans: they did not 
conquer the land, and they do not defend it." 
' "And where will you find your natural aris- 
tocracy V* asked Coningsby. 

"Among those men whom a nation recognizes 
as the most eminent for virtue, talents and pro- • 
perty, and if you please, birth and standing iu 
the land. They guide opinion; and therefore 
they govern. I am no leveller; I look upon an 
artificial (equality as equally pernicious with a 
factitious aristocracy; bo.th depressing the ener- 
gies, and checking the enterprise of a nation. 
I like man to be free ; really free ; free in hu 
industry as well as his body. What is the use 
of Habeas Corpus, if a man may not use his 
hands when he is out of prison 1" 

" But it appears to me you have, in a great 
measure, this natural aristocracy in England." 
**Ah! to be sure ! If we had not, where should 
we be 1 It is the counteracting power that saves 
us : the disturbing cause in the calculations of 
short-sighted selfishness. I say it now, and I 
have said it a hundred times, the House of 
Commons is a more aristocratic body than the 
House of Lords. The fact is, a great peer 
would be a greater man now in the House of 
Commons than in the House of Lords. Nobody 
wants a second chamber, except a few disrepu- 
table individuals. It is a valuable institution 
for any member of it who has no distinction ; 
neither character, talents, nor estate. But a 
peer who possesses all or any of these great 
qualifications, would find himself an immeasu- 
rably more important personage in what, by 
way of jest, they call the Lower House." 
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*Is not the rerising wisdom of a senate a 
salutary check on the precipitation of a popular 
assembly V* 

" Why should a popular assemhly elected by 
the flower of a nation, be precipitate 1 If pre- 
cipitate, what senate could stay an assembly so 
chosen ? No« no, no ; the thing has been tried 
orer and over again; the idea of restraining ihe 
powerful by the weak is an absurdity; the 
question is settled. If we wanted a fresh illus- 
tration, we need only look to the present state of 
our own House of Lords. It originates nothing; 
it has, in fact, announced itself as a mere Court 
of Registration of the decrees of your House of 
Commons; and if by any chance it ventures 
to alter some miserable detail in a clause of a 
hill that excites public interest, what a clatter 
through the country, at conservative banquets, 
got up by the rural attorneys, about the power, 
authority, and independence of the House of 
Lords ; nine times nine, and one cheer more ! 
No, sir, you may make aristocracies by laws '^ 
you can only maintain them by manners. The 
manners of England preservie it from its laws. 
And they have substituted for our formal aris- 
tocracy an essential aristocracy; the govern- 
ment of those who are distinguished by their 
fellow-citizens." 

" But then it would appear,*' skid Coningsby, 
''that the remedial action of our manners has 
removed all the political and social evils of 
which you complain 1" 

**They have created a power that may re- 
move them; a power that has the capacity to 
remove them. But in a very great measure 
they still exist; and must exist yet, I fear, for a 
very long time. The growth of our civilization 
has ever been as slow as our oaks ; but this tardy 
development is preferable to the temporary ex- 
pansion of th# gourd." 

"The future seems to me sometimes a dark 
id." 

**Not to me," said Mr. Millbank. **I am san- 
guine; I am the disciple of progress . But I 
nave cause for myfaith. I have witnessed ad- 
vance. My father has often told' me that in his 
early days, the displeasure of a peer of England 
was like a sentence of death to a man. Why it 
was esteemed a great concession to public opin- 
ion, 80 late as the reign of George II, that Lord 
Ferrers should be executed for murder. The 
king of a new dynasty who wished to be popu- 
lar with the people insisted on it, and even then 
he was hanged with a silken cord. At any rate 
We may defend ourselves now," continued Mr. 
Millbank, " and perhaps do something more. I 
defy any peer to cr.ush me, though there is one 
who would be very glad to do it. No. more of 
that; I am very happy to see you at Millbank; 
very happy to make your acquaintance," he 
continued with some emotion, " and not merely 
because you are my son's friend and more than 
friend." ^ , . 

The wAs jap the dining-room were covered 
with pictnre^f great merit; all of the modern 
English school. Mr. Millbank understood no 
other, he was wont to say, and he found that 
many of his friends who did, bought a great 
*natiy pleasing pictures that were copies, and 
B^any originals that were very displeasing. He 
loved a fine free landscape by Lee, that gave 



him the broad plains, the green lanea» and nm« 
ning streams of his own land; a group of ani- 
mals by Landseer as full of speech and senti- 
ment as if Ihey were designed by i£sop; above 
all he delighted in the household humour and 
homely pathos of Wilkie. And if a higher tone 
of imagination pleased him, he could gratify it 
without difliculty among his favourite masters. 
He possesvsed some specimens of Etty worthy. of 
Venice when it was alive; he could muse amid 
the twilight ruins of ancient cities raised by the 
magic pencil of Dan by, or accompany a group 
of fair Neapolitans to a festival by the genial 
aid of Uwius. 

Opposite Coningsby was a portrait, whicti 
had greatly attracted his attention during the 
whole dinner. It represented a woman ex- 
tremely young and of a rare beauty. The cos- 
tume was of that classical character prevalent 
in this country before the general peace ; a blue 
ribband bound together as a fillet her clustering 
chestnut curls. The face was l,ooking out of 
the canvass, and Coningsby never raised his 
eyes without catching its glance of blended vi- 
vacity and tenderness. 

There are moments when our sensibility is 
aflected by circumstances of a very trivial cha- 
racter. It seems a fantastic emotion, but the 
gaze of this picture disturbed the serenity of 
Coningsby. He endeavoured sometimes to 
avoid looking at it, but it irresistibly attracted 
him. More than once during the dinner he 
longed to inquire whom it represented ; but it is 
a delicate subject to ask questions about por- 
traits, and he refVained. Still when he was 
rising to leave the room, the impulse was irr&> 
sistible. He said to Mr. Millbank, ** By whom 
is that portrait, sir V 

The countenance of Millbank became dis- 
turbed; it was not an expression of tender re- - 
miniscence that fell upon his features. On the 
contrary, the expression was agitated, almost 
angry. 

** Oh ! that is by a country artist," he said, **of ' 
whom you never heard," and moved away. 

They found Miss Millbank in the drawing- 
room. She was sitting at a round table covered 
with working materials, apparently dressing a 
doll. 

** Nay," thought Coningsby, << she must be too 
old for that !" 

He addressed her and seated himself by her 
side. There were several dolls on the table, but 
he discovered, on examination, that they were 
pincushions ; and elicited with some difficulty, 
that they were making for a fancy fair about to 
be held in aid of that excellent institution, the 
Manchester Athenaeum. Then the father came 
up and said : ^ 

** My child, let us have some tea," and she 
rose, and seated herself at the tea-table. Co- 
ningsby also quitted his seat, and surveyed the 
apartment 

There were several musical instruments;, 
among others he observed a guitar.: not such 
an instrument as one buys in a music-shop, but 
such an one as tinkles at Seville ; a genuine 
Spanish guitar. Coningsby repaired to the tea* 
table. 

" I am glad that you are fond of music, Miss 
Millbankl" 
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A blush and a bow. 

** I hop^ aAer tea you will be so kind as to 
touch the guitar." 

Signals of great distress. 

•* Were you ever at Birmingham?" 

"Yesrasigh. 

« What a splendid music hall ! They should 
build one at Manchester." 

** They oughti" in a whisper. 

The tea-tray was removed; Coningsby was 
conversing with Mr. Millbank, who was asking 
him questions about his son; what he thought 
of Oxford ; what he thought of Oriel ; should 
himself have preferred Cambridge; bat had con- 
sulted a friend, an Oriel man, who had a great 
opinion of Oriel ; and Oswald's name had been 
entered some years back. He rather regretted 
it now; but the thing was done. Coningsby, 
remembering the promise of the guitar, turned 
round to claim its fulfilment, but the singer had 
made her escape. Time elapsed, and no Miss 
Millbank re-appeared. Coningsby looked at his 
watch ; he had to go three miles to the train, 
which started, as his friend of the previous night 
would phrase it, at 9-45. 

** I should be happy if you remained with us," 
said Mr. Millbank ; '' but as you say it is out of 
your power,* in thi? age of punctual travelling; a 
oost is bound to speed the parting guest. The 
carriage is ready for yotrT*' 

''Farewell, then, sir. You must make my 
adieu to Miss Millbank, and accept my thanks 
for your great kindness." 

** Farewell, Mr. Coningsby," said his host, 
taking his hand) which he retained for a moment 
as if he would say more. Then leaving it, he 
repeated with a somewhat wandering air, and 
in a voice of emotion, " Farewell — ^farewell, Mr. 
Coningsby." 
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^^ TowABss the end of the session of 1836, the 
/ hopes of the conservative party were again in 
^ Ihe ascendant The Tadpoles and the Tapers 
^ "^had infused such enthusiasm into all the country 
/ attorneys, who, in their turn, had so bedevilled 
' the registration, that it was whispered in the 
utmost oonfidence, but as a flagrant truth, that 
je-action was at length "a great fact." All that 
was required was the opportunity ; but as the 
existing Parliament was not two years old, and 
the government had an excellent working ma- 
jority, it seemed that the occasion could scarcely 
he furnished. Under these circumstances, the 
back-stairs politicians, not content with having 
hy their premature movements already seriously 
, damaged the career of their leader, to whom in 
public they pretended to be devoted, began 
weaving again their old intrigues about the 
court, and not without effect 

It was said that the royal ear lent itself with 
no marked repugnance to suggestions, which 
might rid the sovereign of ministers, who, after 
all, were the ministers not of his choice, but of 
his necessity. But William IV., after two fail- 
ures in a similar attempt, after his respective 



embarrassing intenr^ws with hord/jT^j ajjd 
Lord Melbourne, on their return to office in 183^ 
and 1835, was resolved never to make another 
move unless it were a checkmate. The king 
therefore listened and smiled, and loved to talic 
to his favourites of his private feelings and secret 
hopes ; the first outraged, the second cherished ; 
and a little of these revelations of royalty was 
distilled to great personages who, in their tnm^ 
spoke hypothetically to their hangers-on of royal 
dispositions and possible contingencies, while 
the hangers-on and go-betweens, in their tuni« 
looked more than they expressed ; took county 
members by tbe button into a corner, and 
advised, as friends, the representatives of bo- 
roughs to look s)iarply aAer the next regisUra- 
tion. 

Lord Monmouth, who was never greater than 
in adversity, and whose favourite excitement .♦ 
was to aim at the impossible, had never been l 
more resolved on a dukedom, than when the re- 
form act deprived him of the twelve votes, 
Vhich he had accumulated to attain that object. ^ 
While all his companions in cfTscomfiture were *^ 
bewailing their irretrievable overthrow, Loi 
Monmouth became almost a convert to the mea- 
sure, which had furnished his ^visingand during 
mind, palled with prosperity, and jjitiate'd with . 
a life of success, with an object, and the^timn- 
lating enjoyment of a difficulty. "* ^ ^ 

He had early resolved to appropriate to him- 
self a division of the county in which his chief 
seat was^ituate : but what most interested hij 
^cause it was most difficult, was the acquisition 
of one of the new boroughs that was in his vi- 
cinity, and in which he possessed con^derable 
property. The borough, however, was a manu- 
facturing town, and returning only one member, 
it had hitherto sent up to Westminster a radical 
shopkeeper, one Mr. Jawster Sharp, who had 
taken what is called " a leading part" in the town 
on every "crisis" that had occurred since 1830; 
one of those zealous patriots who had got up 
penny subscriptions for gold cups to Lord Grey; 
cries for the bill, the whole bill, and nothing but 
the bill ; and public dinners where the victual 
was devoured before grace was said; a. worthy 
who makes Speeches, passes resolutions, votes 
addresses, goes up with deputations, has at all 
times the necessary quantity of confidence in the 
necessary individual; confidence in Lord Grey; 
.confidence in Lord Durham; confidence in Lord 
Melbourne; and can also, if necessary, give 
three cheers for the king or three groans for the 
queen. 

But the days of the genus Jawster Sharp were 
over in this borough as well as in many others. 
He had contrived in his lustre of agitation to 
feather his nest pretty successfully; by which 
he had lost public confidence and gained his 
private end. Three hungry JawsOsr Sharps, his 
hopeful sons, had all become commissioners of 
one thing or another; temporary appointments 
with interminable duties; a lo^eimch son-in- 
law found himself comfortably segted in a chan- 
cellor's living; and several cousins and nephews 
were busy in the excise. But Jawster Sharp 
himself was as pure as Cato. He had always 
said he would never touch the public money, 
and he had kept his word. It was an under- 
stood thing that Jawster Sharp was never to 
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s^w his face again on the hustings of Darlford; 
the liberal party was determined to be repre- 
sented in fature by a man of station, substance, 
character, a true reformer, but one who wanted 
toothing for himself, and therefore might if need- 
fnl get something for them. They were looking 
oirt for such a man, but were in no hurry. The 
seat was looked upon as a good thing; a contest 
certainly, every place is contested now, but as 
certainly a large majority. Notwithstanding all 
this confidence, however, reaction or registra- 
tion, or som^ other mystification had produced 
effects even in this creature of the reform bill, 
flie good Borough of Darlford. The borough that 
oat of gratitude to Lord Grey returned a jobbing 
Shopkeeper twice to Parliament as its repre- 
sentative without a contest, had now a Conserva- 
tive Association, with a banker for its chairman, 
imd a brewer for its vice president, and four 
Sharp lawyers knibbing their pens, noting their 
memorandum books, and assuring their neigh- 
bours with a consoling and complacent air, that 
"property must tell in the long run." Whispers 
also were about that when the. proper time 
arrived, a conservative candidate would cer- 
tainly have the honour of addressing the elec- 
tors. No name mentioned, but it was not con- 
cealed that he was to be of no ordinary calibre; 
a tried man, a distinguished individual, who had 
already fought the battle of the constitution, and 
served his country in eminent posts ; honoured 
by the nation, favoured by his sovereign. These 
important and encouraging intimations were 
ably diffused in the columns of the conservative 
journal, and in a style which from its high tone 
evidently indicated no ordinary source and no 
Common pen. Indeed, there appeared occasion- 
^ly in this paper articles written with such un- 
tsual vigour, that the proprietors of the liberal 
journal atm9st felt the necessity of getting some 
eininent hand down from towo to compete with 
them. It was impossible (hat they could ema- 
nate from the rival editor. They knew well the 
length of their brother's tether. Had they been 
toore versant in the periodical literature of the 
day, they might in this ** slashing" style have 
caught perhaps a glimpse of the future candi- 
dater for their borough, the Right Honourable 
Nicholas Rigby. 

Lord Monmouth, though he had been absent 
from England since 1832, had obtained from 
his vigilant correspondent a current knowledge 
bf all that had occurred in the interval. All the 
hopes, fears, gleans, £rospects, Q^ncBuvres, and 
ma chinations 1 their rise and fall; how some 
had bloomed, others were blighted; not a shade 
of reaction that was notlrepresented to him; 
nofine possibility of an atlKesion that was not 
duly reported; he could calculate at Naples at 
any time within ten, the result of a dissolution. 
The season of the year had prevented him cross- 
ing the Alps in 1834, and aAer the general 
election he was too shrewd a practiser in the 
politicalworld to be deceived as to the ultimate 
tesulu Lord Eskdale, in whose judgment he 
had more confidence thaK. in that of anj^ndi- 
Vidual, had told him from the first that the pear 
was not ripe ; Rigby, who always hedged against 
his interest by the fulfilment of his prophecy of 
irremediable discomfimce, was never very san- 
fuiae. Indeed, the whole affair was always con- 



sidered premature by the good judges; and a 
long time elapsed before Tadpole and Taper re- 
covered their secret influence, or re-assumed 
their ostentatious loquacity or their silent inso- 
lence. 

The pear however now was ripe. Even Lord 
Eskdale wrote that after the forthcoming regis- 
tration a bet was safe, an^ Lord Monmouth had 
the satisfaction of drawing the whig minister at 
Naples intp a cool thousand on the event. Sooa 
after this he returned to England, and deter- 
mined to pay a visit to Coningsby Castle, feast 
the county, patronize the borough, diffuse that 
confidence In the party which his presence never 
failed to do; so great and so just was the reli- 
ance in his unerring powers of calculation, and 
his intrepid pluck. Notwithstanding schedule 
A. the prestige of his power had not sensibljfc 
diminished, for his essential resources were 
vast, and his intellect always made the most of 
his infiuence. 

True, however, to his organization, Lor4 
Monmouth, even to save his party and gaia 
his dukedom, must not be bored. He there- 
fore filled his castle with the most agreeable 
people from London, and even secured for 
their diversion a little troop of French come- 
dians. Thus supported, he received his neigh- 
bours with all the splendour befitting his im- 
mense wealth and great position, and with one 
charm which even immense wealth and great 
position cannot command, the most perfect 
manner in the world. Indeed, Lord Monmouth 
was one of the most finished gentlemen that 
ever lived, and, as he was extremely good- 
natured, and for a selfish man, even good- 
humoured, there was rarely a cloud of caprice 
or ill-temper to prevent his fine manners hav- 
ing their fair play. The country neighbours 
were all fascinated; they were received with 
so much dignity, and dismissed with so much 
grace. Nobody would believe a word of the 
stories against him. Had he lived all his life 
at Coningsby, fulfilled every duty of a great 
English nobleman, benefited the county, loaded 
the inhabitants with favours, he would not 
have been half so popular as he found him- 
self within a fortnight of his arrival, with the 
worst county reputation conceivable, and every 
little squire vowing that be would not eveu 
leave his name at the castle to show his respect* 

Lord Monmouth, whose contempt for man- 
kind was . absolute ; not a fluctuating senti- 
ment, not a mournful conviction ebbing and 
flowing with circumstances, but a fixed, pro- 
found, unalterable instinct; who never loved 
any one, and never hated any one except his 
own children ; was diverted by his popularity, 
but be was also gratified by it. At this mo- 
ment it was a great element of power; he was 
proud, that with a vicious character, after hav- 
ing treated these people with unprecedented 
neglect and contumely, be should have won 
back their golden opinions in a moment, by the 
magic of ^manner and the splendour of wealth. 
His experience proved the soundness of his 
philosophy. 

Lord Monmouth worshipped gold, though, if 
necessary, he could squander it like a caliph. 
He had even a respect for very rich men ; it 
was his only weakness, the only exception to 
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his general ^com for his species. Wit, power, 
particular friendships, general popularity, pub- 
lic opinion, beauty, genius, virtue, all these are 
to be purchased; but it does not follow that you 
can buy a rich man : you may not be able or 
willing to spare enough. A person, or a thing, 
that you perhaps could not buy, became in- 
vested, in the eyes of Lord Monmouth, with a 
]cind of halo amounting almost to sanctity. 

As the prey rose to the bait. Lord Monmouth 
resolved they should be gorged. His banquets 
were doubled; a ball was announced; a public 
day fixed; not only the county, but the prin- 
cipal inhabitants of the neighbouring borough 
were encouraged to attend; Lord Monmouth 
wished it, if possible, to be without distinction 
of party. He had come to reside among his 
old friends, to live and die where he was born. 
The chairman of the Conservative Associa- 
tion and the vice-president exchanged glances, 
which wouldf have become Tadpole and Taper; 
the four attorneys knibbed their pens with in- 
creased energy, ai^d vowed that nothing could 
withstand the influence of the aristocracy " in 
the long ran.*' All went and dined at the 
castle; all retamed home, overpowered by the 
Condescension of the host, the beauty of the 
ladies, several real princesses, the splendour of 
his liveries, the variety of his viands, and the 
flavour of his wines. It was agreed, that at 
future meetings of the Conservative Associa- 
tion, they should always give "Lord Monmouth 
and the House of Lords!" — superseding the 
Duke of Wellington, who was to figure in an 
after toast with the battle of Waterloo. 

It was not without emotion that Coningsby 
-treheld, for the first time, the castle that bore 
his name. It was visible for several miles 
before he even entered the park, so proud and 
prominent was its position, on the richly wood- 
ed steep of a considerable eminence. It was a 
castellated building, immense and magnificent, 
in a very faulty and incongruous style of archi- 
tecture indeed, but compensating, in some de- 
gree, for these defici.encies of external taste 
and beauty by the splendour and accommoda- 
tion of its interior, and which a Gothic castle, 
raised according to the strict rules of art, 
could scarcely have* afforded. The declining 
sun threw over the pile a rich colour as Co- 
ningsby approached it, and lit up with fleetmg 
and fanciful tints the delicate foliage of the 
rare shrubs and tall thin trees that clothed the 
« acclivity on which it stopd. Our young friend 
felt a little embarrased when, without a servant 
and in a hack chaise, he drew up to the grand 
portal, and a crowd of retainers came forth to 
receive him* A superior servant inquired his 
name with a stately composure that disdained 
to be supercilious. It was not witl^out some 
degree of pride and satisfaction that the guest 
replied, " Mr. Coningsby." The instantaneous 
effect was magical. It seemed to Coningsby 
that he was borne on the shoulders of the 
people to his apartment; each tried to carry 
some part of his luggage; and he only hoped 
his welcome frojn their superiors might be as 
hearty. 



CHAPT3SK VI. 

It seemed to Coningsby, in his way to his 
room, that the castle was in a state of great 
excitement; every where bustle, preparation, 
moving to and fro, ascending and descending 
of stairs, servants in every corner; orders 
boundlessly given, rapidly obeyed; many de- 
sires, equal gratification. All this made him 
rather nervous. It was quite unlike Beauma-' 
noir. That also was a palace, but it was a 
home. This, though it should be one to him, 
seemed to have nothing of that character. Of 
all mysteries the social mysteries are the most 
appalling. Groing to an assembly for the first 
time is more alarming than the first battle. 
Coningsby had never before been in a great 
house full of company. It seemed an over- 
whelming affair. The sight of the servants be- 
wildered him ; how then was he to encounter 
their masters 1 

That, however, he must do in a moment 
A groom of the chambers indicates the way, 
to him, as he proceeds with a hesitating yet 
hurried step' through several ante-chambers 
and drawing-rooms; then doors are suddenly 
thrown open, and he is ushered into the larg- 
est and most sumptuous saloon that he had 
ever entered. It was full of ladies and gentle- 
men. Coningsby, for the first tirpe in his life, 
was at a great party. His immediate emotion 
was to sink into the earth, but perceiving that 
no one even noticed him, and that not an 
eye had been attracted to his entrance, he re- 
gained his breath, and, in some degree, his 
composure, and standing aside, endeavoured to 
make himself, as well as he could, master of 
the land. 

Not a human being that he had ever seeii 
before! The circumstance of not being no-. 
ticed, which a few minutes since he had felt 
as a relief, became now a cause of annoyance. 
It seemed that he was the only person standing 
alone whom no one was addressing. He felt 
renewed and aggravated embarrassment, and 
fancied, perhaps was conscious, that he was 
blushing. At length his ear caught the voice 
of Mr. Rigby. The speaker was not visible ; 
he was at a distance, surrounded by a wonder- 
ing group,' whom he was severally and col- 
lectively contradicting, but Coningsby could 
not mistake the harsh, high tones of that arro- 
gafat voice. He was not sorry, indeed, that Mr. 
Rigby did not observe him. Coningsby never 
loved him particularly, which was jather un- 
grateful, for h^ was a person who had been 
kind, and, on the whole, serviceable to him, 
but Coningsby writhed, and especially as he 
grew older, under Mr. Rigby's patronizing air 
and paternal tone. Even in old days, though 
attentive, Coningsby had never found him af- 
fectionate. Mr. Rigby would tell him what to 
do and see, but never asked him what he 
wished to do and see. It seemed to Coningsby 
that it was always Qontrived that he should 
appear the ** protege," or poor relation, of a de^ 
pendent of his family. These feelings, which 
the thought of Mr, Rigby had revived, caused 
our young friend, by an inevitable association 
of ideas, to remember that, unknown and un- 
noticed as he might be, he was the only Co- 



VMiVXnUfl^X 



ningsby in that proud castle, except the lord of 
the castle himself; and he hegan to be rather 
ashamed of permitting a sense of his inex- 
perience in the mere forms, and fashions of 
society so to oppress him, and deprive him, as 
it were, of the spirit and carriage which be- 
came alike his character and his position. — 
Emboldened and greatly restored to himself, Co- 
ningsby advanced into the body of the sal6on. 

On his legs, wearing bis bine riband, and 
bending his head frequently to a lady who was 
seated on a sofa and continually addressed him, 
Coningsby recognized his grandfather. liord 
Monmouth was somewhat balder than four years 
ago, when he had come down to Montem, and 
a little more portly perhaps ; but otherwise un- 
changed. Lord Monmouth never condescended 
to the artifices of the toilet, and, indeed, notwith- 
standing his life of excess had little need of 
them. Nature had done much for him, and 
the slow progress of decay was carried off by 
his consummate bearing. .He looked, indeed, 
the chieAain of a house of whom a cadet might 
be proud. * 

For Coningsby, not only the chief of his 
bouse* but his host too. In either capacity he 
ought to address Lord Monmouth. To sit down 
to dinner without having previously paid his 
respects to his grandfather, to whono he was so 
much indebted, and whom he had not seen for 
so many years, struck him not only as uncourtly, 
but as unkind and ungrateful, and, indeed, in the 
highest degree absurd. But how was he to do 
iti Lord Monmouth «eemed very deeply en- 
gaged, and apparently with some very great 
lady. And if Coningsby advanced and bowed, 
in all probability he would only get a bow in 
return. He remembered the bow of his first 
interview. It had made a lasting impression 
on his mind. For it was more than likely Lord 
Monmouth would not recognize him. Four 
years had not very sensibly altered Lord Mon- 
mouth, but four years had changed Harry Co- 
ningsby from a schoolboy into a man. Then 
how was he to make himself known to his grand- 
father! To announce himself a Coningsby, as 
his lordship's grandson, seemed somewhat ridi- 
culous. To address his grandfather as Lord 
Monmouth would serve no purpose; to style 
Lord Monmouth "grandfather," would make 
every one laugh, and seemed stiff and unnatural. 
What was he to dol To fall into an attitude, 
and exclaim, "Behold your grandchild!" or 
"Have you forgot your Harry 1" 

Even to catch Lord Monmouth's glance was 
not a very easy affair ; he was much engaged 
on one side by the great lady; on the other 
were several gentlemen who occasionally joined 
in the conversation. But something must be 
done. 

There ran through Coningsby's character, as 
we have before mentioned, a veih of simplicity 
which was not its least charm. It resulted, no 
doubt* in a great degree from the earnestness of 
his nature. There never was a boy so totally 
devoid of affectation, which was remarkable, 
for he had a brilliant imagination, a quality that 
from its fantasies and the vague and indefinite 
desires it engenders, generally makes those 
whose characters are not formed, very affected. 
The duchess, who was a fine judge of character, 



and whe greatly regarded Coningsby, often 
mentioned this trait as one which, combined 
with his great abilities and acquirements so 
unusual at his age, rendered him so very inte- 
resting. In the present instance it so happened, 
that while Coningsby was watching his grand- 
father,, he observed a gentleman advance, make 
his bow, say and receive a few words, and retire. 
This little incident, however, made a momen* 
tary diversion in the immediate circle of Lord 
Monmouth, and before they could all resume 
their former talk, and fall into their previous- 
positions, an impulse sent forth Coningsby, who 
walked up to Lord Monmouth, and standing be- 
fore him, said: 

*' How do you do, grandpapa 1" 

Lord Monmouth beheld his grandson. His 
comprehensive and penetrating glance took in 
every point with a flash.. There stood before 
him one of the handsomest youths he had ever 
seen, with a mien as graceful as his countenance 
was captivating; and his whole air breathing 
that freshness and ingenuousness which none 
so much appreciates as the used man of the 
world. And this was his child; the only one 
of his blood to whom he had been kind. It 
would be exaggeration to say that Lord Mon- 
mouth's heart was touched ; but his good-nature 
effervesced, and his fine taste was deeply grati- 
fied. He perceived in an instant such a relation 
might be a valuable adherent ; an irresistible 
candidate for future elections; a brilliant tool to 
work out the dukedom. All these impressions 
and ideas, and many more, passed through the 
quick brain of Lord Monmouth ere the sound 
of Coningsby's words had seemed to cease, and 
long before the surrounding guests had re- 
covered from the surprise which they had oc- 
casioned them; and which did not diminish 
when Lord Monmouth advancing placed his 
arms round Coningsby with a dignity of affec- 
tion that would have become Louis XIV., and, 
then in the high manner of the old court kissed 
him on each cheek. 

" Welcome to your home," said Lord Mon- 
mouth. . " You have grown a great deal!* 

Then Lord Monmouth led the agitated Co- 
ningsby to the gre^at lady ^ho was a princess 
and an ambassadress, and then placing his arm I 
gracefully in ' that of his grandson he led him 
across the room, and presented him in due form 
to some royal blood that was his guest in the 
shape of a Russian archduke. His imperial 
highness received our hero as graciously as the 
grandson of Lord Monmouth might expect; but 
no greeting can be imagined warmer than the 
one he received from the lady with whom the 
archduke was conversing. 8he was a dame 
whose beauty was mature, but still radiant 
Her figure was superb; her dark hair crowned 
with a tiara of curiotis workmanship. Her 
rounded arm was covered with costly bracelets, 
but not a jewel on her finely-formed bust, and 
the least possible rouge on her still oval cheek. 
Madame Colonna retained her charms. 

The party, though so considerable, princi- 
pally consisted of the guests at the castle. The 
suite of the archduke included several counts 
and generals ; then there was the Russian am- 
bassador and his lady ; and a Russian prince 
and princess, their relations. The prince and* 
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princess Colonna and tbe princess Lucretia 
were also paying a visit to the marqaess; and 
the frequency of these visits made some strait- 
laced magnificoes mysteriously declare it was 
impossible to go to Coningsby; but as they 
were not asked it did not i9tiuch signify. The 
marqaess knew a great many very agreeable 

Seople of the highest ton, who took a more 
beral view of hiiman conduct, and always 
made it a rule to presume the best motives in- 
stead of imputing the worst There was Lady 
dt Julians for example, whose position was of 
the highest; no one more sougnt; she made it 
A rule to go everywhere and visit every body, 

Srovided they had power, wealth, and fashion. 
he knew no crime except a woman not living 
^ith her husband; that was past pardon. As 
long as his presence sanctioned her conduct, 
however shameless, it did not signify; but if the 
husband were a brute, neglected his wife first, 
and then deserted her; then, if a breath but sul- 
lies her name she must be crushed; unless 
indeed her own family were very powerful, 
"Which makes a difierence, and sometimes softens 
jbimondity into indiscretion. 

Lord and Lady Gaverstock were also there, 
who never said an unkind thing of any body; 
her ladyship was pure as snow; but her mother 
having been divorced, she ever fancied she was 
pajring a kind of homage to her parent by visit- 
ing those who might be some day in the same 
predicament. There were other lords and ladies 
df high degree; and some who, though neither 
fords and ladies, were charming people, which 
liOrd Monmouth chiefly cared about; troops of 
^ne gentlemen who came and went; and some 
.who were neither fine, nor gentlemen, but who 
Irere very amusing or very obliging as circum- 
stances required, and made life easy and plea- 
sant to others and themselves. 
' A new scene this for Coningsby, who watched 
with interest all that passed before him. Th« 
dinner was announced as served ; an affection- 
ate arm guides him at a moment of some per- 
plexity. 

•* When did you arrive, Harry 1 We will sit 
together. How is the duchess f' inquired Mr. 
li^by, who spoke as if he had seen Coningsby 
for the first time; but who indeed had, with that 
eye which nothing could escape, observed his 
reception by his grandfather, marked it well, 
and inwardly digested it. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Tbebe was to be a first appearance on the 
stage of Lord Monmouth's theatre to-night, the 
expectation of which created considerable in- 
terest in the party, and was one of the principal 
subjects of conversation at dinner. Villebecque, 
the manager of the troop, had married the actress 
Stella, once celebrated for her genius and her 
beauty; a woman who had none of the vices of 
her craft, for, though she was a fallen angel, 
there were what her countrymen style extenuat- 
ing circumstances in her declension. With the 
whole worM at her feet, she had remained un- 



sullied. Wealth and its enjoyments could not 
tempt her, although she was unable to refuse 
her heart to one whom she deemed worthy of 
possessing it. She found her fate in an Eng- 
lishman, who was the father of her only child, 
a daughter. She thought she had met in him a 
hero, a demi-god, a being of deep passion and 
origiiial and creative mind; but he was only a 
voluptuary, full of violence instead of feeling, 
and eccentric because he had great means with 
which he could gratify extravagant whims. 
Stella found she had made the great and irre- 
trievable mistake. She had exchanged devotion 
for a passionate and evanescent fancy, prompted 
at first by vanity, and daily dissipating under the 
influence of custom and new objects. Though 
not stainless in conduct, Stella was pure m 
spirit. She required that devotion which she 
had yielded ; and she separated herself from the 
being to whom she had made the most precious 
sacrifice. He offered her the consoling com- 
pensation of a settlement, which she refused ; 
and she returned with a broken spirit to that 
profession of which she was still the ornament 
and the pride. 

The animating principle of her career was 
her daughter, whom she educated with a solici- 
tude which the most virtuous mother could not 
surpass. To preserve her from the stage, and 
to secure for her an independence, were the 
objects of the mother's life ; but nature whis- 
Ijered to her, that the days of that life were 
already numbered. The exertions of her pro- 
fession had alarmingly developed an inherent 
tendency to pulmonary disease. Anxious that 
her child should not be left without some pro- 
tector, Stella yielded to the repeated solicita- 
tions of ohe who from the first had been her 
silent admirer, and she married Villebecque, 
a clever actor, and an enterprising ^man who 
meant to be something more. Their union was 
not of long duration, though it was happy on 
the side of Villebecque, and serene on that of 
his wife. Stella was recalled from this world, 
where she had known much triumph and more 
suffering: and where she had exercised many 
virtues, which elsewhere, though not here, may 
perhaps be accepted as some palliation of one 
great error. 

Villebecque acted becomingly to the young 
charge which Stella had bequeathed to him. He 
was himself, as we have intimated, a man of en- k 
terprise, a restless spirit, not content to movei 
forever in the sphere in which he was born.l 
Vicissitudes are the lot of such aspirants./ 
Villebecque became manager of a small theatre, 
and made money. If Villebecque, without a 
** sous," had been a schemer, Villebecque with 
a small capital was the very chevalier law of 
theatrical 'managers. He took a larger theatre, 
and even that succeeded. Soon he was recog- 
nized as the lessee of more thVn one, and still 
he prospered. Villebecque began to dabble in 
opera houses. He enthroned himself at Paris ; 
his envoys were heard of at Milan and Naples, 
at Berlin and St. Petersburg. His controver- 
sies with the " Conservatoire" at Paris, ranked 
among state papers. Villebecque rolled in cha- 
riots and drove cabs; Villebecque gave refined 
suppers to great nobles, who were honoured 
by the invitation ; Villebecque wore a red riband 
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in the bntton-hole pf his frocjf, and more than 
one cross in his gala dress. 

All this time the daughter of Stella incteased 
in years and stature, and we must add in good* 
ness: a mild soft-hearted girl, as yet with no 
decided character, but one who loved calmness 
and seemed little fitted for the circle in which 
she found herself. In that circle, however, she 
ever experienced kindness and consideration. 
No enterprise however hazardous, no manage- 
ment however complicated, no schemes how- 
ever vast, ever for a moment induced Ville- 
becqi^e to forget ** La Petite." If only for one 
breathless instant, hardly a day elapsed but he 
saw her ; she was hiis companion in all his rapid 
movements, and he studied every comfort and 
convenience that could relieve her delicate 
frame in some degree from the inconvenience 
and exhaustion of travel. He was proud to 
sqrronnd her with luxury and refinement; to 
supply her #ith the most celebrated masters ; 
to gratify every wish that she could express* 

But all this time Villebecque was dancing on 
a volcano. The catastrophe which inevitably 
occurs in the career of all great speculators, 
and especially theatrical ones, arrived to him. 
Flushed with his prosperity, and confident in 
his constart success, nothing would satisfy him 
but universal empire. He had established his 
despotism at Paris, his dynasties a,t Naples and 
at Milan; but the north w^is not to him, and 
he was determined to appropriate it Beilin 
fell before a successful campaign, though a 
costly one; but St. Petersburg and London still 
remained. Resolute and reckless, nothing de- 
terred Villebecque. One seasoA all the opera 
houses in Europe obeyed his nod, and at the 
end of it he was ruined. The crash was utter, 
universal, overwhelming; and under ordinary 
circumstances a French bed and a brasier of 
charcoal alone remained for ViU^beoqae, who 
was equal to the occasion. But the thought of 
** La Petite" and the remembrance of bis pro- 
mise to Stella deterred him from the deed* He 
reviewed his position in a spirit becoming a 
practical philosopher. Was he worse off than 
Defore he commenced his career 1 Yes, because 
he was older ;— though to be sure he had his 
compensating reminiscences. But was he too 
old to do any thing 1 At forty-five the game 
was not altogether up; and in a large theatre, 
not too much lighted, and with the artifices of a 
dramatic toilette, he might still be able success- 
fully to re-assume those characters of coxcombs 
and " muscadins," in which he was once so 
celebrated. Luxury had, perhaps, a little too 
much enlarged his waist, but diet and rehearsals 
would set all right. 

Villebecque in their adversity broke to "La 
Petite" that the time had unfortunately arrived 
when it would be wise for her to consider the 
most effectual means for turning her talents 
and accomplishments to account He himself 
suggested the stage, to which otherwise there 
were doubtless objections, because her occupa- 
tion in any other pursuit would necessarily 
separate them ; but he impartially placed before 
her the relative advantages and disadvantages 
of every course which seemed, to lay open to 
them, and left the preferable one to her own de- 
cision. *< La Petite," who had wept rery much 
6 



over rVillebecque's misfortunes, and often, as- 
sured him that she cared for them only for his 
sake, decided for the sts^e, solely because it 
would secure their not being parted; and yet, as 
she often assured him, she feared she had no 
predisposition for the career. 

Villebecque had npw not only to fill his owh 
parts at the theatre at which he had obtained 
an engagement, but he had also to be the ii^- 
structor of his ward. It was a life of toil; ak 
addition of labour and efiTort that need scarce^ 
have been made to the exciting exertion of pet* 
formance, and the dull exercise of rehearsal; 
but he bore it all without a' murmur; with a 
self-command and a gentle perseverance which 
the finest temper in the world could hardly ac- 
count for; certainly not when we remember i^ 
possessor, who had to make all these exertions 
and endure all this wearisome toil, had just ex* 
perienced the most shattering vicissitudes 6f 
fortune, and beea hurled from the possession 
of absolute power and illimitable self-gratific4- 
tion. 

Lord Eskdale, who was always doing kind 
things to actors and actresses, had a great re- 
gard for Villebecque, with whom he had oflen 
supped. He had oflen been kind too to " Lji 
Petite." Lord Eskdale had a plan for putting 
Villebecque, as he termed it, "on his legs again^" 
It was to establish kim with a French company 
in London at some pretty theatre ; Lord Esk- 
dale to take a private box, and to make all his 
friends do the same. Villebecque, who was as 
sanguine as he was good-tempered, was ravished 
by this friendly scheme. He immediately be- 
lieved that he should recover his great fortunes 
as rapidly as he had lost them. He foresaw in 
<* La Petite" a genius as distinguished as that 
of her mother, although as yet not developed, 
and he was boundless in his expressions of 
gratitude to his patron. And indeed of all 
friends, a friend in need is the most delightful. 
Lord Eskdale had the talent of being a, friend 
in need. Perhaps it was because he knew 90 
many worthless persons. But it oAen happens 
that worthless persons are merely people who 
are worth nothing. 

Lord Monmouth having written to Mr. Bigby 
of his intention to reside for some months at 
Coningsby.and having mentioned thathe wished 
a troop of French comedians to be engaged f6r 
the summer, Mr. Rigby had immediately con- 
sulted Lord Eskdale on the subject, as the best 
current authority. Thinking this a good oppor- 
tunity of giving a turn to poor Villebecque, and 
that it might serve as a capital introduction to 
their scheme of the London company. Lord 
Eskdale obtained for him the engagement 

Villebecque and his little troop had now been 
a month at Conihgsby, and had hitherto per- 
formed three times a week. Lord Monmouth 
was content; his guests much gratified; the 
company on the whoJe much approved of. It 
was, indeed, considering its limited numbers, a 
capital company. There was a young lady 
who played the old woman's parts — nothing 
could be more garrulous and venerable; and a 
lady of maturer years who performed the he- 
roines, gay and graceful as May. Villebecque 
himself was a celebrity in characters of airy 
insolence and careless frolic Their old man. 
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indeed, was ratlier bard, bnt handy; conid take 
any thing either in the high serions or the low 
droll. Their sentimental lover was rather too 
much bewigged, and spoke. too much to the an- 
dience, a fault rare with the French; but this 
hero had a vague idea that he was ultimately 
destined to run off with a princess. 

In this wise, affairs had gone on for a month; 
very well, but not too well. The enterprising 
genius of Villebecque, once more a manager, 
prompted him to action. He felt an itching de- 
'sire to announce a novelty* He fancied Lord 
Monmouth had yawned once or twice when the 
heroine came on. Villebecque wanted to make 
a " coup." It was clear that " La Petite** must 
' sooner or later begin. Could she find a more 
favourable audience, or a more fitting occasion 
than y^ere now offered 1 True it was she had 
a great repugnance to come out; but it certainly 
seemed more to her advantage that she should 
make her first appearance at a private theatre 
than at a public one; supported by all the en- 
couraging patronage of Coningsby Castle, than 
subjected tu all the cynical criticism of the stalls 
of St. James's. 

These views and various considerations were 
urged and represented by Villebecque to "La 
Petite,*' with all the practised ^wers of £lausi- 
oility of which so much exgeneace as a mana- 
ger had made him master. ** La Petite" looked 
infinitely distressed, but yielded as she ever did. 
And the night of Coningsby's arrival at the cas- 
tle was to witness in its private theatre the first 
appearance of Madbmoissliib Flobju 



CHAPTER VUL 

Thi guests re-assembled in the great saloon 
before they repaired to the theatre. A lady on 
the arm of the Russian prince bestowed on 
Coningsby a haughty, but not ungracious, bow; 
which he returned, unconscious of the person 
to whom he bent. She was, however," a very 
striking person; not beautiful; her face, indeed, 
at the first glance was almost repulsive, yet it 
ever attracted a second gaze. A remarkable 
pallor distinguished her; her features had nei- 
ther regularity nor expression; neither were 
her eyes fine; but her brow impressed you with 
an idea of power of no ordinary character or 
capacity. Her figure was as fine and com- 
manding as her face was void of charm. Juno, 
in the full bloom of her immortality, could have 
presented nothing more majestic. Coningsby 
watched her as she swept along like a resist- 
less Fate. 

Servants now went round and presented to 
each of the g\iests a billet of the performance. 
It announced in striking characters the "debut" 
of Mademoiselle Flora. A principal servant 
bearing branch lights, came forward and bowed 
to the marquess. Lord Monmouth went imme- 
diately to the archduke, and notified to his 
imperial highness that the comedy was ready. 
The archduke offered his arm to the ambassa- 
dress; the rest were following; Coningf^by was 



called. Madame Colonna wished him to be her 
beau. 

It was a very pretty theatre ; had been rapidly 
rubbed up, and renovated here and there ; the 
painting just touched ; a little gilding on a cor- 
nice. There were no boxes,- but the ground 
floor which gradually ascended was carpeted, 
and covered with arm-chairs, and the back of 
the theatre with a new and rich curtain of greea 
velvet 

They are all seated ; a great artist performs 
on the violin, accompanied by another great 
artist on the piano. The lights arise; sooie 
body evidently crosses the stage behind the 
curtain. They are disposing the scene. la a 
moment the curtain will rise also. 

" Have you seen Lucretial" said the princess 
to Coningsby. "She is so anxious to resume 
her acquaintance with you." 

But before he could answer the^ell rang, and 
the curtain rose. 

The old man, who had a droll part .to-night, 
came forward, and maintained a conversation 
with his housekeeper; not bad. The young 
woman who played the grave matron, perform- 
ed with great finish. She was a favourite and 
was ever applauded. The second scene came; 
a saloon tastefully furnished; a table willi 
flowers, arranged with grace ; birds in cages, a 
lap-dog on a cushion ; some books. The audi- 
ence were pleased ; especially the ladies : they 
li^e to recognize signs of " bdn-ton" in the de- 
tails bf the scene. A rather awful pause ; and 
Mademoiselle Flora enters. She was greeted 
with even vehement approbation. Her agita- 
tion is extreme ; she curtseys, and bows her 
head, as if to hide her face. The face was 
pleasing, and pretty enough; soft and engaging. 
Nothing could be more perfect than her costume; 
purely white, but the fashion consummate ; a 
single rose her only ornament. All admitted 
that her hair was arranged to admiration. 

At length she spoke; her voice trembled, but 
she had a good elocution though her organ 
wanted force. The gentlemen looked at each 
other, and nodded approbation. There was 
something so unobtrusive in her mien, that she 
instantly became a favourite with the ladies. — 
The scene was not long, but it was triumphant 

Flora did not appear in the next scene. In 
the fourth and final one of the act, she had to 
make a grand dissplay. It was a love scene ; 
and rather of an impassioned character; Ville- 
becque was her suitor. He entered first on the 
stage. Never had he looked so well, or per- 
formed with more spirit You would not have 
given him five-and-lwenty years; he seemed 
redolent of youth. His dress too was admirable. 
He had studied the most distinguished of his 
audience for the occasion, and had outdone 
them all. The fact is, he had been assisted a 
little by a great connoisseur, a celebrated French 
nobleman, Count D — y, who had been one of the 
guests. The thing was perfect, and Lord Mop- 
moUth took a pinch of snuff, and tapped appro=* 
bation on the top of his box. 

Flora now reappeared, received with renewed 
approbation. It did not sedm, however, that in 
the inter/al she had gained courage; she looked 
agitated. She spoke, she proceeded with her 
part; it became impassioned. She had to spe^ 
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[ of her feelings; to tell the secrets of her heart; 

' to confess that she loved another : her emotion 
"was exquisitely performed, the mournful tender- 
ness of her tones thrilling. There was through- 
out the audience a dead silence; all were ab- 

* sorbed in their admiration of the unrivalled 
artist; all felt' a new genius had visited the 

. stage; — but while they were fascinated by the 
actress, the woman was in torture. The emo- 

[ tion was the disturbance of her own soul ; the 

" laonrnAil tenderness of her tones thrilled from 
the heart : suddenly she clasped her hands with 

' all the exhaustion of woe ; an expression of 
agony flitted over her countenance; arid she 
"burst into tears. Villebecque rushed forward, 
and carried leather than led her from the stage ; 

, the audience looking at each other, some of 
them suspecting that this movement was a part 

^ of the scene. 

«* She has talent," said Lord Monmouth to the 
Russian ambassadress, "but wants practice. 
Villebecque should send her for a time to the 

' provinces." 

At length M. "Villebecque came forward to 

, express his deep regret that the sudden and se- 
vere indisposition of Mile. Flora rendered it 

' impossible for the company to proceed with the 
piece; but that the curtain would descend to 
rise again for the second and last piece an- 

' nounced. 

All this accordingly took place. The expe- 

* rienced performer who acted the heroines, now 
'came forward and disported' most jocundly. 

The failure of Flora had given* fresh animation 
to her perpetual liveliness. She seemed the 
very soul of elegant frolic. In the last scene 

. she figured in male attire ; and in air, fashioti, 
and youth, beat Villebecque out of the field. She 
looked younger than Coningsby when he went 
up to his gfand-papa. 

The comedy was over, the curtain fell, the 
audience much amused chattered brilliant criti- 
cism, and quitted the theatre to repair to the 
saloon where they were to be diverted to-night 
with Russian dances. Nobody thought of the 
unhappy Flora ; not a single message to console 
her in her grief, to compliment her on what she 
had done, to encourage her future. And yet it 
was a season for a word of kindness ; so at least 
thought one of the audience, as he lingered 
behind the hurrying crowd absorbed in their 

' coming amusements. 

Colingsby had sat very near the stage ; he had 
observed with great advantage and attention the 
countenance and movements of Flora from the 
beginning. He was fully persuaded that her 
woe was genuine and profound. He had felt 
his eyes moist when she had wept He recoiled 
from the cruelty and the callousness that, with- 
out the slightest symptom of sympathy, could 
leave a young girl who had been labouring for 
their amusement and who was suflbring for her 
trial. 

He got on the stage, ran behind the scenes, 
and asked for Mile. Flora. They pointed to a 
door; he requested permission to enter. Flora 
was sitting at a table with her face resting on 
her hands. Villebecque was there, resting on 
the edge of the tall fender, and still in the dress 
in which he had performed in the last piece. 
"I took the liberty," said Coningsby, ** of in- 



quiring after Mile. Flora;" atid then advancing 
to her, who had raised her head, he added : " I 
am sure my grandfather must' feel much in- 
debted to you. Mademoiselle, for making such 
exertions when you were suffering under so 
much indisposition." 

" This is very amiable of yotr, sir,** said the 
youngilady, looking at him with earnestness, 

"Mademoiselle has too much sensibility," 
said Villebecque, making an observation by way 
of diversion. 

"^And yet that must be the Soul of fine acting," 
said Coningsby; "I look forward— all look for- 
ward — with great interest to the next occasion 
on which you will favour us." 

"Never!" said La Petite in a plaintive tone; 
** oh, I hope, never !" 

"Mademoiselle is not aware at this moment," 
said Coningsby, "how much her talent is appre- 
ciated. I assure you, sir," he added, turning to 
Villebecque, "I heard but one opinion, but one 
expression of gratification at her feeling and 
her fine taste." 

"The talent is hereditary," said Villebecque. 

"Indeed you have reason to say so," said Co- 
ningsby. 

"Pardon; I was not thinking of myself. My 
child reminded me so much of another this eve- 
ning. But that is nothing. I am glad you are 
here, sir, to reassure Mademoiselle.." 

"I came only to congratulate her, and to la- 
ment, for om- sakes as well as her own, her in- 
disposition. 

"It is not indisposition," said La Petite in a 
tone, with her eyes fixed on the table. 

" Mademoiselle cannot overcome the nervous- 
ness incidental to a first appearance," said Vil- 
lebecque. 

"A last appearance," said La Petite; "yes, it 
must be the last." She rose gently, she ap- 
proached Villebecque, she laid her head on his 
breast, and placed her arms round his neck, 
« My father, my best father, yes, say it is the 
last!" 

"You are the mistress of your lot, Flora," 
said Villebecque ; "but with such a distinguished 
talent—" • 

" No, no, no: no talent. You are wrong, my 
father. I know myself. I am not of those to 
whom nature gives talents. I am bom only for 
still life. I have no taste except for privacy. 
The Convent is more suited to me than the 
stage." 

"But you hear what this gentleman says" 
said Villebecque returning her embrace. " He 
tells you that his grandfather — my Lord Mar- 
quess I believe, sir, — that every one — that — " 

"Ah, no, no, no!" said Flora, shaking her 
head. " He comes here because he is generous, 
because he is a gentleman ; and he wished to 
soothe the soul that he knew was suffering. 
Thank him, my father, thank h'im for me and 
before me, and promise in his presence that the 
stage and your daughter have parted for ever." 

" Nay, Mademoiselle," said Coningsby, ad- 
vancing atid venturing to take her hand, a soft 
hand, "make no such resolutions to-night. M. 
Villebecque can have no other thought or object 
but your happiness : and believe me, 'tis not I 
only, but aU, who appreciate, and if they were 
here, must respect you." . 
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» I prefer respect U> adairatieB,'' said Flora ; 
"but I fear that respect' is not Ihe appanage of 
such as I am." 

**All must respect those who respect them-> 
selves,*' said Coniugsby. "Adieu, Mademoi- 
selle ; I trust to-morrow to hear that you are 
yourself." He bowed to Villebecque and retired. 

In the mean time, affairs in the drawii^g-room 
assumed a very different character to those be* 
hind the scenes. Coningsby returned to bril- 
liancy, groups apparently gushing with Ught- 
beartedness, universal content, and Russian 
dances ! 

"And you, too, do you dance the Russian 
dances, Mri Coningsby 1" said Madame Colonna. 

"I cannot dance at all," said Coniogsby, be- 
ginning a little to lose his pride in the want of 
an accomplishment which at Eton he had 
thought it spirited to despise. 

" Ab! you cannot dance the Russian dances! 
Lucretia shall teach you " said the princes^ 
."nothing will please her so much." 

On the present occasion the ladies were not 
as experienced in the entertainment as the gen- 
tlemen ; but there was amusement in being in- 
structed. To be disciplined by an archduke or 
a Russian princess was all very well ; but what 
even the good-tempered Lady Gaythorpe could 
not pardon was, that a certain Mrs. Guy 
Flouncey, whom they were all of them trying to 
put down, and keep down, on this, as almost on 
every other occasion, proved herself a more 
finished performer than even the Rlssians them- 
selves. 

Lord Monmouth had picked up the Guy 
Fiounceys during a Roman winter. They were 
people of some position in society. Mr. Guy 
Flouncey was a man of good estate, a sports- 
man, proud of his pr-etty wife. . Mrs. Guy 
Flouncey was even very pretty, dressed in a 
style of ultra fashion. However, she could 
sing, dance, act, ride, and talk, and all well; and 
was mistress of the art of flirtation. She bad 
amused the marquess abroad, and had taken 
care to call at Monmouth House, tl^e instant the 
Morning Post apprised her he had arrived in 
England ; the consequence was an invitation to 
Coningsby. She came with a wardrobe which, 
in point of variety, fancy, and fashion, never 
was surpassed. Morning and evening, every 
day a new dress equally striking; and a riding- 
habit that was the talk and wonder of the whole 
neighbourhood. Mrs. Guy Flouncey created 
far 'more sensation in the borough when she 
rode down the High Street, than what the good 
people called the real princesses* 

At first the fine ladies never noticed her« or 
only stared at her over their shoulders ; every 
where sounded, in suppressed whispers, the 
fatal question, "Who is shet" After dinner 
they formed always into polite groups, from 
which Mrs. Guy rlouncey was invariably ex- 
cluded; and if ever the Princess Colonna, im- 
pelled partly by her good nature, and partly 
from having known her on the Continent, did 
kindly sit by her. Lady St. Julians, or some dame 
equally benevolent, was sure by an adroit apptal 
to her highness on some point which could not 
be decided without moving, to withdraw her 
from her pretty and persecuted companion. 

It was, indeed, rather difficult work the first 






few days for Mrs* Otjy Flotuicey, especially iai- 
mediately a(^er dinner. It is not soothing tP 
one's self-love to find oneself sitting alone pre- 
tending to look at prints in a fine drawing-roo^l 
full of fine people who don't speak to you- But 
Mrs. Guy Flouncey, after having takea Co- 
ningsby Castle by storm, was not to be driven 
out of its drawing-room by the tactics even of 
a Ladv St. Julians. Experience convinced her 
that all that was required was a little patiepce* 
Mrs. Guy had confidence in herself, her quick- 
ness, her ever ready accomplishments, and her 
practised powers of attraction. And she was 
right. She was always sure of an ally the mo- 
ment the gentlemen appeared. The cavalier 
who had sat next to her at dinner was only too 
happy to meet her again. More than once too 
she had caught her noble host, though a whole , 
garrison was ever on the watch to prevent her, 
and he was greatly amused,and showed that lie 
was greatly amused by her society. Then sbe 
suggested plans to him to divert his guests, la. 
a country-house the suggestive mind is inesti- 
mable. Some how or other, before a week was 
past, Mrs. Guy Flouncey seemed the soul 9f 
every thing, was always surrounded by a. cluster 
of admirers, and with what are called "the best 
men". «ver ready to ride with her, dance with 
her, act with her, or flill at her feet. The fine 
ladies found it absolutely necessary to thaw: 
tbey began to ask her questions after dinner. 
Mrs. Guy Flouncey only wanted an opening. 
She was an adroit flatterer, with a temper iin- 
perturbable, and gifted with a ceaseless energQr 
of conferring slight obligations. She lent them 
patterns for new fashions, in all which myste- 
ries she was very versant; and what with soni^e 
gentle jgjozing and some gay jg;pssip,gugar for 
SeTr tongues an d ^a lt for their tails, she con- 
trived pretty well to catch them all. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

NoTHiiro could present a greater contrast 
than the respective interiors of Coningsby and 
Beaumanoir. That air of habitual habitation, 
which so pleasingly distinguished the duke's 
family seat, was entirely wanting at Coningsby. 
Every thing indeed was vast and splendid; but 
it seemed rather a gala-house than a dwelling; 
as if the grand furniture and the grand servants 
had all come down express from town with the 
grand company, and were to disappear and to 
be dispersed at the same time. And t^uly there 
were very manifold traces of hasty and tempo- 
rary arrangement; new carpets and old hang- 
ings; old paint, new gilding; battalions of odd 
French chairs, squadrons of queer English 
tables; and large tasteless lamps and tawdry 
chandeliers, evidently true cockneys, and only 
taking the air by way of change. There w^, 
too, throughout the drawing-rooms an absence 
of all those minor articles of ornamental furni- 
ture that are the oflfering of ^te to the home we 
love. There were no booksjfeither; no floWer$; 
no pet animals ; no portfolio^ of fine drawings 
by our English artists iike the album of the 
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cTxrches.*;, full of ^^etches by t>a!idseer and Stan- 
fiield, and their gifted brethren ; not a print even, 
except portfolios of H. p/s caricatures. The 
lAodes and manners of the house wet'e not rural ; 
there was nothing of the sweet order of a coun- 
try life. Nobody came down ta breakfast ; the 
ladies wtsre scarcely seen until dinner-time ; they 
rolled about in carriages together late in the 
sitemoon as if they were in London, or led a 
son of factitious boudoir life in their provincial 
d)ressing-rooms. 

, The marquess sent for Coningsby the mom- 
i^ after his arrival and asked him to breakfast 
with him in his private rooms. Nothing could 
be more kiad or more agreeable thian his grand- 
father: He appelired 'to be viery intereJJted in 
his gratKlson*s progress, was glad to find Co- 
xiingsby bad distinguished himself at Eton, so- 
lemnly adjured him liot to neglect his French. 
A classical education, he said, was a very ad- 
mirable thing, and one which all gentlemen 
should enjoy ; but Coningsby would find some 
day that there were two educations, one which 
his position required, and' another which was 
demanded by the wotld. "^rench, my dear 
Harry,** he continued, "is the key to this second 
education. In a couple of years or so you will 
chter the world; it's a different thing to what 
you read about. It-s a masquerade ; a motley 
sparkling multitude, in which you may mark 
ill forms and colon rs, and listen to all senti- 
ments and opinions ; but where all you see and 
hear has only one object — pMnder. When you 

fet into this crowd you will find that Greek and 
•atiti are not so much difiused as you imag^ine. 
I was glad to hear you^peak French yesterday. 
Study your accent. There are a good many 
fbreigiiers here with whom you may try your 
wing a little ; don't talk to any of them too much. 
Be very careful of intimacies. All the people 
here are good acquaintance; at least pretty well. 
Now, here," said the marquess, taking up a 
letter and then throwing it on the table again, 
** now here is a man whom I should like you to 
know, Sidonia. He will be here in a few days. 
Lay yourself out for him if you have the oppor- 
tunity. He is a man of rare capacity, and enor- 
mously rich. No one knows the world like 
Sidonia. I never met his equal; and 'tis so 
pleasant to talk with one that can want nothing 
of you.'* 

Lord Monmouth had invited Coningsby to 
take a drive with him in the afternoon. The 
marquess wished to show a part of his domain 
to the ambassadress. Only Lucretia, he saiSi, 
would be with them, and there was a place for 
him. This invitation was readily accepted by 
Coningsby, who was not yet sufficiently estab- 
lished in the habits of the house exactly to know 
how to p^ss his morning. His friend and pa- 
tron, Mr. JRigby, was entirely taken up with the 
Sirchdnke, whom he was accompanying all over 
the neighbourhood, in visits to manufactures, 
many which Rigby himself saw for the first 
time, but all of which he fluently explained to 
his imperial highness. In return for this, he 
extracted much information from the archduke 
on Russian plans and projects, materials for 
a. "slashing" article against the Russophobia 
that he was preparing, and in which he was 
to prove that Mascovlte aggresfsion was sih 



English ifiterest, and entirely to "be explained 
by the want of sea-coast, which drove the Czar, 
for the pure purposes of commerce, to the Baltic 
and the Euxine. * 

When the hour for the drive arrived, Co- 
ningsby found Lucretia, a young girl when he 
had first seen her only four years back, and 
stilt his junior, in that majestic dame who had 
conceded a superb recognition to him the pre- 
ceding eve. She really looked older than Ma- 
dame Colonna; who, very beaatiful, very young 
looking, and mistress of the real arts of the toi- 
lette, those that cannot be detected, was not in 
the least altered since she first so cordially sa- 
luted Coningsby, as her dear young friend at 
Monmouth House. - 

The day was delightful, the park extensive 
and picturesque, the ambassadress sparkling 
with anecdote, and occasionally, in a low voice, 
breathing a diplonSiatic bint to Lord Monmouth, 
who bowed his graceful consciousness of her 
distinguished confidence. Coningsby occasion- 
ally took advantage of one of those moments, 
when the conversation ceased to be general, to 
address Lucretia, who replied' in calm, fine 
smiles, and in afl^ble monosyllables. She, in- 
deed, generally succeeded in conveying an im- 
pression to those she addressed, that she had 
never seen them before, did not care to see 
them now, and never wished to see them again. 
And all this too with an' air of great courtesy. 

They arrived at the brink of a wooded bank;' 
at their Jeet*iowed a very fine river, deep and 
rushingnnough not broad; i!s opposite bank the 
boundary of a richly timbered park. 

*'Ah r this is beautiftll !" exclaimed the am- 
bassadress. "And is that yours^ Lord Mon- 
mouth!" 

"Not yet," siftid the marquess. "That is 
Hellingsley; it is one Of the finest places in the 
county, with a splendid estate; not so consider- 
able as Coningsby, but very great It belongs 
to an o/d, a very old man, without a relative in 
the world. It is knoWn that* the estate will be 
sold at his death, which may be almost daily 
expected. Then it is mine. No one can offer 
for it what I can afford. For it gives me this 
division of the county, princess. To possess 
Hellingsley is one of my objects." The mar- 
quess spoke with afi animation unusual with 
him, almost with a degree of excitement. 

The. wind met them as they returned, the 
breeze blew rather freshly. Lucretia all of a 
sudden seemed touched with unusaal emotion. 
She was alarmed lest Lord Monmouth should, 
catch cold ; she took a kerchief from her own 
well-turned throat to tie round his neck. He 
feebly resisted, evidently much pleased. 

The Princess Lucretia was highly accom- 
plished. In the evening, having refused several 
distinguished guests, hut instantly yielding to 
the request of Lord Monmouth, she sang. It 
was impossible to conceive a contralto of more 
thrilling power, or an execution more worthy of 
the voice. Coningsby, who- was not experienced 
in fine singing, listened as if to a supernatural 
1^, but all agreed it was of the highest class of 
nature and of art; and the archduke was in 
raptured. Lucretia received even his highness's 
compliments with a graceful indifference. In- 
deed, to th6se Who watched her demeanotir, it 
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might be remarked that she seemed to yield to 
none, although all bowed before her. 

Madame Colonna, who was always extremely 
kind to Coningsby, expressed to him her grati- 
fication from the party of the morning. It must 
have been delightful, she assured Coningsby, 
for Lord Monmouth to have had both Lucretia 
and his grandson with him ; and Lucretia too, 
she added, must have been so pleased. 

Coningsby could not make out why Madame 
Colonna was always intimating to him that the 
Princess Lucretia took such great interest in 
his existence, looked forward with such gratifi- 
cation to his society, remembered witn so much 
pleasure the past, anticipated so much happi- 
ness from the future. It appeared to him that 
he was to Lucretia, if not an object of repug- 
nance, as he sometimes fancied, certainly one 
only of absolute indifference; but he said no- 
thing. He had already lived long enough to 
know that it is unwise to wish every thing ex- 
plained. 

In the mean time, his life was agreeable. 
Every day he found added to his acquaintance. 
He was never without a companion, to ride or 
to shoot with; and of riding Coningsby was 
very fond. His grandfather too was continually 
giving him good-natured turns, and making him 
of consequence in the castle; so that all the 
guests were fully impressed with the import- 
ance of Lord Monmouth's gr&ndson. Lady SL 
Julians 'pronounced him distinguished; the am- 
bassadress thought diplomacy sii|>uid be his 
part as he had a fine person and a clear brain ; 
Madame Colonna spoke of him always as if she 
took intense interest in his career, and declared 
that she liked him almost as much as Lucretia 
did; the Russians persisted in always styling 
him " the young marquess," notwithstanding the 
ambassador's explanations; Mrs. Guy Flouncey 
made a dashing attack on him; but Coningsby 
remembered a lesson which Lady Everingham 
had graciously bestowed on him. He was not 
to be caught agaii^ easily; Besides, Mrs. Guy 
Flouncey laughed a little too much, and talked 
a little too loud. 

As time flew on, there were changes of visit- 
ors, chiefly among the single men. At the end 
of the first week after Coningsby's arrival, Lord 
Eskdale appeared, bringing with him Lucian 
Gay ; and soon after followed the Marquess of 
Beaumanoir, and Mr. Melton. These were all 
heroes who, in their way, interested the ladies, 
and whose advent was hailed with general sa- 
tisfaction. Even Lucretia would relax a little 
to Lord Eskdale. He was one of her oldest 
friends, and with a simplicity of manner which 
amounted almost to plainness, and with rather 
a cynical nonchalance in his carriage towards 
men. Lord Eskdale was invariably a favourite 
with women. To be sure his station was emi- 
nent; he was noble, and very rich, and very 
powerful, and these are qualities which tell as 
much with the softer as the harsher set ; — but 
there are individualswith all these qualities who 
are nevertheless unpopular with women. Lord 
Eskdale was easy, knew the world Ihoroughjjr, 
had no prejudices, and above all, had a reputa- 
tion for success. A reputation for success has 
as much influence with women, as a reputation 
for wealth has with ^en. Both reputations 



may be, aod often are, unjust; but ve^see per- 
sons daily make good' fortunes by them all the 
same. Lord Eskdale was not an impostor; and 
though he might not have been so successful a 
man had he not been Lord Eskdale, still thrown 
over by a revolution, he would have lighted on 
his legs. 

The arrival of this nobleman was the occa- 
sion of giving a good turn, to poor Flora. He 
went immediately to see his friend Villebecque 
and his troop. Indeed, it was a sort of society 
which pleased Lord Eskdale more than that 
which is deemed mor^ refined. He was very 
sorry about ** La Petite ;" but thought that every 
thing would come right in the long run ; ^d 
told Villebecque that he was glad to hear him 
well spoken of here, especially by the marquess, 
who seemed to take to him. As for Flora, he 
was entirely against her attempting the stage 
again, at least for the present, but as she was a 
good musician, and sang a good second, he sug- 
gested to the Princess Lucretia one night, that 
the subordinate aid of Flora might be of service 
to her, and permit her to favour her friends 
with some pieces which otherwise she must 
deny to them. This suggestion was success- 
ful; Flora was introduced occasionally, soon 
often, to their parties in the evening, and her 
performances were in every respect satisfac- 
tory. There was nothing to excite the jealousy 
of Lucretia either in her style or her person. 
And yet she sang well enough, and was a quiet, 
refined, retiring, by no means disagreeable per- 
son. She was the companion of Lucretia very 
often in the morning as well as in the illumined 
saloon ; for the princess was very devoted to the 
art in which she excelled. This connection on 
the whole contributed to the happiness of poor 
Flora. True it was, in the evening she often 
/ound herself sitting or standing alone and no 
one noticing her; she had no dazzling quality 
to attract men of fashion, who themselves love 
to worship ever the fashionable. Even their 
goddesses must be '^ & la mode." But Coningsby 
never omitted an opportunity to show Flora 
some kindness under these circumstances. He 
always came and talked to her, and praised her 
singing, and would sometimes hand her refresh- . 
ments and give her his arm if necessary. These 
slight attentions coming from the grandson of 
Lord Monmouth were for the world redoubled 
in their valuer though Flora thought only of 
their essential kindness; ail in character with 
that first visit which dwelt on the poor girl^s 
n^mory, though it had long ago escaped that of 
her visitor. For in truth Coningsby had no 
other impulse for his conduct but kind-hearted- 
ness. 

Thus we have attempted to give some faint 
idea how life glided away at the castle the first 
fortnight that Coningsby passed there.- Perhaps 
we ought not to omit that Mrs. Guy Flouncey, 
to the infinite disgust of Lady St. Julians who 
had a daughter with her, successfully entrapped 
the devoted attentions of the young Marquess of 
Beaumanoir, who was never backward if a lady 
would take trouble enough; while his friend Mr. 
Melton, whose barren homage Lady St. Julians 
wished her daughter ever particularly to shun, 
employed all his gaiety, good-humour, frivolity 
and fashion, in amusing that yoimg lady, and 
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with inre«istlble effect For the rest» ihej con- 
tinued, though they had only partridges to shoot, 
to pass the morning without weariness. The 
weather was finje; the stud numerous ; all might 
he mounted. The archduke and his suite, guided 
hy Mr. Righy, had always some objects to visit, 
and railroads returned them just in time for the 
banquet with an appetite which they had earned, 
and during which Rigby recounted their achieve- 
ments, and his own opinions. 

The dinner was always first rate; the evening 
never failed; music, dancing and the theatre, 
offered great resources independent of the soul- 
subduing sentiment harshly called flirtation, and 
which is the spell of a country-house. Lord 
' Monmouth was satisfied, for he had scarcely ever 
felt wearied. All that he -required in life was 
to be aniused; perhaps that was not all he re- 
quired, but it was indispensable. Nor was it 
' wonderful that on the present occasion he ob- 
tained his purpose, for there were half a hun- 
dred of the brightest eyes and quickest brains 
ever on the watch or the whirl, to secure him 
distraction. The only circumstance that an- 
noyed him was the non-arrival of Sidonia* 
Lord Monmouth could not bear to be disap- 
pointed. He could not refrain from saying, 
notwithstanding all the resources and all the 
exertions of his guests : 

** I cannot understand why Sidonia does not 
come. I wish Sidonia was here.*' 

" So do I," said Lord Eskdale, " Sidonia is the 
only man who tells one any thing new." 

" We saw Sidonia at Lord Studcaster's," said 
the Marquess of Beaumanoir. *'£[e told Melton 
he was coming here." 

"You know he has bought all Studcaster's 
horses," said Mr. Melton. 

** I wonder he does not buy Stndcaster him- 
self," said Lord Monmouth, " I would if I were 
he; Sidonia can buy any thing," he turned to 
Mrs. Guy Flouncey. 

"I wonder who Sidonia is," thought Mrs. Guy 
Flouncey, but she was determined no one should 
suppose she did not know. 

At length one day Coningsby met Madame 
Colonna in the vestibule before dinner. 

**Milor is in such good temper, Mr. Co- 
iilngsby," she said; *' Monsieur de Sidonia has 
arrived." 

About ten minutes before dinner there was a 
stir in the chamber. Coningsby looked round. 
He saw the archduke advancing, and holding 
out his hand in a manner the most gracious. A 
gentleman, of distinguished air, but with his 
back turned to Coningsby, was bowing as he re- 
ceived his highnesses greeting. There was a 
general pause in the room. Several came for- 
ward : even the marquess seemed a little moved. 
Coningsby could not resist the impulse of curi- 
osity to see this individual of whom he had 
(heard so much. He glided round the room, and 
caught the countenance of hiis companion in 
the forest inn ; he who announced to himj that 
** the age of' ruins was past." 
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CHAPTER X.. 



W^s descended from a very ancient 

^dlioble family of Arragon, that, in the course 
of ages, had given to the state many distin- 
guished citizens. Ih the priesthood its members 
had been peculiarly eminent. Besides several 
prelates, they counted among their number an 
Archbishop of Toledo; and a Sidonia,^in a sea- 
son of great danger ajid difficulty^ had exercised 
fur a series of years the paramount ofiice of 
Grand Inquisitor. 

Yet, strange as it may sound, it is neverthe- 
less a fact of which there is no lack of evidence, 
that this illustrious iamily during all this period, 
in ^common with two-thirds of the Arragonese 
nobility, secretly adhered to the ancient faith 
and ceremonies of their fathers— a belief in the 
unity of the God of Sinai, and the rites and ob- 
servances of the laws of Moses. 

Whence came those Hebrew Arabs whose 
passage across the strait from Africa to Europe 
long preceded the invasion of the Mohammedan 
Arabs, it is now impossible to ascertain. Their 
traditions tell us that from time immemorial they 
had sojourned in Africa; and it is not improba- 
ble that they may have been the descendants of 
some of the earlier dispersions ; like those He- 
brew colonies that we find iu China, and who 
probably emigrated from Persia in the days of' 
the great monarchies. Whatever may have been 
their origin in Africa, their fortunes in southern 
Europe are not difficult to trace, though the an- 
nals of no race in no age can detail a history of 
such strange vicissitudes, or one rife '^ith more 
touching and romantic incident Their unex- 
ampled prosperity in the Spanish peninsula, 
and especially in the south, where they had be- 
come the principal cultivators of the soil, excited 
the jealousy of the Goths, and the Councils of 
Toledo during the sixth and seventh centuries 
attempted, by a series of decrees worthy of the 
barbarians who promulgated them, to root the 
Jewish Arabs out of the land. There is no 
doubt the Council of Toledo led as directly as 
the lust of Roderick to the invasion of Spain 
by the Moslemin Arabs. The Jewish popula- 
tion sufiering under the most sanguinary and 
atrocious persecution looked to their sympathiz- 
ing brethren of the Crescent, whose camps al- 
ready gleamed on the opposite shore. The 
overthrow of the Gothic kingdoms was as much 
achieved by the superior information which the 
Saracens received from their suffering kinsmen, 
as by the resistless valour of the Desert. The 
Saracen kingdoms were established. That fair 
and unrivalled civilization arose, which pre- 
served for Europe arts and letters when Christ- 
endom was plunged in darkness. The children 
of Ishmael rewarded the children of Israel with 
equal rights and privileges with themselves. 
During these halcyon centuries it is difficult to 
distinguish the follower of Moses from the 
votary of Mahomet. Both alike built palaces, 
gardens and fountains; filled equally the highest 
offices of the state, competed in an extensive 
and enlightened commerce, and rivalled each 
other in renowned universities. 

Even after the fall of the principal Moorish 
kingdoms, the Jews of Spain were still treated 
by the conquering Goths with tenderness and 
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consideration. Th€;^r numben, their wealth, 
the fact that, in Arragon especially, they were 
the proprietors of the soil, and surrounded by 
warlike and devoted followers, secured for them 
an usage which for a considerable period made 
them little sensible of the change of dynasties 
and religions. But th^ tempest gradually ga- 
tjieced. As the Goths grew stronger, persecu- 
tion became more bold. Where the Jewish 
population was scanty, th^ were deprived of 
their privileges or obliged to conform under the 
title of **Nuovos Christianos/' At length the 
union of the two crowns under Ferdinand and 
Isabella, and the fall of the last Moorish Jking- 
4om, brought the crisis of their fate both to the 
New Christian and the non-conforming Hebrew. 
'the Inquisition speared, the institution that 
had exterminated the Albigenses and had deso- 
lated Languedoc, and which it should eyer be 
xemembered was established in the Spanish 
kingdoms against the protests of the Cortes and. 
^mid the terror of the populace. The Domini- 
cans opened their first tribunal at Seville, and 
it is curious that the first individuals they sum- 
moned before them were the Buke of Medina 
Sidonia, the Marquess of Cadiz, and the Count 
^f Arcos ; three of the most considerable per- 
sonages in Spain, How many were burned 
alive at Seville during the first year, how many 
imprisoned for life, what countless thousands 
were visited with severe though lighter punish- 
9ients, need not be recorded here. In nothing 
was the holy ofiice more happy than in multi- 
form and subtle means by which they tested the 
sincerity of the New Christians. 

At length the Inquisition was to be extended 
(o Arragon. The high-spirited nobles of that 
kingdom knew that its institution was for them 
a matter of life or death. The Cortes of Arra- 
fjon appealed to the kin^ and to the pope ; they 
organized an extensive conspiracy; the chief 
inquisitor was assassinated in the cathedral of 
^aragossa. Alas! it was fated that in this, one 
of the many, and continual, and continuing 
struggles between the rival organizations of the 
Xiorth and the south, the children of the sun 
should falL The fagot and the San Benito were 
Jhe doom of the nobles of Arragon. Those who 
were convicted of secret Judaism, and this 
scarcely tjiree centuries ago, were dragged to 
the stake ; the sons of the noblest houses, in 
whose veins the Hebrew taint could be traced, 
had to Ti^alk in -solemn procession singing 
psalms and confessing their faith in the reli- 
gion of the fell Torquamada. 
. This ^triumph in Arragon, the almost sinaul- 
taneous fall of the last Moorish kingdom, raised 
^e hopes of the pure Christians to the highest 
pitch. Having purged the new Christians, they 
next turned their attention to the old Hebrews. 
iFerdinand was resolved that the delicious air 
of Spain should be breathed no longer by any 
one who did not profess the Catholic faith. Bap- 
tism or exile was the alternative. More than 
six hundreii thousand individuals, some autbo- 
^ties greatly increase the amount, the most in- 
dustrious, the most intelligent, and the most 
enlightened of Spanish subjects would not de- 
sert the religion of their fathers. For this they 
:aye up the deUghtful land wherein they had 
ived for centuries^ Uie be&utifol cities they 



had raised, the utiiversities from which Chris- 
tendom drew for ages its most precious lore^ 
the tombs of their ancestors, the temples where 
they had worshipped the God fbr whom they 
had made this sacrifice. They had but four 
months to prepare for eternal exile after a resi- 
dence of as many centuries, during which brief 
period foijced sales and glutted markets vir- 
tually confiscated their property. It is a cala- 
mity that the scattered nation still ranks with 
the desolations of Nebuchadnezzar and of Titus. 
Who after this should say the Jews are by na- 
ture a sordid people t But the Spanish Groth, 
then so cruel and so haughty, where is he ? A 
despised suppliant to the very race which he 
banished for some miserable portion of the trea- 
sure which their habits of industry have again 
accumulated. Where is that tribunal that sum- 
moned Medina Sidonia and Cadiz to its dark 
inquisition 1 Where is Spain t Its fall, its un- 
paralleled and its irremediable fall, is mainly to 
be attributed to the expulsion of that large por- 
tion of its subjects, the most industrious and 
intelligent, who traced their origin to the Mosaic 
and Mahomedan Arabs. 

The Sidonias of Arragon were Nuovos Chris- 
tianos. Some of them no doubt were burned 
alive at the end of the fifteenth century under 
the system of Torquamada, many of them doubt- 
less wore the San Benito ; but they kept their 
titles and estates; and in time reached those 
g^eat offices to which we have referred. 

During the long disorders of the Peninsular 
war, when so many openings were ofif^ed to. 
talent, and so many opportunities seized by the 
adventurous, a cadet of a younger branch of 
this family made a large fortune by militaiy 
contracts, and supplying the commissariat of 
the different armies. At the peace, prescient of 
the great financial future of Europe, confident 
in the fertility of his own genius, in his original 
views of fiscal subjects, and his knowledge of 
national resources, this Sidonia, feeling that 
Madrid, or even Cadiz, could never be a base" 
on which the monetary transactions of the 
world could be regulated, resolved to emigrate 
to England, with which he bad in the course of 
years formed considerable commercial connec- 
tions. He arrived here after the peace of Paris 
with hi;s large capital. He staked all that he 
was worth on the Waterloo loan ; and the event 
made him one of the greatest capitalists in 
Ekirope. •>v 

No sooner was Sidonia established in England, j 
than he professed Judaism; which Torquamada^ 
flattered himself, with the fagot and the San 
Benito, he had drained out of the veins of his 
family more than three centuries ago. He sent 
over also for several of his brothers who were 
as good Catholics in Spain as Ferdinand and 
Isabella could have possibly desired^ but who 
made an ofiering in the synagogue, in gratftude 
for their safe voyage, on their arrival in England. 

Sidonia had foreseen in Spain, that after the 
exhaustion of a war of twenty-five years, Eu- 
rope must require capital to carry on peace. 
He reaped the due reward of his sagacity. Eu- 
rope did require money, arid Sidonia was ready 
to lend it' to Europe. France wanted some; 
Austria more; Prussia a little; Russia a few 
millions. Sidonia could furnish them all. The 
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only country 'which he avoided wa? Spaiin ; ke 
is^as too well acquainted with its resources. 
Nothing too would ever tempt him to lend any 
thing to the revolted colonies of Spain. Pru- 
dence saved him from being a creditor of the 
mother country; his Spanish pride recoiled from 
the rebellion of her children. 

It is not difficult to conceive that after having 
pursued the career we have intimated for about 
ten years, Sidonia had become one of the most 
considerable personages in Europe. He had 
established a brother or a near relative in whom 
he could confide, in most of the principal capi- 
tals. He was lord and master of the money- 
market of the world, and of course virtually lord 
and master of every thing else. He literally 
held the revenues of Southern Italy in pawn ; 
and monarchs and ministers of all countries 
courted his advice and were guided by his sug- 
gestions. He was still in the vigour of life, and 
was not a mere money-making machine. He 
bad a general intelligence equal to his position, 
and looked forward to the period when some re- 
laxation from his vast enterprises and exertions 
ihight enable him to direct his energies to great 
objects, of public benefit. But in the hei^t of 
this vast prosperity he suddenly died, leaving 
only one child, a youth stilt of tender years, 
i(nd heir to the greatest fortune in Europe, so 
great indeed that it could only be calculated by 
millions. 

Shut out from universities and schools, those 
Universities and schools which were indebted 
for their first knowledge of ancient philosophy 
to the learning and enterprise of his ancestors, 
the young Sidonia was fortunate ip the tutor 
Whom his father had procured for him, and who 
devoted to his charge all the resources of his 
trained intellect and vast and various erudition. 
A Jesuit before the revolution : since then an 
exiled liberal leader; now a member of the 
Spanish Cortes; Rebello was always a Jew. He 
found in his pupil that precocity of intellectual 
development which is characteristic of the Ara- 
bian organization. The young Sidonia pene- 
Itated the highest mysteries of mathematics with 
a facility almost instinctive ; while a memory, 
which never had any twilight hours, but always 
I'eflected a noontide clearness, seemed to mag- 
nify his acquisitions of ancient learning by the 
Promptness with which they could be repro- 
uced and applied. 

The circumstances of his position too had 
early contributed to give him an unusual com- 
inand over the modem languages. An English- 
man, and taught from his cradle to be proud of 
l)eing an Englishman, he first evinced m speak- 
ing his native language those remarkable powers 
of expression, and that clear and happy elocu- 
tion, which ever afterwards distinguished him. 
But the son of a Spaniard, the sonorous sylla- 
bles of that noble tongue constantly resounded 
in his ear ; while the foreign guests who thronged 
his father's mansion habituated him from an 
^arly period of life to the tones of languages that 
were not long strange to him. When he was 
nineteen, Sidonia, who had then resided some- 
tinoe with his uncle at Naples, and had made a 
long visit to another of his father's relatives at 
Frankfort, possessed a complete mastery over 
the principal European languages. 



At seventeen he had parted with Rebello who 
returned to Spain, and Sidonia, under the con- 
trol of his guardians, commenced his travels. 
He resided, as we have mentioned, some time 
in Germany, and then, having visited Italy, set- 
tled at Naples, at which city it may be said he 
made his entrance into life. With a very in- 
teresting person, and highly accomplished, hV 
availed hinoself of the gracious attentions of a 
court of which he was principal creditor; and 
which treating him as a distinguished English 
traveller were enabled perhaps to show him 
some favours that the manners of the country 
might not have permitted them to accord to his 
Neapolitan relatives. Sidonia thus obtained at 
a very early age that experience of refined and 
luxurious society, which is a necessary part of 
a finished education. It gives the last poHsh to 
the manners; it teaches us something of the 
power of the passions, early developed in the 
hot-bed of self-indul&:ence; it instils into us that 
indefinable tact seldom obtained in later life, 
which prevents us from saying th&wrong thing, 
and often impels Us to do the right. 

Between Paris and Naples Sidonia passed 
two years, spent apparently in the dissipation 
which was perhaps inseparable from his time of 
life. He was admired by women, to whom he 
was magnificent, idolized by artists whom he 
partonized, received in all circles with great 
distinction, and appreciated for his intellect by 
the very few to whom he at all, opened himself. 
For though affable and gracious, it was impos- 
sible to penetrate him. Though very unreserved 
in his manner., his frankness was strictly limited 
to the surface. He observed every thing, thought 
ever, but avoided serious discussion. If yoa 
pressed him for an opinion, he took refuge in 
raillery, or threw out some grave paradox which 
it was not easy to cope with. 

The moment he came of age, Sidonia, having 
previously, at a great family congress held at 
Naples, made arrangements with the heads of 
the houses that bore his name respecting the 
disposition and management of his vast fortune, 
quitt^ Europe. 
, SiAnia was absent from his connections fot 
five years, during which period he never com- 
municated with them. They were aware of 
his existence only by the orders which he drew 
on them for payment, and which frequently ar- 
rived from all quarters of the globe. It would 
appear from these documents that he had dwelt 
a considerable time in the Mediterranean re- 
gions; penetrated Nilotic Africa to Sennaarand 
Abyssinia; traversed the Asiatic continent to 
Tartary, whence he had visited Hindostan« and 
the isles of that Indian sea which are so little 
known. Afterwards he was heard of at Val- 
paraiso, the Brazils, and Lima. He evidently 
remained some time at Mexico, which he quit- 
ted for the United States. Orte morning with- 
out notice he arrived in London. 

Sidonia had exhausted all the sources of hu- 
man knowledge; he was master of the leaniing 
of every nation, of all tongues dead or living,' 
of every literature. Western and Oriental. He 
had pursued the speculations of science to theif 
last term, and had himself illustrated them by 
observation and experiment He had lived in 
all orders of society, had viewed- every comhi- 
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nation of natnre and of art, and had observed 
man under every phasis of civilization. He 
had even studied him in the wilderness. The 
influence of creeds and laws, manners, customs, 
traditions, in all their diversities, had been sub- 
jected to his personal scrutiny. 

He brought to the study of this vast aggre- 
gate of knowledge a penetrative intellect, that 
matured by long meditation, and assisted by 
that absolute freedom from prejudice, which 
was the compensatory possession of a man 
without a country, permitted Sidonia to fathom, 
as it were by intuition, the depth of questions 
apparently the most difficult and profound. He 
possessed the rare faculty of communicating 
with precision ideas the most abstruse, and in 
general a power of expression which arrests 
and satisfies attention. 

With all this knowledge, which no one knew 
more to prize, with boundless wealth, and with 
an athletic frame, which sickness had never 
tried, and which had avoided excess, Sidonia 
nevertheless looked upon life with a glance 
rather of curibsity than content. His religion 
walled him oat from the pursuits of a citizen ; 
his riches deprived him of the stimulating anxie- 
ties of a man. He perceived himself a lone be- 
ing, alike without cares and without duties. 

To a man in his position there might yet 
seem one unfailing source of felicity and joy ; 
independent of creed, independent of country, 
independent even of character. He might have 
discovered that perpetual spring of happiness 
in the sensibility of the heart. But this was 
a sealed fountain to Sidonia. In his organiza- 
tion there was a peculiarity, perhaps a great 
deficiency. He was a man without affections. 
It would be harsh to say he had no heart, for he 
was susceptible of deep emotions, but not for 
individuals. He was capable of rebuilding a 
town that was burned down; of restoring a 
colony that had been destroyed by some awful 
visitation of nature; of redeeming to liberty a 
horde of captives; and of doing these great acts 
in secret ; for void of all self-love, public ap- 
probation was worthless to him ; but the indi- 
vidual never touched him. Woman was t^him 
a toy, man a machine. 

The lot the most precious to man, and which 
a beneficent Providence has made not the least 
common ; to find in another heart a perfect and 
profound sympathy; to unite his existence with 
one who could share all his joys, sof\en all his 
sorrows, aid him in all his projects, respond to 
all his fancies, counsel him in his cares, and 
support him in his perils ; make life charming 
by her charms, interesting by her intelligence, 
and sweet by the vigilant variety of her tender- 
ness; to find your life blessed by such an influ- 
ence, and to feel that your influence can bless 
such a life : this lot, the most divine of divine 
, ^fls, that power and even fame can never rival 
m its delights — all this nature had denied to 
Sidonia. 

With an imagination as fiery as his native 
desert, and an intellect as luminous as his native 
sky, he wanted, like that land, those softening 
dews without which the soil is barren, and the 
sunbeam as oflen a messenger of pestilence as 
an angel of regenerative grace. 

Such a temperament, tlu)ugh rare, is peculiar 



to the East. It inspired the- Ibanders of the 
gr€at monarchies of antiquity, the prophets that 
the Desert has sent forth, the Tartar chiefs who 
have overrun the world; it might be observed 
in the great Corsican, who, like most of the in- 
habitants of the Mediterranean isles, had proba- 
bly Arab blood in his veins. It is a tempera- 
ment that befits conquerors and legislators, bat 
in ordinary times and ordinary situations, en- 
tails on its possessor only eccentric aberrations 
or profound melStncholy. 

The only huma n qual ity that interested 8i- 
donta'was mTetlectl He'cared^'ffQt' wbei i ee i t 
tailici, whtit it WUii to be found :^reed,jij>untrj, 
class^haracter, in this respect, were alike in- 
Siflerent to him. The author, the artist, the man 
of science, never appealed to him in vain. Of- 
ten he anticipated their wants and wishes. He 
encouraged their society ; was as frank in his 
conversation as he was generous in his contri- 
butions ; but the instant they ceased to be au- 
thors, artists, or philosophers, and their com-, 
munications arose from any thing but the 
intellectual quality which had originally inte- 
rested him, the moment they were rash enough 
to approach intimacy and appealed to the sym- 
pathizing man instead of the congenial intelli- 
gence, he saw them no more. It was not, how- 
ever, intellect merely in those unquestionable 
shapes that commanded his notice. There was 
not an adventurer in Europe with whom he was 
not familiar. No minister of state had such 
communication with secret agents and political, 
spies as Sidonia. He held relations with all the 
clever outcasts of the world. The catalogue of 
his acquaintance in the shape of Greeks, Arme- 
nians, Moors, secret Jews, Tartars, Gypsies, 
wandering Poles and Carbonari, would throw a 
curious light on those subterranean agencies of. 
which the world in general knows so little, but 
which exercise so great an influence on public 
events. His extensive travels, his knowledge 
of languages, his daring and adventurous dis- 
position, and his unlimited means, had given 
him opportunities of becoming acquainted with 
these characters, in general so difficult to trace, 
and of gaining their devotion. To these sources 
he owed that knowledge of strange and hidden 
things which oAen startled those who listened 
to him. Nor was it easy, scarcely possible, to 
deceive him. Information reached him from 
so many, and such contrary quarters, that with 
his discrimination and experience, he coal4 
almost instantly distinguish the truth. The 
secret history of the world was his pastime. 
His ^reat pleasure was to contrast the hidden 
motive, with the public pretext, of transactions. 

One source of interest t:$idonia found in his 
descent, and in the fortunes of his race. As 
firm in his adherence to the code of the great 
Legislator as if the. trumpet still sounded on 
Sinai, he might have received in the conviction 
of divine favour an adequate compensation for 
human persecution. But there were other and 
more terrestrial considerations that made Sido- 
nia proud of his origin, and confident in the 
future of his kind. Sidonia was a great philo- 
sopher, who took comprehensive views of hu- 
man affairs, and surveyed every fact in its 
relative position to other facts, the only mode of 
obtaining truth. 
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..Sidonia was well aware that i^ the fiy^ great 
Tarieties in which physiology has divided the 
humaa species ; to wit, the Caucasian, the Mon- 
golian, the Malayan, the American, the Ethio- 
pian;' the Arabian tribes rank in the first and 
superior class, together, among others, with the 
Saxon and the Greek. This fact alone is a 
scarce of great pride and satisfaction to the 
animal man. But Sidonia and his brethren 
could claim a distinction which the Saxon and 
the Greek, and the rest of the Caucasian na- 
tions, haye forfeited. The Hebrew is an un- 
mixed race. Doubtless among the tribes who 
inhabit the bosom of the Desert, progenitors 
alike of the Mosaic and the Mahomedan Arabs, 
blood may be found as pure as that of the de- 
scendants of the Scheik Abraham. But the 
Mosaic Arabs are the most ancient, if not the 
only, unmixed blood that dwells in cities. 

An unmixed race of a first-rate organization 
are the aristocracy of nature. Such excellence 
is a positive fact; not an imagination, a cere- 
mony, coined by poets, blazoned by cozening 
heralds, but perceptible in its physical advan- 
tages, and in the vigour of its unsullied idio- 
syncrasy. 

In his comprehensive travels, Sidonia had 
visited and examined the Hebrew communities 
of the world. He had found in general the 
lower orders debased; the superior immersed in 
sordid pursuits; but he perceived that the intel- 
lectual development was not impaired. This 
gave him hope. He was persuaded that organi- 
zation would outlive perse<fution. When he 
rejected on what they had endured, it was only 
marvellous that the race had not disappeared. 
They had defied exile, massacre, spoliation, the 
degrading influence of the constant pursuit of 
gain; they had defied time. For nearly three 
thousand years, according to Archbishop Usher, 
they had been dispersed over the globe. To 
the unpolluted current of their Caucasian struc- 
ture and to the seg rega tiqg genius of their great 
Lawgiver, SidohisT "Scribed the fact that they 
had not been long ago absorbed among those 
mixed races, who presume to persecute them, 
but who periodically w^r away and disappear, 
while their victims stiJnfourish, in all the prime- 
val vigour of the pure Asian breed. 

Shortly after bis arrival in England, Sidonia 
repaired to the principal courts of Europe, that 
he might become personally acquainted with 
the monarchs and ministers of whom he had 
heard so m6ch. His position insured him a 
distinguished reception ; bis personal qualities 
immediately made him cherished. He could 
please; he could do more; he could astonish. 
He could throw out a careless observation which 
would make the oldest diplomatist start; a wing- 
ed word that gained him Ahe consideration, 
sometimes the confidence, of sovereigns. When 
he had fathomed the intelligence which governs 
Europe, and which can only be done by per- 
sonal acquaintance, he returned to this country. 

The somewhat hard and literal character of 
English life suited one who shrank from sensi- 
bility, and oAen took refuge in sarcasm. Its 
masculine vigour and active intelligence occu- 
pied and interested his mind. Sidonia, indeed, 
was exactly the character who would be wel- 
comed in our circles. His immense wealth, his 



unrivalled social knowledge* bis clear vigorous 
intellect, the severe simplicity of his manners, 
frabk, but never claiming nor brooking fami- 
liarity, and his devotion to field sports, which 
was the safety-valve of his enefgy, were all 
circumstances and qualities which the English 
appreciate and admire ; and it may be fairly said 
of Sidonia that few men were more popular, and 
none less understood. 



CHAPTER XI. ' . 

At dinner Coningsby was seated on the same 
side as Sidonia, and distant from him. There 
had been, therefore, no mutual recognition. An« 
other guest had also arrived, Mr. Ormsby. He 
came straight from London, full of rumours, 
had seen Tadpole, who hearing he was on the 
wing for Coningsby Castle, had taken him into^ 
a dark corner of his club,' and shown him his 
book, a very safe piece of confidence as Mr. 
Ormsby was very near-sighted. It was, how- 
ever, to be received as an undoubted fact, that 
all was right, and somehow or other, before 
very long, there would be national demonstra'* 
tion of the same. This arrival of Mr. Ormsby 
and the news that he bore, gave a political turn 
to the conversation after the ladies had leil the 
room. , 

** Tadpole wants me to stand for Birming- 
ham," said Mr. Ormsby, gravely. 

"Youf exclaimed Lord Monmouth, and 
throwing himself back in his chair, he brol^e 
into a real, hearty ladgh. 

**Ye9; the conservatives mean to start two 
candidates; a manufacturer they have got, and 
they have writftn up to Tadpole for a ** West- 
end man.** 

"A whatr* 

** A West-end man, who will make the ladies 
patronize their fancy articles." 

"The result of the reform bill then," said 
Lucian Gay, *' will be to give Manchester a 
bishop, and Birmingham a dandy." 

•*I begin to believe the result will be very 
difierent to what we expected," said Lord Mon- 
mouth. 

Mr. Ri^y shook his head and was going to 
prophesy, when Lord Eskdale, who liked talk to 
be short, and was qX opinion that Rigby should 
keep his an^plifications for his slashing articles, 
put in a brief careless observation, which baulk- 
ed his inspiration, 

"Certainly,** said Mr. Ormsby, "when the 
guns were firing over Vyvyan's last speech 
and confession, I never expected to be asked 
to stand for Birmingham." 

" Perhaps you may be called up to the other 
house by the title," said Lucian Gay. " Who 
knows 1" 

"I agree with Tadpole," said Mr. .Ormsby, 
" that if we only stick to the registration, the 
country is saved." ^ 

" Fortunate country !" said Sidonia, ^ that can 
be saved by a good registration !" 

"I believe after all that with property and 
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pluck," said Lord Monmouth, "parliamentary 
reform is not such a very bad thi ^ " 

Here several gentlemen began ^^ing.^t the 
same time, all agreeing witn their host and 
proving in their different ways, the irresistible 
influence of property and pluck; — property in 
Lord Monmouth^s min.d meaning vassals ; and 
pluck, a total disregard for public opinion. Mr. 
Guy Flouncey, who wanted to get into Parlia- 
ment, but why nobody knew, who had neither 
political abilities, nor political opinions, but had 
some floating idea that it would get himself and 
his wife to some more balls and dinners, and 
who was duly ticketed for " a good thing" in the 
candidate list of the Tadpoles and the Tapers, 
was of opinion that an immense deal might be 
^omt by properly patronizing borough races. 
That was his specific how to prevent revolu- 
tion- , 

Taking advantage of a pause. Lord Mon- 
mouth said, ^^ I should like to know what you 
tiiink of this question, Sidonia." 

■'*I am scarcely a competent judge," he said 
as if wishing to disclaim any interference in the 
conversation, and then added, " but I have been 
ever of ^opinion that revolutions are not to be 
«vAaed.^ 

•"Exactly my views," said Mr. Rigby eagerly, 
^I«ay it now, I have said it a thousand times, 
you may doctor the registration as you likeybut 
you can never get rid of schedule A." 

"Is there a person in this room who can noW 
tell us ffae names of the boroughs in schedule 
AT" said Sidonia. 

"I am stire I cannot," said Lord Monmouth, 
^ fiiov^ six of them belonged to niyself." 

^But the principle," said Mr. Rigbjj, "they 
represented a principle.'* 

"Noflitngelse certainly," said Lucian Cray. 

^* And wliat principle?" inquire*} Sidonta* 

•" The ijpriaciple of nomination^" 

^That is a practice, not a principle','* said 
fiidonia. "Is it a practice that no longer exists] 

^* You &ink then," said Lord Eskdale cutting 
In before Rigby, " that Uie reform bill has done 

;noiiarmf 

'It is not the reform bill that has shaken the 
'aristowacy of this country, but the means by 
n^hicfk that bill was carriedl," replied Sidonia- 

■" 'Physical force 1" said Lord Eskdale* 

""'Or social power 1" said Sidonia. 
Fpon this, Mr. Rigby, impatient at any one- 
^ving the tone in a political discussion but 
fiimself, and chafing under the vigilance of Lord 
lEskdale which to him ever appeared only for- 
rfuitous, violeiLtly assaulted the argument, and 
rastonished several country gentlemen present 
^y his volubilUty. They at length listened to 
^eal eloquence. At the end of a long appeal to 
IBidonia, that gentleman onlv bowed his> head, 
iind said, "perhaps;" and then turning to his 
neighbour, inquired whether birds were plenti- 
ful in Lancashire this season ; so that Mr. Rigby 
was reduced to the necessity of forming the 
political opinions of Mr. Guy Flouncey. 
. As the gentlemen left the dining-room, Oo- 
iiingsby though at some distance was observed 
^y Sidonia, who stopped instantly, then ad- 
vanced to Coningsby and extending his hand, 
«aid, "I said we should meet again, though I 
liardly expeiSted so quickly." 



"And I hope ^e shall not separate so soon,** 
said Coningsby; " I was much struck with what 
you said just now about the reform bill. Do 
you know that the more I think, the m^re I 
am perplexed by what is meant by representa- 
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It is a principle of which a limited definition 
is only current in this country," said Sidonia 
quitting the room with him. "People may 
be represented without periodical elections of 
neighbours who are incapable to maintain their 
interests, and strangers who arie unwilling." 

The entrance of the gentlemen produced the 
same effect oh the saloon as sunrise on the 
world; universal animation, a general though 
gentle stir. The archduke bowing to every one, 
devoted himself to the daughter of Lady St. Ja<- 
lians, who herself pinned Lord Beaumanoir 
before he could reach Mrs. Guy Flouncey. Co- 
ningsby instead talked nonsense to that lady., 
Brilliant cavaliers including Mr. Melton, ad- 
dressed a band of beautiful damsels grouped on. 
a large ottoman. Everywhel-e sounded a deli- 
cious murmur, broken occasionally by a silver- 
sounding laugh not too loud, Sidonia and Lord 
Eskdale did not Join the ladies. They stood for 
a few moments in conversation, and then threw 
themselves on a sofa. 

"Who is thati" asked Sidonia of his com- 
panion rather earnestly, ais Coningsby quitted 
them. 

"*Tis the grandson of Monmouth; young 
Coningsby." 

"Ah! The new generation then promises. 
I met him once before, by chance ; he interests 
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" They tell me he is a lively lad. He is a 
prodigious favourite here, and I should not be 
surprised if Monmouth made him his heir." 

"I hope he does not dream of inheritances,** 
said Sidonia. "'Tis the most enervating of 



visions." 



"Do you admire Lady Augustina St. Ju- 
lians t" said Mrs. Guy Flouncey to Coningsby. 

"I admire no one except yourself."" 

" Oh !* how very gallanf, Mr. Coningsby!" 

" When should men«be gallan!, if not to the 
brilliant and the beautiful!" said Coningsby. 

"Ah! you are laughing at me." 

"No, I am not I am quite grave." 

"Your eyes laugh. Now tell me, Mr. Co- 
ningsby, Lord Henry Sydney is a very great 
friend of yours 1" 

"Very." 

"He is very amiable?'* 

"Very." 

"He does a great deal for the poor at Beau- 
manoir? A very fine place, is it not?" 

"Very."' 

"As fine as Cbningsby?" 

"At present, with Mrs. Guy Flonncey at Co- 
ningsby, Beaumanoir would have no chance." 

"Ah ! you laugh at me again ! Now tell me, 
Mr. Coningsby,' what do you think we shall do 
to-night ? I look upon you, you know, as the 
real arbiter of our destinies." 

"You shall decide," said Coningsby. 

"Mon cher Harry," said Madame Colonna, 
coming up ; " they wish Lucretia to sing, and 
she will not. You must ask her; she cannot 
refuse yoti." 
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«I^S9tire yon she can," said Cpningsby^ . 

** Mon cher Harry, your grandpapa did desire 
me to beg jou to ask her to sing.** 

So Conmgsby unwillingly approached Lu- 
cretia, who was talking with the Russian am- 
bassador. 

**I am sent upon a fruitless mission/* said 
Coningsby, looking^ at her, and catching her 
glance. 

** What, and whyf* she replied. 

** The mission is, to entreat you to do us all a 
great favour; and the cause of its failure will 
be, that I am the envoy.*' 

** If the favour be one to yourself, it is granted; 
and if you be the envoy, you need never fear 
failure with me.*' 

"I must presume then to lead you away," 
said Coningsby, bending to the ambassador.- 

"Remember," said Lucretia, as they ap- 
proached the instrument, ''that I am singing 
to you." 

'* It is impossible ever to forget it," said Co- 
ningsby, leading her to the piano with great po- 
liteness, but only with great politeness. 

"Where is Mademoiselle Floral** she in- 
quired. * 

Coningsby found " La Petite" crouching as 
it were behind some furniture, and apparently 
looking over some music. She looked up as 
he approached, and a smile stole over her 
countenance. "I am come to ask a favour," 
he said, and he named his request. 

*^I will sing," she replied; "but only tell me 
what you like." 

Coningsby felt the difference between the 
courtesy of the head and of the heart, as he 
contrasted the manner of Lucretia and Flora. 
Nothing could be more exquisitely gracious 
than the daughter of Colonna was to-night; 
Flora, on the contrary, was rather agitated and 
embarrassed; and did not express her readi- 
ness with half the facility and the grace of Lu- 
cretia; but Flora's arm trembled as Coningsby 
led her to the piano. 

Meantime Lord Eskdale and Sidonia are in 
deep^onverse. 

"Hah! thset is a fine note!" said Sidonia, 
and he looked round. "Who is that singing? 
Some new protegee of Lord Monmouth 1" 

" *Tis the daughter of the Colonnas," said 
Lord Bskdale, " the Princess Lucretia." 

" Why, she was not at dinner to-day." 

" No, she was not there.** * 

" My favourite voice ; and of alf, the rarest 
to be found. When I was a boy, it made me 
almost in love even with Pisaroni." 

"Well, the princess is scarcely more lovely. 
Tis a pity the plumage is not as beautiful as 
the note. She is plain." 

" No ; not plain with that brow." 

" Well, I rather admire her myself," said 
Lord Eskdale. " She has fine points.'* 

"Let us approach," said Sidonia. 

The song ceased, Lord Eskdale advanced, 
made bis compliments, and then said, "You 
were not at dinner to-day." 

"Why should I bel" said the princess. 

"For our sakes, for mine, if not for your 
own,** said Lord Eskdale, smiling. " Your ab- 
sence has been remarked, and felt, I assure 
you, by others as well as myself. There is my 



friend 8idpnia,.sp ^nt^ptpred with your thrill- 
ing tone^, that he has abruptly closed a con- 
versation which I have been long counting on. 
Do you know him 1 May I present him to youV* 

And having obtained a consent not often 
cdnceded. Lord Eskdale looked round, and 
calling Sidonia, he presented his friend to th& 
princess. 

" You are fond of music, Lord Eskdale tells 
me r* said Lucretia. 

" When it is excellent " said Sidonia. 

"But that is so rare," said the princess. 

"And precious as paradise," said Sidonia. 
"As for indifferent music, *tis purgatory; but 
when it is bad, for my part I feel myself—** 

" Where ?" said Lord Eskdale. 

"In the last circle of the Inferno," said 
Sidonia. 

Lord Eskdale turned to Flora. 

"And in what circle do you place us who are 
here V* inquired the Princess of Sidonia. 

"One too polished for his verse,** replied her 
companion. * 

" You mean too insipid," said the princes,s. 
"I wish that life were a little more Dantesqu^." 

"There is not less treasure in the world,*' 
said Sidonia, " because we use paper currency; 
and there is not less passion than of old, though 
it is bon-ton to be tranquil.'* 

"Do yon think so r* said the princess, in- 
quiringly, and then looking round the apait- 
ment. "Have these automata indeed souls 1** 

" Some of thein," said Sidonia. " As many 
as would have had souls in the fourteenth cea- 
tury." 

" I thought they were wound np every day/' • 
said the princess. 

" Some are self-impelling," said Sidonia. 

"And you can tell at a glance?" inquired the 
princess. " You are one of those who can read 
human nature?" 

" 'Tis a book open to all." 

" But if they cannot read 1" 

" Those must be your automata." "^ 

"Lord Monmouth tells me you are a great 
traveller.** 

" I have not discovered a n^w world." 

" But you have visited itt" 

"It is getting old." 

"I would sooner recall the old than discover 
the new," said the princess. 

" We have both of us cause," said Sidonia. 
"Odr names are the names of the past." 

"I do not love a world of utility,*' said the 
princess. 

" You prefer to be celebrated to l?eing com- 
fortable,"^ said Sidonia. 

" It seems to me that the world is withering 
under routine:" 

"'Tis the inevitable lot of humanity," «aid 
Sidonia. "Man must ever be the slave ^ 
routine; but in old days it was a routine of 
great thoughts, and now it is a routine of little 
ones." 

The evening elided on ; the dance succeeded 
the song; the IsSfies were fast vanishing; Co- 
ningsby himself was meditating a movement, 
when the young marquess as he passed hini 
said, "Qome to Lucian Gay^s room; we are 
going to smoke a cigar." 

This was a favourite haant towards midnig^$ 
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of.several of the yotmger members of the party 
at the castle who loved to find relaxation from 
the decorous gravities of polished life in the 
fumes of tobacco, the inspiration of whisky 
toddy, and the infinite amusement of^Lucian 
Gay's conversation and company. This was 
the genial hour when the good story gladdened, 
.the pun flashed, and the song sparkled with 
jolly mirth or saucy mimicry. To-night, being 
Coningsby's initiation, there was a special gene- 
ral meeting of the Grumpy Club, in which every 
body was to say the gayest things with the 
■ gravest face, and every laugh carried a forfeit 
^ Lucian was the inimitable president. He told 
a taJe for which he was famous, of '*the very 

• respectable county family, who had been estab- 
' lished in the shire for several generations, but 

who (it was a fact) had been ever distinguished 

,by the strange and humiliating peculiarity of 
being bom with sheeps' tails." The remark- 

. able circumstances under which Lucian Gay 
had become acquainted with this fact ; the tra- 
ditionary m3rslerie8 by which the family in ques- 

'- tion had succeeded for generations in keeping 

. it secret ; the decided measures to which the 

. chief of the family had recourse to stop forever 
the rumour when it first became prevalent; 

' and finally the origin and result of the legend; 
iwere details which Lucian Gay with the most 

] rueful countenance loved to expend upoif the 
attentive and expanding intelligence of a new 

. member of the Grumpy Club. Familiar as all 
present isvere with the story whose stimulus of 
agonizing risibility they had all in turn experi- 

r enced, it .was with extreme difficulty that any 
of them could resist the fatal explosion which 
was to be attended with the dreaded penalty. 

. The marquess looked on the table with des- 
perate, seriousness, an ominous pucker quiver- 
ing round his lip; Mr. Melton crammed his 

' handkerchief into his mouth with one hand, 
while he lighted the wrong end of a cigar with 
the other; one youth hung over the back of his 

. chair pinching himself like a faquir, while an- 
other hid his countenance on the table. 

" It was at the Hunt dinner," continued Lucian 
Gay in an almost s«lemn tone, " that an idea for 
a moment was prevalent that Sir Mowbray 

. Cholmondeley Fetberstoneliaugh, as the head 
of the family, had resolved to terminate forever 
these mystenous aspersions on his race that 

* had circulated in the county for more than two 
Centuries ; I mean that the highly respectable 
family of the Cholmondeley Fetherstonehaughs 
had ihe misfortune to be graced with that ap- 

' pendage to which I have referred. His health 

. being drunk, Sir Mowbray Cholmondeley Feth- 

erstonehaugh rose. He was a little unpopular 

at the moment from an ugly story about killing 

foxes, and the guests were not as quiet as ora> 

Itors generally desire, so the honourable baronet 

. prayed particular attention to a matter personal 

to himself. Instantly there was a dead silence — " 

-but here Coningsby> who had moved for some 

_ time very restlessly on his chair suddenly started 

up, and struggling for a moment against the in- 

' ward convulsion but in vain, stamped against 

the floor and gave a shout « 

** A song from Mr. Coningsby/' said the pre- 
sident of the Grumpy Club amid an universal 
and now permissible roar of laughter. 



Coningsby could not sing ; so he was to favour 
them as a substitute with a speech or a senti- 
ment But Lucian Gay always let one ofiT these 
penalties easily, and indeed was ever ready to 
fulfil them for all. Song, speech, or sentiment, 
he poured them all forth; nor were pastimes 
more active wanting. He could dance a Taran- 
talla like a Lazaroni, and execute a Cracovienne 
with all the mincing graces of an opera heroine. 

His powers of pimicry indeed were great and 
versatile. But in nothing was he so happy as 
in a parliamentary debate. And it was remark- 
able that, though himself a man who on ordi- 
nary occasions was quite incapable without in- 
finite perplexity of publicly expressing his sense 
of the merest courtesy of society, he was not 
only a master of the style of every speaker of 
distinction in either house, but he seemed in 
his imitative play to appropriate their intellec- 
tual as well as their physical peculiarities, and 
presented you with their mind as well as their 
manner. There were several attempts to-night 
to induce Lucian to indulge his guests with a 
debate, but he seemed to avoid the exertion, 
which was gre^t As the night grew old how- 
ever, and eveiy hour he grew more lively, he 
suddenly broke without further pressure into 
the promised diversion ; and Coningsby listened 
really with admiration to a discussion, of which 
the only fault was that it was more parlia- 
mentary than the original; **plas Arabe que 
I'Arabie-" 

The duke was never more curt,* nor Sir Robert 
more specious; he was as fiery as Stanley, and 
as acrid as Graham. Kor did he do their op- 
ponents less justice. Lord Pal merston himself 
never treated a profound' subject with a more 
pleasant, volatility; and when Lucian rose at an 
early hour of morn, in a full house alike ex 
hausted and excited, and af\er having endured 
for hours in sarcastic silence the menacing 
finger of Sir Robert, shaking over the green 
table, and appealing to his misdeeds in the 
irrevocable records of Hansard, Lord John him- ' 
self could not have afforded a more y^erfect 
representative of pluck. 

But loud as was the laughter, and vehement 
the cheering with whiehLucian's performances 
were received, all these ebullitions sank into 
insignificance compared with the reception 
which greeted what he himself announced was 
to be the speech of the night Having quafied 
full many a quaigh of toddy, he insisted on de- 
livering it on the table, a proposition with which 
his auditors immediately closed. 

The orator appeared, the great man of the 
night, who was to answer every body on both 
sides. Ah! that harsh voice, that arrogant 
style, that saucy superficiality which decided 
On every thing, that insolent ignorance that 
contradicted everybody; it was impossible* to 
mistake them ! And Coningsby had the plea- 
sure of seeing reproduced before him the guar- 
dian of his youth, and the patron of the mimic 
— the Right Honourabk Nicholas Rigby! 
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CHAPTER XIL 



Mabami Colonna with that vivacious energy 
which characterizes the sauth, had no sooner 
seen Coningshy, and heard his praises cele- 
brated by his grandfather, than she resolved 
that an alliance shon)4 sooner or later take 
place between him and her step-daughter. She 
imparted her projects without delay to Lncretia, 
who received them in a very different spirit to 
that in which they were communicated. Lu- 
. cretia bore as little resemhlance to her step- 

\ mother in character, as in person. If she did 
not possess her heauty, she was born With an 
intellect of far greater capacity and reach. She 

' had a deep^ judgment* A hasty alliance with a 
youth, arranged by their mutual relatives, might 
sujt very well the clime and manners of Italy, 
but Lucretia was well aware that it was altoge- 
ther opposed to the habits and feelings of this 
country. She had no conviction that either 
Coningshy would wish to marry her, or if will- 
ing, that his grandfather would sanction such a 
step in one as yet only on the threshold of the 
world. Lucretia therefore receiyed the sugges- 
tions and. proposals of Madame Colonna with 
great coldness and indifference ; one might even 

' say contempt, for she neither felt respect for 
this lady, nor was she sedulous to evince it — 
Although really younger than Coningshy, Lu- 
cretia felt that a woman of eighteen is in all 
worldly considerations, ten years older than a 
youth of the same age. She anticipated that a 
considerable time might elapse before Coningshy 
would feel it necessary to seal his rfestiny by 
marriage, while on the other hand, she was not 

" only anxious, but rcfsolred, not to delay on her 

, part her emancipation from the galling position 
m which she frequently found herself. 

Xucretia felt rather than expressed these ideas 
and impressions. She was not naturally com- 
jnunicative, and conversed with no one with 
less frankness and felicity than with her step- 
mother. Madarpe Colonna therefore found no 
reasons in her conversation with Lucretia to 
change her determination. As her mind was 
not very ingenious she did not :»e questions in 
those various lights which make as at the same 
time infirm of purpose and tolerant. What she 
fancied ought to be done, she fancied must be 
done; for she perceived no middle course or 
alternative. For the rest, Lucretia's carriage 

• towards her gave her little discomfort. Besides 
she herself though good-natured, was obstinate 
Her feelings were not very acute; nothing much 
vexed her. As long as she had fine dresses, 
good dinners, and opera boxes, she could bear 
her plans to be crossed like a philosopher; and 
her consolation under her unaccomplished de- 
vice was her admirable consistency, which 
always assured her that her projects were wise, 
though unfulfilled. 

She broke her purpose to Mr. Rigby that she 
might gain not only his adhesion to her views, 
but his assistance in achieving them. As Ma- 
dame Colonna in Mr. Rigby's estimation exer- 
cised more influence over Lord Monmouth than 
any other individual, faithful to his policy or 
practice, he agreed with all Madame C«lonna*s 
plans and wishes, and volunteered instantly to 
further them. As for the prince, his wife nevei' 



xy 
consulted him on any subject, nor did he wis^ 
to be consulted. On the contrary, he had no 
opinion about any thing. All that he required 
was^jthat he should be surrounded by what con- 
tributed to his personal enjoyment, that he 
should never be troubled, and that he should 
have billiards. IJe was not inexpert in field- 
sports, rode indeed very well for an Italian, but 
he never cared to be out of doors ; and there 
was only one room in the interior which pas- 
sionately interested him. It was where the 
echoing balls denoted the sweeping hazard or 
the effective cannonade. That was the chamber 
where the Prince Colonna literally existed. — 
Half an hour after breakfast he was in the 
billiard room; he never quitted it until he 
dressed for dinner; and he generally tontrivcd, 
while the world were amused or amusing them- 
selveii at the comedy or in the dance» to steal 
down with some congenial sprites to the ma- 
gical and illumined chamber, and use his cue 
until bed-time. . 

Faithful to her first impressions, Lucretia had 
made no differehce in her demeanour to Co- 
ningshy to that which she offered to the other 
guests. Polite, but uncommunicative; ready to 
answer, but never origihating conversation; she 
charmed him as little by her manner as by her 
person; and after some attempts not very pains- 
taking to interest her, Coningshy had ceased to 
address her. The day passed by with only a 
faint recognition between them ; even that some- 
times omitted. 

When however Lucretia observed that Co- 
ningshy had become one of the most notable 
persons Sn the castle ; when she heard every- 
where of his talents and accomplishments, his 
beauty and grace and great acquirements, aiid 
perceived that he was courted by all; that Lord 
Monmouth omitted no occasion publicly to 
evince towards him his regard and considera^ 
tion; that he seemed generally looked upon in 
the light of his grandfather's heir, and that Lady 
St. Julians, more learned in that respect than 
any lady in the kingdom, was heard more than 
once to regret that she had not brought another 
daughter with her, Clara Isabella as well as 
Augustina : the Princess Lucretia began to ima- 
gine that Madame Colonna after all, might not 
be so extravagant in her purpose, as she had 
first supposed. She therefore surprised Co- 
ningshy with the almost affectionate moroseness 
with w|iich, while she hated to sing, she yet 
found pleasure in singing for him alone. And 
it is impossible to say what might not have been 
the next move in her tactics in this respect, 
had not the very night on which she had re- 
solved to commence the enchantment of Co- 
ningshy, introduced to her Sidonia. 

The JPrincess Lucretia met her fate as she 
encountered the dark still glance of the friend 
of Lord Eskdale. He too beheld a woman un- 
like other women, and with his fine experience 
both as a man and a physiologist felt that he 
was in the presence of no ordinary organization. 
From the evening of his introduction, Sidonia 
sought the society of the Princess Lucretia. He 
could not ^omplain of her reserve. She threw 
out her mind in various and highly cultivated 
intelligence. He recognized in her a deep and 
sabtile spirit, considerable reading for a woman. 
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^^bits.of thouglit,ajid a sonl passionate and 
^^fla^ing. She resolved to sabdue one whose ap- 
preciation she had gained, and who had subdued 
her. The profound meaning and the calm man- 
ner of Sidonia combined to quell her spirit. She 
struggled against the soell. She tried to rival 
his power; to cope with him, and with the same 
weapons. But prompt as was her thought and 
|)ngDt as was its expression, her heart beat in 
tumult ; and with all her apparent serenity, her 
agitated soul was the prey of absorbing passion. 
She could not contend with that intelligent, yet 
inscrutable, eye; with that manner so full of in- 
terest and respect, and yet so tranquil. Besides 
they were not on equal terms. Here was a girl 
contending with a man learned in the world's 
way. 

Between Sidonia and Coningsby there at once 
occurred companionship. The morning afler 
his arrival they went out shooting together. Af- 
ter a long famble they would stretch themselves 
on the turf under a shady tree, often by the side 
> of some brook where the cresses grow, that 
added a luxury to their sporting meal, and then 
Coningsby would lead •their conversation to 
some subject on which Sidonia would pour out 
his mind with all that depth of reflection, va- 
riety of knowledge, and richness of illustrative 
memory, which distinguished him ; and which 
offered so striking a contrast to the sharp talent, 
the shallow information, and the worldly cun- 
ning (hat made a Rigby. 

This fellowship between Sidonia and Co- 
ningsby elevated the latter still more in the es- 
timation of Lucretia, and rendered her still more 
desirous of gaining his good will and opinion* 
A great friendship seemed to have arisen be- 
tween them, and the world began to believe that 
there must be some foundations for Madame 
Colonna's innuendoes. That lady herself was 
not in the least alarmed by the attention which 
Sidonia paid her step-daughter. It was of course 
-well-known that Sidonia was not a marrying 
man. He was however a great friend of Mr. 
Coningsby, his presence and society brought 
Coningsby and Lucretia more together; and 
however flattered her daughter might be for 
the moment by Sidonia*s homage, still as she 
would ultimately find out, if indeed she ever 
cared so to do, that Sidonia could only be her 
' admirer, Madame Colonna had no kind of doubt, 
that ultimately Coningsby would be Lucre tia's 
husband, as she had arranged from the first 

The Princess Lucretia was a fine horse-wo- 
^man, though she racely joined the various riding- 
parties that were daily formed at the Castle. 
Often indeed, attended only by her groom, she 
met the equestrians. Now she would ride with 
Sidonia and Coningsby, and as a female com- 
panion was indispensable, she insisted upon 
•* La Petite" accompanying her. This was a 
fearful trial to Flora, but she encountered it, 
encouraged by the kind solicitude of Coningsby, 
who always seemed her friend* 

Very shortly after the arrival of Sidonia, the 
archduke and his suite quitted the CasUe, which 
had been his highness's head-quarters during 
his visit to the manufacturing districts ; but no 
other great change in the assembled company 
occurred for some little time. 
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"You will observe one curious trait," said 
Sidonia to Coningsby. "in the history of this 
country ; the depositary of power is always un- 
popular, all combine against it, always it falls. 
Power was deposited in the great barons; tl^e 
church using the king for its instrumetit crushed 
the great barons. Power w^s deposited in the 
church; the king bribing the Parliament plun- 
dered the church. Power was deposited in the 
king; the Parliament using the people beheaded 
the king, expelled the king, changed the king, 
and finally, for a king substituted an administra^ 
tive ofiicer. For one hundred and fifty years 
power has been deposited in the Parliament, 
and for the last sixty or seventy years it has 
been becoming more and more unpopular, in. 
1880 it was endeavoured by reconstruction to 
regain the popular affection ; but in truth, as i\\e 
Parliament then only made itself more powerful, 
it has only become more odious. As we see 
that the barons, the church, the king, have in. 
turn devoured each other, and that the Parlia- 
ment, the lastdevourer, remains, it is impossible 
to resist the impression that this body also is 
doomed to be destroyed, and he is a sagaciotis 
statesman who may detect in what form and in, 
what quarter the great consumer will arise." 

''You take then a dark view of our posi- 
tion r 

''Troubled, not dark. I do not asc^ribe to 
political institutions that paramount influence 
which it is the feeling of this age to attrib.ute to 
them. The senate that confronted Brennus in 
the forum was the same body that registered 
in an after age the ribald decrees of a Nero. 
Trial by jury, for example, is looked upon by 
all as the palladium of our liberties ; yet a jury 
at a very recent period of our own history, the 
reign of Charles II., was a tribunal as iniquitous 
as the Inquisition " And a graver expression 
stole over the countenance of Sidonia as he re- 
membered what that Inquisition had operated on 
his own race and his own destiny. ** There are 
families in this country," he continued, "of both 
the great historical parties, that in the perse- 
cution of their houses, the murder and proscrit)- 
tion of some of their most illustrious membei^* 
found judges as unjust and relentless in an open 
jury of their countrymen, as we did in the con- 
claves of Madrid and Seville." 

** Where then would you look for hope 1" 

"In what is more powerful than laws and 
institutions, and without which the best laws 
and the most skilful institutions may be a dead 
letter, or the very means of tyranny;, in the 
national character. It is not in the increased 
feebleness of its institutions 'tli at I see the J^WT 
of England; it is in the decline of its char acij f 
as a community." 

** Afed yet you could scarcely describe this as 
an age of corruption 1" 

** Not of ]^olitical corruption. But it is an age 
f social disorganization, far more dangerous 
n its consequences, because far more exten- 
ive. You may hajre a corrupt government and 

pure community; you may have a corrupt 
ommunity and a pure administration. Which 
would'you elect 1" 

"Neither," said Coningsby; "I wish to see a 
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people fall of faitb, smd' a government full of 
duty." 

"Bpiy m^QU iti" said. Sid onla, *^th aJUEngland 

shgttldthijik^more of theJOffimuniw auaHsiof 
tne government." 
'*■*< jBinleTl'ine, what do vou understand by the 
term national character!" 

" A character is an assemblage of qualities ; 
tfie character of England should be an assem- 
* blage of great qij^liiies." 

"But we cannot deny that the English hare 
great virtues." 

"The civih'zation of a thousand years niust 
produce great virtues: but we are speaking 
of the decline of public virtue, not its exist- 
ence." 

" In what then do you trace that decline 1" 

" In the fact that the various classes of .this 
, country are arrayed against each other." 

" But to what do you attribute those reciprocal 
liostilitiesi" 

"Not entirely, not even principally, to those 
economical causes' of which we hear so much. 
I look upon all such as se9ondary causes which 
in a certain degree musf always exist; which 
•obtrude themselves in troubled times; and 
which at all times it is the business of wise 
statesmen to watch, to regulate, to ameliorate, . 
. to modify." 

"I am speaking to elicit truth, not to main- 
tain opinions," said Coningsby; "for I have 
.none," he added inournfully. 

" I think," said Sidonia, "that there is no er- 
ror so vulgar as to believe that revolutions are 
occasioned by economical causes. They come 
ip, doubtless, very often to precipitate a catas- 
trophe;* very rarely do they occasion one. I 
know no period for example when physical 
cOmfort was more diffused in England than in 
1640. England had a moderate population, a 
very improved agriculture, a rich commerce; 
yet sm was on the eve of the greatest and 
most violent changes that she has as yet 
experienced." 

" That was a religious movement** 

" Admit ii ; the cause then was not physical ; 

the imagination of England rose against the 

. government. It proves then that when that 

faculty is astir in a. nation, it will sacrifice even 

physical comfort to follow its impulses." 

" Do you think then there is a wild desire for 
extensive political change in the country!*' 

"Hardly that: England is perplexed at the 
present moment, not inventive. That will be 
, tlBte next phasis in her moral stale, and to that I 
"wish to draw your thoughts. Por myself, while 
. I. ascribe liftle influence to physical causes for 
the production of this perplexity, I am still less 
of opinion that it can be removed by any new 
. disposition of political powen It would only 
aggravate the evil. That would be recurring 
to the old error of supposing you can necessarily 
find national content in political institutions* 
A political institution is a machine: the motive 
power is the national character. , With that it 
rests, whether the machine will benefit society, 
or destroy it. Society in this country is per- 
plexed, almost paralyzed; in time it will move, 
and it will devise. How are the elements of the 
Aatjon to be blended again together! Ai what 
cpiri^ is that reorganization to take place V* 
9 



"To know that would be to know every 
thing.*' 

" At least let us free ourselves from the double 
ignorance of the Plalonists. Let us not be ig- 
norant that we afe ignorant." '' 

"I have emancipated toyself from that darlc- 
ness for a long time," said Coningsby. "Long 
has my mind been musing over these thoughts, 
but to me all is still obscurity." 

"In this countfjr," said Sidonia, "since tlje 
peace, there has been an attempt to advocate a 
reconstruction of society on a purely rational 
basis. The principle of utility has been pow- 
erftilly developed. I speak not with lightness 
of the labours of the disciples of that school. I 
bow to intellect in. every Torm : and we should 
be grateful to any school of philosophers even 
if we disagree with them; doubly grateAil in 
this country, where for so long a period our 
statesmen were in so pitiable an arrear of public 
intelligence. Thgce has been an attenipt to rg- 
con struct sg ciely on a basfs of m atejialoftoii ves 
an^^cajculatjui's. IT'FaVTailecl^ It must ulti- 
raately have failed under any circumstances; 
its failure in an ancient and densely peopled 
kingdom was inevitable. How limited is hu- 
man reason, the profoundest inquirers are most 
conscious. We are not indebted to the reason 
of' man for any of the great achievements which 
are the landmarks of human action and hums^ 
progress. It was not reason that besieged 
Troy; it was not reason that gent forth the Sa- 
racen from the desert to conquer the world ; that 
inspired the crusades ; that instituted the monas- 
tic orders; it w%s not reason that produced tlje 
Jesuits; above all, it was not reason that created 
the French Revolution. Man is onjy tfuly^reai 
wb^en he acts fronathepassions ;j^ "neverTrreii^- 
fible l)urwhen liF appeals ta the imagination. 
Even Mormon counts more votaries than Ben- 
thara." 

" And you think then that as imagination ouQe 
subdued the state, imagination may now save 

"Man is made to adore and to. obey: but if 
you will not command him; if you give hiip. 
nothing to worship; he will fashion his own 
divinities, and find a chieftain in his own pas- 
sions.** 

*iBut where can we find faith ina nation of 
sectaries ! Who can feel loyalty to a sovereign 
of Downing Street!" 

" I speak of the eternal principles of human 
nature; you answer me with the passing acci- 
dents of the hour. Sects rise and sects disap- 
pear. Where are the Fifth-Monarchy men! 
England is governed by Downing Street; once 
it wa» governed by Alfred and Elizabeth." 
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.^' CHAPTER XIV. 

About this time a steeple>chase in the we s 
of England had attracted considerable attention* 
This sport was then of recent introduction .'in 
England, and is in fact an importation of Irish 
growth, although it has flourished in our soil. 
A young gttai^sman who was then a guest slX 
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tbe castle, aod who had been in garrison in 
Ireland, had some experience of this pastime in 
the Kildare country, and he proposed that they 
shoald have a steeple-chase at Coningsby. This 
was a suggestion very agreeable to the Mar- 
quess of Beaumanoir, celebrated for his feats of 
horsemanship, and indeed to most of tbe guests. 
It was agreed that tbe race should come off at 
once, before any of the present company, many 
of whom gave symptoms of being on the wing, 
had quitted the castle. The young guardsman 
and Mr. Guy Flouncey had surveyed the coun- 
try, and had selected a tract which they esteemed 
very appropriate for the scene oraction. From 
a hill of common land you looked down upon 
the valley of Coningsby richly cultivated; 
deeply ditched and stiffly fenced; the valley 
was bounded by another fIsTng ground, and the 
scene was admirably calculated to give an ex- 
tensive, view to a multitude. . 

The disiance along the valley was to be two 
miles out, and home again; the starting post 
being also the winning post, and the dags «rhich 
were placed on every fence that the horses wtre 
to pass, were to be passed on the left hand of 
the rider both going and coming; so that al- 
though the horses had to leap the same fences 
forward and backward, they could not come over 
the same place twice. In the last field before 
th^ turned, was a brook seventeen feet clekr 
from side to side, with good taking off on both 
banks. This was the critical venture. 

Lord Monmouth highly approved the scheme, 
but mentioned tUat' the sweepstakes must be 
moderate and open to the whole county. The 
neighbourhbod had a week of preparation, and 
the entries f6r the Oonin'gsby steeple-chase were 
numerous. Lord Monmouth after a reserve for 
his own account placed his stable at the service 
of his guests. For himself be offered to back 
his horse, Sir Robert, which was to be ridden by 
his grandson. 

No^v nothing was spoken or thought of at 
. Coningsby Castle except the coming sport 
' The ladies shared the general excitement. They 
embroidered handkerchiefs, and scarfs, and 
gloves; with the resjjective colours of the rivals, 
and trifed to make' jockey-caps. Lady St. Ju- 
. lians postponed her intended departure in con- 
sequence. Madame Colonna wished that ^me 
means could be contrived by which they might 
all win. 

Sidonia with the other competitors had ridden 
over the country, and marked well the points; 
he glanced rather sharply at the brook, and on 
his return to the castle he sent a despatch for 
some of his stud. 

Coningsby was all anxiety to win. He was 
proud of the confidence of his grandfather in 
backing him. He had a powerful horse and a 
first-rate fencer, and he was resolved himself 
not to flinch. On the night before the race re- 
tiring somewhat earlier than usual to his cham: 
ber, he observed on his dressing-table a small 
packet addressed to his name, and in an un- 
known hand-writing. Opening it he found a 
very pretty jockey whip embroidered with his 
colours of pink and white. This was a per- 
plexing circumstance, but he fancied it oh the 
, whole a happy omen.f And who was the donor? 
Certainly not the Princess Lucretia, for he had 



observed her fashioning some maroon riband 
which, were the colours of Sidonia. It could 
scarcely be from Mrs. Guy Flouncey. Perhaps 
Madame Colonna to please — the marques%1 
Thinking over this incident be fell asleep. 

The morning before the race Sidonia's horses 
arrived. All went to examine them at the sta.- 
bles. Among them was an Arab mare. Co- 
ningsby recognized the Daughter of the Star. 
She was greatly admired for her points; but Gay 
Flouncey whispered to Mr. Melton that she never 
could do the work. 

"But Lord Beaumanoir says he is all for 
speed against strength in these affairs," said 
Mr. Melton. 

.Guy Flouncey. smiled incredulously. 

The night before the race it rained heavily. 

" I lake it the country will not be very like 
the deserts of Arabia," said Mr. Guy Flouncey 
with a knowing look to Mr. Melton, who was 
noting a bet in his memorandum book. 

The morning was very fine, clear and snnny, 
with a soft western breeze. The starting^ post 
was about three miles from the castle; but Iod^ 
before the hour, the surrounding hills were 
covered with people ; squire and farmer ; with 
no lack of their wives and daughters ; many a 
hind in his smock-frock, and many an '* opera- 
tive" from the neighbouring factories. The 
"gentleman riders" gradually arrived. The 
entries were very numerous, though it was un- 
derstood that not more than a dozen would start, 
^d half of these were the guests of Lord Mon- 
mouth. At half-past one the cortege from the 
castle arrived, and took up the post which had 
been prepared for them on the summit of the 
hill. Lord Monmouth was very mucn cheered 
on his arrival. In the carriage with him were 
Madame Colonna and Lady St. Julians. The 
Princess Lucretia, Lady Gaythorpe, Mrs. Guy 
Flouncey, accompanied by Lord Eskdale and 
other cavaliers, formed a brilliant company. 
There was scarcely a domestic in the castle 
who was not there. The comedians, indeed, 
did not care to come, but Villebecque prevailed 
upon Flora to drive with him to the race in a 
buggy he borrowed of the steward. 

The start was to be at two o'clock.. The 
"gentlemen jockeys" are mustered. Never 
were riders mounted and appointed in better 
st34e. The stewards and the clerk of the course 
attended them to the starting-post. There they 
are now assembled. Guy Flouncey adjusts his 
stirrup-leathers; Mr. Melton , ties a knot in bis 
bridle. In a few moments, the irrevocab^ 
monosyllable will be uttered. 

The bugle sounds for them to face about: the 
clerk of the course sings out: *<GentlemeDt 
are you all ready!" No objection made, the 
word given to go, and fifteen riders start in ex- 
cellent style. 

Prince Colonna, who rpde like Prince Rupert, 
took the lead, followed close by a stout yeoman 
on an old white horse of great provincial ce- 
lebrity, who made steady running, and from his 
appearance and action, a dangerous customer. 
The rest, with two exceptions, followed in a 
cluster at no great distance, and in this order 
they qpntinued with very slight variation for the 
first two miles, though the fences were frequent, 
and one or two of them a wk ward. Indeed, they 
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appeared tnore like horses mnning over a 
course than over a country. The two excep- 
tions were Lord Beaumanoir on his horse Sun- 
heam, and Sidonfa on the Arab. These kept 
somewhat slightly in the rear. 

Almost in this wise they approached the 
dreaded brook. Indeed, with the exception of 
the last two riders, who were about thirty yards 
behind, it seemed that you might have covered 
the rest of the field with a cloak. They ar- 
rived at the brook at the same moment: seven- 
teen feet of water between strong sound banks 
is no holiday work ; but they charged with an- 
faltering intrepidity. But what a revolntiob in 
their spirited order did that instant produfce! 
A masked battery of cannister and grape could 
not have achieved more terrible execution. 
Contngsby alone clearly lighted on the opposing 
i)ank; but for the rest of them, it seemed for a 
moment, that they were aTl in the middle of the 
brook, one over another, splashing, kicking, 
swearing; every one trying to get out and keep 
others in. Mr. Melton and the stout yeoman 
regained their saddles atK) were soon again in 
chase. The prince lost his horse, and was not 
alone in his misfortune. Mr. Guy Plouncey 
lay on his back, with a horse ifcross his dia- 
phragm ; only his head above the water, and his 
month fbUof chick-weed and dock leaves. And 
if help had not been at hand, be and several 
others might have remained struggling in their 
■watery bed for a considerable period. In the 
midst of this turmoil, the marquess and Sidonia 
at the same moment cleared the brook. 

Affairs now became very interesting. All 
heads were now turned to the winning post. 
Coningsby was fn front; Sidonia and the mar- 
quess following; Mr. Mehon had gone the 
^rong side of a flag, and the stoxrt yeoman, 
though close at hand, was already trusting much 
to his spurs. In the extreme distance might be 
detected three or four stragglers. Thus they 
continued until within three fields of the win- 
ning post. A ploughed field finished the old 
"White horse; the yeoman stuck his spurs to the 
Towels, but the only effect of the experiment 
was, that the h|)rse stood stoek still. Conings- 
by, Sidonia, and the marquess were now all to- 
gether. The winning post is in sight, and a 
high and strong gate lejtds to the last field. Co- 
ningsby gallantly dashed fonrard and sent Sir 
Hobert at the gate, but he had over-estimated 
his horse's powers at this point of the ^ime, 
and a rattling fall was the consequence t how- 
ever, horse and rider were both on the right 
side, and Conin^^sby was in his saddle again, 
and near at hand. It seemed that the iharquess 
was winning. There was only one more fence; 
and that the foot people had made a breech in 
by the side of a gate post, and wide enough, as 
was .said, for a broad wheel waggon to travel 
by. Instead of passing straight over this gap, 
Sunbeam swerved against the gate and threw 
his rider. This was decisive. The Datjghter 
of the Star, who was still going beautifully, 
pulling freely, and her jockey sitting still, sprang- 
over the gap and went in first, Coningsby on Sir 
Robert being placed second. The distance 
measured was about* four miles; there were 
thirty- niup leaps, and it was done under fifteen 
minutes. 



Lord Monmouth was well content with the 
prowess of his grandson, and his extreme cordi- 
ality consoled CToningsby under a defeat, whibh 
was very vexations. It was some alleviation 
that he was beaten by Sidonia. Madame Co- 
lon na even shed tears at her yonng friend's 
disappointment, and mourned it especially for 
Lucretia, who had said nothing, though a flush 
might be observed on her usually pale counte- 
nance. Vjllebeeque who had betted was so 
extremely excited by the whole affair, especially 
during the last three minutes, that he quite for- 
got his quiet companion, and when he looked 
round he found Flora Tainting. 

**you rode well," said Sidonia to Coningsby; 
"but your horse was more strong than swift. 
After all this thing is a race; and aotwithstand- 
in^ Solomon, in a race speed must win." 



CHAPTER XV. 

NoTWiTHBTAiiDiirG thcTatigues of the morn- ^ 
ing, the evening was pi|St with great gaiety at 
the castle. The gentlemen all vowed, that .fer 
from being ihconvenienced by their mishaps, 
they felt, on the Vhole, rather better for them. 
Mr. Guy Flouncey indeed did not seem^qujte 
so limber and flexible as usual; and the>young 
guardsman, who had previously discoursed in 
an almost alarming style of the perils and feats 
of the Kildare cotintry, had subsided into a re- 
markable reserve. 

Lord Monmouth beckoned to Coningsby to sit 
by him on the sofa, and spoke of his approach- 
ing university life. He gave his grandson a 
great deal of good advice; told him to avoid 
drinking, especially if he ever chanced to play 
cards, which he hoped he never would ; urged 
the expediency of never borrowing money, and 
of confining his loans to small sums and then 
only to friends of whom he wished to get rid; 
most particularly impressed omhim never to 
permit his feeliiigs to be engaged by any Wo- 
man ; nobody, he assnred Coningsby, despised 
that weakness more than women themselves, y 
Indeed feeling of any kind did not suit the pre- 
sent age — it was not bon top; and in some ^ 
degree always made a man ridiculous. Co* ^ 
ningsby was always to have before him the 
possible catastrophe of becoming ridiculous. It 
was the test of conduct. Lord Monmouth said ; 
a fear of becoming'ridiculous is the best guide 
in life, and will save a man from ^11 sorts of 
scrapes. For the ret^t, Coningsby was to appear 
at Cambridge as became Lord Monmouth's fa- 
vourite grandson. His grandfather had opened 
an account for him with Dmmmonds on whom 
he was to draw for his very considerable allow- 
ance; and if by any chance he found himself in 
a scrape, no matter of what kind, be was to be 
sure to write to his grandfather, who wouM cer- 
tainly get Kim out ofii, . * 

**Your departure is sudden," said the Prin- 
cess Lucretia in a low deep tone to Sidonia, 
who was sitting by her side and screened from 
general observation by the waltzers who whirl- 
ed by. 
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**'Dq>artarc» shofrid be sudden." ' 

"I do not lilce departures," said the princess. 

"Nor did the Qaeen of 8heba when she qnit- 
ted Solomoo. Yon know what sh^ diSi. ?" 

"Tell me.". 

"She wept very much, and let one of the king's 
hi ids fly into the garden. * You are freed from 
yoQr cage/ she said ; ' hot I am going back to 
mine.* ** 

"But you neirer weep," said the princess. 

"Never." 

"And are always free 1" 

"80 are men in the Desert" 

" But your life is not a Desert" 

" It at least resembles the Desert in one re- 
spect**it is nseless." 

"The only Qseless4ile is woman's." 

"Yet there have been heroines," said Sido- 
nia. 1 

" The Qaeen of Sheba," said the princess 
smiling. . - 

"A favourite of mine," said Sidonia. 

"And why was she a favourite of yours 1" 
rather eagerly inquired Lucretia. 

" Because she thought deeply, talked finely, 
and moved gracefiitlly." 

"And yet might be a very unfeeling dame at 
the 9ttme time," said the princess. 

" I never Uiought of that," said Sidonia. 

"The heart apparently does not reckon in 
your, philosophy." 

" What we call the heart" said Sidonia, " is a 
nervous sensation like shyness which gradually 
f disappears in society. It is fervent in the nur- 
sery, strong in the domestic circle, tumultuous 
' at school. The affections are the children of 
< ignorance ; when the horizon of onr experience. 
« expands, and models multiply, love and admira- 
■ tion imperceptibly vanish." 

"I fear the horizon of your experience has 
very greatly expanded. With your opinions, 
what charm can there be in life 1" 

" The sense of existence." 

"80 Sidonia is off to-morrow, Monmouth," 
said Lord Eskdale. 

" Hah !" said the marquess. " I must get him 
to breakfast with me befi[)re he goes." 

The * party broke up. Ooniugsby, who had. 
heard Lord Bskdale announce Sidonia's de- 
parture, lingered to express his regret and say, 
farewell. 

" I cannot sleep," said Sidonia; "^nd I never 
smoke in Burope. If you £tre not stiff with your 
wounds, come to my room;:." 

This invitation was very willingly accepted. 

" I am going lb Cambridge in a week," said 
Coningsby* " I was almost in hopes you might 
have remained as long. 

"I also; but my letters of this morning de- 
mand me. If it had not been for our chase, I 
should have quitted immediately. The minister 
cannot pay the interest on the national debt*— 
not an unprecedented cireiimstanee^ and ha^ 
appli^ to tis. I never permit any busmess 
of state to be transacted without my personal 
interposition ; and so I must go up to town im- 
mediatel^r." 

" Soj^iose you don't pay it," said Coningsby, 
smiling. 

"If I followed my own impulse, I would 
remain here," said Sidonia. " Can an^ thin^ 



be more absurd than that a nation should SLp^ 
to an individaal to maintain its credit, and with 
its credit its existence as an empire and its 
comfort as a people; and that individual one 
to whom its laws deny the proudest rights of 
citizenship, the privilege of sitting in its senate 
and of holding land; for though I have been 
rash enough to buy several estates, my own 
opinion is that by the existing law of -England, 
an Englishman of Hebrew faith cannot possess 
the soil." 

" But surely it trould be easy to repeal a law 
so illiberal — ** 

"Oh! as for illiberality I have no objection 
to it if it be an element of power. Eschew 
political sentimentatism. W^hat I contend is 
that if yon permit men to accumulate property, 
and they use that permission to a great extent, 
power is inseparable from that property, and 
it is in the last degree impolitic to make it the 
interest of any powerful class to oppose the 
institutions under which they live. The Jewa, 
for example, independent of the capital qualiti^ 
for citizenship, which they possess in their in- 
dustry, temperance, and energy and vivacity pf 
mind, are a race essentially monarchicalvdeeiUy 
religious, and shrinking themselves from con- 
verts as from a calaniity, are ever anxious to 
see the religious systenis of the conntries in 
which tljey live, flourish ; yet since your society 
has become agitated in England and power^l 
combinations menace your institutions, you find 
the once loyal Hebrew invariably arrayed in 
the same ranks as the leveller and the latitudi- 
narian, and prepared to support the policy which 
may even endanger his life and property, rather 
than tamely continue under a system which 
seeks to degrade him. The tones lose an im- 
portant election at a critical moment; 'tis the 
Jews come forward to vote against them. The 
church is alarmed at the scheme of a latitudi- 
narian university, and learns with relief that 
funds ate not forthcoming for its establishment; 
a Jew immediately advances and endows it 
Yet the Jews, Coningsby, are essentially t(tf>ies. 
Toryism, indeed, is but copied from the mighty 
prototype which has fashioned Europe. And 
every generation they must become more power-- 
ful and more dangerous to the society which 
is hostile to them. Do you think that the quiet 
humdrum persesution of a decorous represent- 
ative of an English university can crush those 
who have successively baffled the Pharaohs^ 
Nebuchadnezzar, Rome, and the feudal ages 1 
The fact is you cannot destroy a pure race of 
the Caucasian organization. It is a physiolo- 
gical fact ; a simple law of naturo^ which has 
baffled Egyptian and Assyrian kings, Roman 
emperors, and Christian inquisitors. No penal 
laws, no physical tortures, can effect that a su- 
perior race should be absorbed in an inferior, 
or be destroyed by it. The mixed persecutipg 
races disappear; the pure persecuted race re- 
mains. And at this moment, in spite of cen- 
turies, of tens of centuries, of degradation, the 
Jewish mind exercises a vast influence on the 
affairs of Europe I speak not 
which you still obey; of their 
which your minds are saturated; 
ing Hebrew, ptellect 

" You never observe a great intellectual movc- 
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m#|it In/EdTope' in vrhkk- the Jews do not 

greatly participate. The first Jesuits were Jews: 
that- mysterious' Russian Blplomacy which so 
alarms Western Enrope is organized and prin- 
cipaUy carried on by Jews ; that mighty revola* 
tion which is at this moment preparing in Ger- 
many, and which will be in fact a second and 
greater Reformation, and of which so little is as 
yet known in England, is entirely developing 
under the auspices of Jews, who almost mono- 
polize the professorial chairs of Germany, 
lieander, the founder of Spirimal Christianity, 
and who is Regius Professor of Divinity in the 
University of Berlin, is a Jc w. Benary, equally 
famous, imd in the same university, is a Jew. 
Wehl, the Arabic Professor of Heidelberg, is a 
Jew* Years ago, when I was in Palestine, I 
met a German student who was accumulating 
niaterials for the History of Chnstianity, and 
studying the genius of the place; a modest and 
learned man. It wlas Wehl ; then unknown, 
since become the first Arabic scholar of the day, 
aad the author of the life of Maliomet But fer 
the German professors of thiy race, their name 
is Legion. I think thei^ are more than ten at 
Herlin alone. '\ 

^ I told you just now that'i was going up to 
town to-morrow, because I always made it a 
rule to interpose. when affairs of state were on 
the carpet. Otherwise, I never interfere, I 
hear of peace and war in newspapers, but I am 
never alarmed, except when I am informed that 
the sovereigns want treasure ; then I know that 
monarchs are serious. 

**A few years back we were applied to by 
Russia. Now there has been no friendship 
between the court of St. Petersburg and my 
family. It has Dutch connections which have 
generally supplied it, and our representations 
in favour of the Polish Hebrews, a numeroias 
race, but the most suffering and degraded of 
all the tribes, has not been very ai^reeable to the 
czar. However, circumstances drew to an .ap* 
proximation between the Romanoffs and the 
Bidonias. I resolved to go myself to St. Peters- 
burg. I had, on my arrival, an interview with 
the Russian minister of finance, Count Cancrid; 
I' beheld the son of a Lithuanian Jew. The 
loan was connected with the affairs of Spain; I 
resolved on repairing to Spain ft-om Russia. I 
tfavelled without intermission. I had an audi- 
ence immediately on my arrival with the Span<^ 
ish minister, Senor MendizabeJ; I beheld one 
like myself, the son of a Nuovo ChrisU'ano, a 
Jew of Arragoa. In consequence of what tran- 
spired at Madrid, I went straight to Paris, to 
consult the president of the French Council; I 
beheld the son of a French Jew, a hero, an 
imperial marshal, and very properly so, for who 
should be military heroes if not those who wor- 
ship the Lord of Hosts 1" 
" And is Soult a Hebrew?" 
'^Yes, and several of the French marshals, 
and the most famous; Massena for example; 
bis real name was Manasseh : but to my anec- 
dote. The consequence of our consultations 
vas that some Northern power should be ap- 
plied to in a friendly and mediative capacity. 
We fixed on Prussia, and the president of the 
Council made an application to the Prussian 
minister, who attended a few da^s after oiu* Con* 



ference. Gouiit Amlm Entered the cabinet, and 
I behdd a Prussian Jew. So you see, ray dear 
Coningsby, that the world is governed by very 
different personages to what is imagined by 
those who are not behind the scenes." 

** You startle, and deeply interest me." 

<• Yon must study physiology, my dear child. 
Pore races of Caucasus may be persecuted, ba< 
they cannot be despised, except by the brutal 
ignorance of some mongrel breed, that bran* 
dishes fagots and howls exterminations, but is 
itself exterminated without persecutions by that 
irresistible law of nature which is fatal to curs." 

** Bat I come also from Caucasus," said Co- 
ningsby. 

** Verily; and thank your Creator for such a 
destiny : and your i^ce is sufficiently pure. You 
come from the shores of the Northern Sea, land 
of the blue eye, and the golden hair, and the » 
frank brow; 'tis a famous breed, with whom we 
Arabs have contended long ; from whom we 
have much suffered ; but these Goths, and Sax- 
ons, and Normans, were doubtless great men.", 

"But so favoured by nature, why has not 
your race produced great po^ts, great orators, 
great writers 1" 

' ** Favoured by nature and by nature's God ' 
we produced the lyre of David ;\ we gave you 
Isaiah and Ezekiel; Jhey are our Olynthians, 
our Phillippics. Favoured by nature we still re- 
main : but in exact proportion as we have been 
favoiTred by nature we have been persecuted by 
man. AAer a thousand struggles ; after acts of 
heroic courage that Rome has never equalled ; 
deeds of divine patriotism that Athens, and.- 
Sparta, and Carthage have never excelled ; we« 
have endured fifteen hundred years of super* 
natural slavery, during which every device that 
can degrade or destroy man has been the des- 
tiny that we have sustained and baffled. The 
Hebrew. child has entered adolescence only to 
learn that he was the Pariah of that ungrateful 
Ehrope that owes to him the best part of its 
laws, a fine portion of its literature, all its reli- * 
gion. QiQAi iP?**!,^ require a public; we have 
been content witlT'tlie immortal' melodies that 
we sung more than two thousand years ago by > 
the waters of Babjrlon and wept. They record ; 
our triumphs; they solace our affliction. Great S 
orators are the creatures of popular assemblies; 
we were permitted only by stealth to meet even 
in our temples. And as for great writers the 
catalogue is not blank. What are all the schools 
men, Aquinas himself, to Maimonides; and as 
for modern philosophy, all springs from Spi-' 
noza. • *" 

*' But the passionate and creative genius that ^ 
is the nearest link to divinity, and which no ! 
human tyranny cau destroy, though it can divert 
it; that should have stirred the hearts of nationa 
by its inspired sympathy, or governed senates 
by its burning eloquence, has found a medium 
for its expression, to which, in spite of your 
prejudices and your evil passions, you have • 
been obliged to bow. The ear, the voice, the 
fancy teeming with combinations, the imagina- 
tion fervent with picture and emotion, that came 
from Caucasus and which we have preserved 
unpolluted, have endowed us with almost the 
exclusive privilege of Music ; that science of 
harmonious sounds which the ancients recog«- 
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Hized as most divine, and deified in the person 
of their most beautiful creation. I speak not of 
the past, though were I to enter into the history 
of the lords of mek3dy, you woald And it the 
annals of Hebrew genius. But at (his moment 
even, musical Europe is oors. There is not a 
company of singers, not an orchestra ia a single 
capital, that are not crowded with our children 
under the feigned names which they adopt io 
conciliate the da-rk aversion which yo«r pos- 
terity will some day disclaim with shame and 
disgust. Almost every great composer, skilled 
musician, almost every voice that ravishes you 
with its transporting strains, spring from our 
tribes. The catalogue is too vast to enumerate; 
too illustrious to dwell for a moment on second- 
ary names, however eminent. Enough for us 
that the three (great creative minds to whose 
exquisite inventions all nations at this moment 
jrield ; Rossini, Meyerbeer, Mendelscdm ; are of 
^ Hebrew racet and iittle do your men of fashion, 
your * muscadins' of Paris, and your dandies of 
) London, as they thrill into rraptures at the notes 
^of a Pasta or «l Grisi^ little do they suspect tbat 
ihey are offering •their homage 1o the sweet^ing- 
crs of Israel!" 



CHAPTER XVI. 

It was the noon of the day on which Sidonia 
was to leave the •castle. The wind was high; 
the vast white clouds scudded over the blue hea- 
ven ; the leaves yet green, and tender branches 
snapped like glass, were whirled in eddies 
from the trees; the grassy sward undulated like 
the ocean willh a Ihonsand tints and shadows. 
From the window of the music-room Lucretia 
Colon na gazed on the turbulent sky. 

The heaven of her heart, too, was disturbed. 

She turned from the agitated external world 
to ponder over her inward emotion. She uttered 
a deep sigh. 

Slowly she moved towards her harp ; wildly, 
almost unconsciously, she touched with one 
band its strings, while her eyes were fixed on 
the ground. An imperfect melody resounded ; 
yet plaintive and passionate. It seemed to at- 
tract her soul. She raised her head, and then 
touching the strings with both her hands, she 
poured forth tones of deep, yet thrilling power. 

*' I am a stransrer io the halla tfT a stranger t Ah ! whi- 
ther shall I flee ) 

** To ihe camle of my fathers in the gVeen moontidos ; 
to the palace of my fathers in the ancient city 1 

"There is no flas on the castle of my fathers fn the 
^reen mountains ; silent Is the palace ol my fotlier)! in the 
ancient city. 

** Is there no home for the.homeless ; can the unloved 
never find lovel 

^ Ah ! ihou fliest away, fleet cloud :— he will leave us 
swifter than thee i Alas i cutting wind, ihy breath ie not 
as cold as his heart ! I 

*' [ am a stranser In the halls of the stranger I Ah I 
whither shall I flee V» 

The door of the music room slowly opened. 
It was Kidonia. His hat was in his hand ; he 
was evidently on the point of departure. 

•*t*hose sounds assured me," he said very 
calmly, but kindly, as he advanced, *<that I 



might ftnd yon here,Oii Which I scarcely couBt- 
ed, at so early an hour.*' 

** You are going, then V* said the princess. 

** My carriage is at the door; the marqnesa 
has delayed me; I must be in London to-night. 
I oonchide more abruptly than I could Imve 
wished one of the most agreeable visits I ever 
made-; and I hope you will permit me to express 
to you how much I am indebted to you for a so- 
ciety which those should deem themselves for- 
tunate who can more frequently enjoy." 

He held forth his hand ; she extended hers, 
cold as marble, which he bent over, but did not 
press to his lips, 

*<Lord Monmouth talks of remaining here 
some time," he observed ; ** but I suppose next 
year, if not this, we shall all meet in some city 
of the earth." 

Lucretia bowed, and Sidonia, witha gracefal 
reverence, withdrew. 

The Princess Lucretia stood fox some mo* 
ments motionless ; a sound attracted her to the 
window ; she perceived the equipage of Sidonia 
whirling along the winding roads of the park. 
She watched it till it disappeared : then quitting 
the window, she threw herself into a chair and 
buried her face in her 6hawl. 

XHD OF BOOK IV. 



BOOK V. 
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CHAPTER L 

Aw university life did not bring to Coningsby 
that feeling of emancipation usually experi- 
eoced by freshmen. The contrast betwee^ 
school and college life is perhaps under any\ 
circumstances less striking to the Etonian than \ 
to others : he has been prepared for becoming \ 
his own master by the liberty so wisely entrust- I 
ed to him in his boyhood, and which is in gene» j 
ral so discreetly exercised. But there were alsou/ 
other reasons why Coningsby should have been 
less impressed with the novelty of his life, ^nd 
have encountered less temptations than com- 
monly are met with in the new existence which 
an university opens to youth. In the interval 
which had elapsed between quitting Eton and 
going to Cambridge, brief as the period may 
comparatively appear, Coningsby had seen 
much of the world. Three oV four months, in- 
deed, may not seem, at the first blush, a course 
of time which can very materially influence the 
formation of character ; but time must not be 
counted by calendars, but by sensations, by 
thought. Coningsby had felt a good deal, re- 
flected more. He had encountered a great 
number of human beings, ofiering a vast va- 
riety of character for his observation. It was 
not merely manners, but even the intellectual 
and moral development of the human mind, 
which in a great degree unconsciously to him- 
self had been submitted to his study and his 
scrutiny. New trains of ideas had been opened 
to him; his mind was teeming with suggestions. 
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The boruon of his intelligence^ had insensibly i 
expanded. He perceived that there were other 
opinions in the world besides those to which he 
h^d been habituated. The depths of his intel- 
lect had been stirred. He was a wiser man. 

He distinguished three individuals whose ac 
qnaintance had greatly influenced his mind; 
£Qstace Lyie, the elder Millbank, above alU 
Sidonia. He curiously meditated over the fact, 
that three English subjects, one of them a prin- 
cipal landed proprietor, another one of the mos^ 
eminent manufacturers, and the third the great- 
est capitalist in the kingdom, all of them men 
of ^reat intelhgence, and doubtless of a high 
probity and conscience, were in their hearts, 
disaffected with the political constitution of the 
country. Yet unquestionably these were the 
men among whom we ought to seek for some 
of our first citizens. What then was this re- 
pulsive quality in those institutions which we 
persisted in calling national, and which once 
were so? Here was a great question. 

There was another reason also, why Conings- 
by should feel a little fastidious among his new 
habits, and without being aware of it, a little 
depressed. For three or four months, and for 
the first time in his life, he had passed his time 
in the continual society of refined and charming 
women. It is an acquaintance which when 
habitual exercises a great influence over the 
tone of the mind, even if it does not produce any 
more violent effects. It refines the taste, quick- 
ens the perception, and gives, as it were, a grace 
and flexibility to the intellecL Coningsby in 
his solitary rooms arranging his books, sighed 
when he recalled the Lady Everinghams and 
Lady Theresas; the gracious duchess; the frank, 
l^ood-tempered Madame Colonna; that deeply 
interesting enigma, the Princess Lucretia ; and 
the gentle Flora. He thought with disgust of 
the impending dissipation of an university, 
which could only be an exaggeration of their 
coarse frolics at school. It seemed rather vapid 
this mighty Cambridge over which ^hey had so 
often talked in the playing fields of Eton with 
sQch anticipations of its vast and absorbing in- 
terest. And those uiyversity honours that 
once were the great olgect of his aspirations, 
they did not figure in that grandeur with which 
they once haunted his imagination. 

What Coningsby determined to conquer was 
knowledge. He had watched the influence of 
Sidonia in society with an eye of unceasing 
vigilance. Coningsby perceived that all yielded 
to him; that Lord Monmouth even, who seemed 
to respect none, gave place to his intelligence ; 
appealed to him, listened to bin), was guided by 
him. What was the secret of this influence ? 
Knowledge. On all subjects his views were 
prompt and clear, and this not more from his 
native sagacity and reach of view, than from the 
aggregate of facts which rose to guide his judg- 
ment, and illustrate his meaning from all coun. 
tries and all ages instantly at his command. 

The friends of Coningsby were now hourly 
arriving. It seemed when he met them again, 
that they had all suddenly become men since 
thev had separated; Buckhurst especially. He 
had been at Paris, and returned with his mind 
vei7 much opened, aod trowsers made quite in 
a aew style. All his Uioughts were how soon 



he eookl contrive to get back again ; and he told 
them endless stories of actresses and dinners at 
fashionable caf^s. Vcre enjoyed Cambridge 
most, btiC'ftuse he had been staying with his 
family since he quitted Eton. Henry Sydney 
was full of church architecture, national sports, 
restoration of the order of the peasantry, and 
was to maintain a constant correspondence on 
these and similar subjects with Eustace Lyle. 
Finally, however, they all fell into a very fair, 
regular, routine life. They all read a little, but / 
not with ihe enthusiasm which they had onee| 
projected. Buckhurst drove four-in-hand, and 
they all of them sometimes assisted him ; but 
not immoderately. Their suppers were some- 
times gay, but never outrageous ; and among all 
of them, the school friendship was maintained * 
unbroken, and even undisturbed. ( 

The fame of Coningsby had preceded him at 
Cambridge. No man ever went up from whom 
more was expected in every way. The dons 
awaited a sucking member for the university, 
the undergraduates were prepared to welcome 
a new Alcibiades. He was neither: neither a 
prig nor a profligate ; but a quiet, gentlemanlike, 
yet spirited young man, gracious to all, but inti- 
mate only with bis old friends, and giving al- 
ways an impression in his general tone that his 
soul was not absorbed in his university. 

And yet perhaps he might have been coddled 
into a prig, or flattered into a profligate, had 
it not been for the intervening experience which 
he had gained between his school and college 
life. That had visibly impressed upon him what 
before he had only faintly acquired from books, 
that there was a greater and more real world 
awaiting him, than to be found in those bowers 
of Academus to which youth is apt at first to 
attribute an exaggerated importance. A world 
of action ?*; jjas^rrT, nf ptTTfr and .jpu?ril ; a 
woVTdlor which a great preparation was indeed 
necessary, severe and profound, but not alto- 
gether such an one as was now oflered to him. 
Yet this want must be supplied, and by himself. 
Coningsby had already acquirements sufii- 
ciently considerable with some formal appli- 
cation to insure him at all times his degree. 
He was no longer engrossed by the intention he 
once proudly entertained of trying for honours, 
and he chalked out for himself that range of 
reading, which, digested by his thought, should 
furnish him in some degree with that various 
knowledge of the history of man to which he 
aspired. No, we must not for a moment be- 
lieve that accident could have long diverted the 
course of a character so strong. The same de- 
sire that prevented the castle of his grandfather 
from proving a castle of indolence to him, that 
saved him from a too early initiation into the 
seductive distractions of a refined and luxurious 
society, would have preserved Coningsby from 
the puerile profligacy of a college life, or from 
being that idol of private tutors, a young pedant, t 
It was that noble ambition, the highest and the 
best; that must be born in the heart and orgaur 
ized in the brain, which will not let a man be ; 
content unless his intellectual power is recog- 
nized by his race, and desires that it should con- 
tribute to their welfare. It is the heroic feeling; 
the feeling that in old days produced demi-gods; 
without which no state is safe; without which 
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political institutions are meat withoat salt; the 
crown a bauble, the church an establishment, 
parliaments debating clQb3, and civilization it- 
self but a fitful and transient dream. 
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CHAPTER II. 



Liss than a year after the arrival of Conings- 

by at Cambridge, and which he had only once 

quitted in the interval, and that to pass a short 

time in Berkshire with his. friend Buckhurst, 

/occurred the death of King William IV. This 

f event necessarily induced a dissolution of the 

/ Parliament elected under the auspices of Sir 

\ Robert Peel in 1834, and after the publication of 

\ the Tarn worth manifesto. 

The death of the king was a great blow to 
what had now become to be generally styled the 
"conservative cause.*' It was quite unexpected; 
within a fortnight of his death eminent persons 
still believed that "it was only the hay fever.** 
' Had his majesty lived until aJter the then im- 
pending registration, the whigs would have been 
again dismissed. Nor is there any doubt that 
under these circumstances the " conservative 
cause'* would have secured for the new minis- 
ters a parliamentary majority. What would 
have been the consequences to the country if the 
four years of whig rule from 1837 to 1841 had 
not occurred? It is easier to decide what would 
have been the consequences to the whigs. Some 
of their great friends might have lacked blue 
ribbons and lord lieutenantcies ; and some of 
their little friends comfortable places in the 
customs and excise. They would have lost 
undoubtedly the distributions of four years pa- 
tronage; we can hardly say the exercise of four 
years power; but they woufd have existed at this 
moment as the most powerful and popular op- 
position that ever flourished in this country, if 
indeed the course of events had not long ere this 
cjiarried them back to their old posts in a proud 
ysijid intelligible position. The reform bill did 
/ not do more injury to the tories than the attempt 
/ 1 to govern this country without a decided par- 
I I liamentary majority did the whigs. The greatest 
1 I of all evils is a weak government. They can- 
^^4^ot carry good measures, they ai-e forced to 
I carry bad ones. 

I The death of the king was a great blow to 
I the "conservative cause;'* that is to say, it 
darkened the brow of Tadpole, quailed the heart 
of Taper, crushed all the rising hopes of those 
' numerous statesmen who believed the country 
must be saved if they receive twelve hundred a 
year. It is a peculiar class, that; £1,200 per 
annum, paid quarterly, is their idea of political 
sbience and human nature. To receive JE1,200 
per annum is government; to try to receive 
£1,200 per annum is opposition ; to wish to re- 
ceive £1,200 per annum is ambition. If a man 
« wants to get into Parliament, and does not want 
to get £1,200 per annum, they look upon him 
as daft; as a benighted being. They stai^ in 
each other's face and ask^ " What can • * • • 
want to get into Parliament for?** They have 
xfo conception that ptiblic reputation is a motive 



power, and with many men the greatest They 
have as much idea of fame or celebrity, even of 
the masculine impulse of an honourable pride, 
as eunuchs of manly joys. 

The twelve-hundred-a-yearers were in despair 
about the king's death. Their loyal souls were 
sorely grieved that his gracious majesty had not 
outlived the registration. All their happy in- 
ventions about "hay-fever," circulated in con- 
fidence and sent by post to chairmen of conserv- 
ative associations, followed by a royal funeral!.' 
General election about to take place with the old 
registration; government boroughs against them, 
and the young queen for a cry. What a cry ! 
Youth, beauty, and a queen ! Taper grew pale 
at the thought. What could they possibly get 
up to countervail iti Even church and corn 
laws together, would not do ; and then church 
was sulky, for " the conservative cause** had 
just made it a presfent of a commission, and all 
that the country gentlemen knew of conserva- 
tivism was that it would not repeal the malt tax,' 
and had made them repeal their pledges. Yet 
a cry must be found. A dissolution without a 
cry, in the Taper philosophy, would be a world 
without a sun. A rise might be got by "Inde- 
pendence of the House of Lords ;** and Lord 
Lyndhurst's sutnmaries might be well circulated 
atone penny per hundred, large discount allowed 
to conservative associations and endless credit. 
Tadpole, however, was never v^ry fond of the 
House of Lords; besides, it was too limited. 
Tadpole wanted the young qiieen brought in; 
the rogue! At length one morning. Taper 
camfe up to him with a slip of paper and a smile 
of complacent austerity on his dull visage. "I 
think Mr. Tadpole that' will do.** 
, Tadpole took the paper and read " Ouu toukq 

QuEEir, AND OUR OLD INSTITUTIONS !** 

The eyes of Tadpole sparkled as if they had 
met a gnomic sentence of Periander or Thales ; 
then turning to Taper, he said, 

" What do you think of * ancient/ instead of 
< old' r* 

"You cannot have 'Our mod6rli Queen, and ' 
our ancient Institutions,**' said Mr. Taper. 

The dissolution was soon followed by an 
election for the borough of Cambridge. The 
"conservative cause*' candidate was an old 
Etonian. That was a bond of sympathy which 
imparted zeal even to those who. were a little 
sceptical of the essential virtues of conserva- 
tivism. Every under-graduate especially, who 
remembered "the distant spires/* became en- 
thusiastic. Buckhurst took a very decided 
part. He cheered, he canvassed, he brought 
men to the poll whom none could move; he 
influenced his friends and his (Companions. 
Even Coningsby caught the contagion, and 
Vere, who had imbibed much of Coningsby*s 
political sentiment, prevailed on himself to be 
neutral. The conservative cause triumphed' 
in the person of its Eton champion. The day 
the inember was chaired, several men in Co- 
ningsby*s rooms were talking over their tri- 
umph. 

"By Jove," said the panting Buckhurst, 
throwing himself on the sofa, "it was well, 
done; never was anything better done. An 
immense triumph! The greatest triumph the 
conservative cause has had.' And y^t/' he 
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added, laughing, "if any fellow were to ask me 
what the conservative cause. was, I am sure I 
should not know what to say." 

" Why it's the cause of our glorious institu- 
tions," said Coningsby. **!A. crown robbed of 
fits prerogatives; a church controlled by a com- 
/mission ; and an aristocracy that does not 
(lead.'? 

" Under whose genial influence, the order of 
the peasantry, * a country's pride,' has vanished 
from' the face of the land,'* said Henry Sydney, 
".and is succeeded by a race of serfs, who are 
called labourers and who burn ricks." 

"Under which," continued Coningsby, "the 
crown has become a cipher; the church a sect; 
the nobility drones; and the people drudges." 

" It is the great constitutional cause," said 
Lord Vere, " that refuses every thing to opposi- 
tion; yields every thing to agitation: conserva- 
tive ill Parliament, destructive out of doors ; 
that has no objection to any change provided 
only it be effected by unauthorized means." 

"The first public association of men," said 
Coningsby, " who have worked for an avowed 
end, without enunciating a single principle." 

"And who have established political infidelity 
throughout the land," said Lord H^nry. 

" By Jove !" said Buckhurst, " what infernal 

fools we have made ourselves this last week!" 

"Nay," said Coningsby, smiling, "it was our 

last schoolboy weakness. Floreat Etona, under 

all circumstances." 

" "I certainly, Coningsby," said Lord Vere, 
" shall not assume the conservative cause, in- 
stead of the cause for which Hampden died in 
the field, and Sydney on the scaflTold." 

" The cause for which Hampden died in the 
field, and Sydney on the scaffold," said Co- 
ningsby, " was the cause of the Venetian re- 
public." 

"How — howl" said Buckhurst. 
*^ " I repeal it," said Coningsby. " The, great 
object of the whig leaders in England; from the 
first movement under Hampden to the last 
more successful one in 1688, was to establish 
in England a high aristocratic republic on the 
model of the Venetian, then the study and ad- 
miration of all speculative politicians. Read 
Harrington; turn over Algernon Sydney ; and 
you will see how the minds of the English 
leaders in the seventeenth century were satu- 
rated with* the Venetian type. And they at 
length succeeded. William III, found them 
out "in an instant. He told the whig leaders, 
*I will not be a doge.' He balanced parties; 
he baffled them as the Puritans baffled them 
fifty years before. The reign of Anne was a 
struggle between the Venetian and the English 
systems. Tw^ great whig nobles, Argyle and 
Shrewsbury, worthy of seats in the Council of 
. Ten, forced their sovereign on her death4)ed to- 
m change the ministry. They accomplished their 
object. They brought in a new family on their 
own terms. George I. was a doge ; George II. 
was a doge; they were what William III., a 
great man, would not be. George III. tried 
not to be a doge, but it was impossil;>]e ma- 
terially to resist the deeply-laid combination. 
He might get rid of the whig ma^nificoes, but 
he could not rid himself of the Venetian consti- 
tution;. And ^ Venetian constitution did govern 



England from the accession of the house of 
Hanover until 1832. Now, I do not ask you, 
Vere, to relinquish the political tenets which, 
in ordinary times, would have been your in-' 
herilance. All I say is, the constitution intro- , 
iclatced by your ancestors having been subverted 
by their descendants, your contemporaries, be- 
ware of still holding Venetian j^rinciples of 
government when you have not a Venetian 
constitution to govern with. Do what I am' 
doing, what Henry Sydney and Bdckhurst are ' 
doing, what other men that I could mentioil' 
are doing, hold yourself aloof from political' 
parties which, from the necessity of things, 
have ceased to have distinctive principles, and 
are, therefore, practically only factions; and 
wait and see, whether with patience, energy, 
honour, and Christian faith, and a desire to 
look to the national welfare, and not to sec- 
tional and limited interests; whether, I say, we " 
may not discover some great principles to ' 
guide iis, to which we may adhere, and which 
then, if true, will ultimately guide and control ; 
others.** , fr^ 

^ "The Whigs are worn out,'| said Vere; "con- 
servativism is a sham, and radicalism is pol* , 
lution.'\ » 

"I certainly," said BucJ^hurst, " when I get 
into the House of Commons, shall speak my 
mind without reference to any party whatever; 
and all I hope is, we may all come in at the 
same time, and then we may make a party of 
our own." ' 

.."I have, always heard my father say," said ' 
Vere, " that there was nothing' so difficult as to 
organize an independent party in the House of 
Commons." ' 

"Ay! but that was in the Venetian period, 
Vere," said Henry Sydney, smiling. 

"I dare say," said Buckhurst, " the only way 
to make a party in the House of Commons 
is just the one that succeeds anywhere else. 
Men must associate together. When you are ' 
living in the same set, dining together every 
day, and quizzing the dons, it is astonishing 
how well men agre«. As for me, I never 
would enter into a conspiracy, unless the con- 
spirators were fellows who had been at Eton 
with me; and then' there woald be no trea- 
chery." 

' "Let us think of principles, and not of par- 
ties," said Coningsby. 

" Fot my part,' said Biickhurst, "whenever a 
political system is breaking up, as in this coun- 
try at present, I think the very best thing is to ^ 
brush all the old dons off the stage.. They' 
never take to the new road kindly. They are . 
always hampered by their exploded prejudices 
and obsolete traditions. I don't thiuK a single 
man, Vere, that sat in the Venetian senate 
ought to be allowed to sit in the present English 
House of Commons." 

" Well no one does in our family except my ' 
uncle Philip," said Lord Henry; "and the 
moment I w^ant it, he will resign ; for he de- 
tests parliament. It interferes so with his 
huntin 
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" Well, we have all fair parliamentary pros- 
pects," said Buckhurst. "That is somethingf. 
I wish we were in now." n 

" Heaven forbid," said Coningsby. " I trem- ' 
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ble at the resppnsitiiHty of a seat at an-y time. 
With my present unsettled aMp/^pl6X&d^iew^, 
there is Dothing from which I should recoil so 
riiuch as the House of Commons.'' 

" I quite agree with you," said Henry Sydney. 
"The best thing we can do is to keep as clear 
of political party as we possibly can. How 
many men waste the best part of their lives in 
painfully apologizing for a conscientious devia- 
tion from a parliamentary course which they 
adopted when they were boys, without thought, 
or prompted by some local connection or interest 
to secure a seat." 

It was the midnight following the morning 
when this conversation took place, that Conings- 
by alone, and having just quifed a rather bois- 
terous party of wassailers who had been cele- 
brating at Buckhurst's rooms the triumph of 
"Eton.statesmen," if not of conservative prin- 
ciples, stopped in the precincts of that royal 
college, that reminded him of his school-days, 
to Gool his brow in the summer air, that even 
at that hour was sofl, and to calm his mind in 
the contemplation of the still, the sacred, and 
the beai^teous scene that surrounded him. 

There rose that fane, the pride and boast of 
Cambridge, not unworthy to rank among the 
chief temples of Christendom. Its vast form 
was exaggerated in the uncertain hour; part 
shrouded in the deepest darkness, while a flood 
of silver light suffused its southern side, dis- 
tinguished with revealing beam the huge ribs 
of its buttresses, and bathed with mild lustre its 
airy pinnacles. 

" Where is the spirit that raised these walls?" 
thought Coningsby. "Is it indeed extinct? Is 
then this civilization, so much vaunted, insepa- 
rable froni moderate feelings and liuie thoughts? 
If so, give me bank barbarism ! But I cannot 
believe it. Man that is made in the image of 
? the Creator, is made for godlike deeds. Come 
;what may, I will cling to the heroic principle. 
^It can alone satisfy my soul." 



CHAPTER III. 

' Wb must now revert to the family, or raiher 
the household of Lord Monmouth, in which con- 
siderable changes and Events had occurred since 
the visit of Coningsby to the castle in the pre- 
cediixg autumn. 

In the first pMce, the earliest frost of the 
winter had carried off the aged proprietor of 
Hellingsley, that contiguous estate which Lord 
Monmouth so much coveted, the possession of 
which was indeed one of the few objects of his 
life, and to secure which, he was prepared to 
pay far beyond its intrinsic value, great as that 
undoubtedly was. Yet Lord Monmouth did not 
become its possessor. Long as his mind had 
been intent upon the subject, skrifut as had 
been his combinations to secure his prey, and 
unlimited the means which were to achieve his 
purpose, another stepped in, and without his 
privity, without even the consolation of a strug- 
gle, stole away the prize ; aud this too a man 



whom he hated, almost the only individual out 
of his own family that he did hate; a man who 
had crossed him before in similar enterprises; 
who was his avowed foe; had lavished treasure 
to oppose him in elections; taised associations 
against his interest; established journals to 
assail him; denounced him in public; agitated 
against him in private ; had declared more than 
once that he would mak^ ** the county too hot 
for him;" his personal, inveterate, indomitable 
foe, Mr. Millbank of Millbank. 

The loss of Hellingsley was a bitter disap- 
pointment to Lord Monmouth; but the loss of 
it to such an adversary touched him to the quick. 
He did not seek to control his anger; he could 
not succeed even in concealing his agitation. 
He threw upon Rigby that glance so rare with 
him,but under which men always quailed; that 
play of the eye which Lord Monmouth shared 
in common with Henry Vlh. that struck awe 
into the trembling Commons when they had 
given an obnoxious vote, as the king entered the 
gallery of his palace, and looked around him. 

It was ji h^ok which implied the dreadful 
question: "Why have I bought you that such 
things should happen? Why have I unlimited 
means and unscrupulous agents?" It made 
even Rigby feel; even his brazen tones were 
hushed. 

To fly from every thing disagreeable was the 
practical philosophy of Lord Monmouth; but he 
was as brave as he was sensual. He would not 
shrink before the new proprietor of Hellingsley. 
He therefore remained at the castle with an 
aching heart, and redoubled his hospitalities. 
An ordinary mind might have been soothed by 
the unceasing consideration and the skilful and 
delicate flattery that ever surrounded Lord Mon- 
mouth; but his sagacious intelligence was never 
Jbr a moment the dupe of his vanity. He had 
no selfjpve, and as he valued no one, there 
were" really no feelings to play upon. He saw 
through every body and every thing; and when 
he had detected their purpose, discovered their 
weaknessor their vileness, he calculated whether 
they could contribute to his pleasure or his con- 
venience in a degree which counterbalanced 
the objections which might be urged against 
their intentions, or their less pleasing and pro- 
fitable qualities. To be pleased was al^^ays a 
principal object with Lord Monmouth; but when 
a man wants vengeance, gay amusement is not 
exactly a satisfactory substitute. , 

A month elapsed. Lord Monmouth with a 
serene or smiling visage to his guests, but in 
private taciturn and morose. He scarcely ever 
gave a word to Mr. Rigby, but continually be- 
stowed on him glances which painfully affected 
the appetite of that gentleman. In a hundred 
ways it was intimated to Mr. Rig^y that he ^^s 
not a welcome guest, and yet something was 
continually given him to do which rendered it 
impossible for him to take his departure. la 
this state of affairs, another event occurred 
which changed the current of feeling, and by 
its possible consequences, distracted the mar- 
quess from his brooding meditations over his 
discomfiture in the matter of Hellingsley. The 
Prince Colonna, who, since the steeplechase, 
had imbibed a morbid predilection for such 
amusements, and indeed for every species of 
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rougb ridinf , was thrown fram his horse «nd 
killed on the spot. 

This calamity broke up the party at Co- 
ning^&by, which was not at the moment very 
namerous. Mr. Rigby, by.command, instantly 
seized the> opportunity of preventing other 
guests who wcr4 expected from arriving. This 
catastrophe was the cause of Mr. Rigby re- 
saxning in a great measure his old position in 
the castle. There were a great many things 
to be doDe* and all disagreeable ; he achieved 
them all, and studied every body's convenience. 
Coroner's inquests, funerals especially, weeping 
womea, these were all spectacles which Lord 
Monmouth could not endure, but be was so 
high-bred, that he wouM not for the world that 
there should be in manner or degree the slightest 
deficiency of propriety or even sympathy. But 
he wanted somebody to do every thing that was 
proper; to be considerate and consoling and 
sympathetic. Mr. Higby did it all; gave evi- 
dence at the inquest, was chief mourner at the 
fanera), and arranged every thing so well that 
not a single emblem of death crossed the sight 
of Lord Monmouth; while Madame Colonna 
found submission in his exhortations, and the 
^ Princess Lucretia, a little more pale and pen- 
sive than usual, listened with tranquillity to 
his discourse on the vanity of all sublunary 
things. 

When the tumult had subsided, and habits 
and feelings had fallen into tl^eir old routine, 
and relapsed into their ancient channels, the 
marquess proposed that they should all return 
to London* and with great formality,. though 
with great warmth, begged that Madame Co- 
Jonna would ever consider his roof as her own. 
All were glad to quit the castle, which now 
presented a scene so different to its former 
animation, and Madame Coloifna,' weeping, ac- 
cepted the hospitality of her friend, until the 
impending expansion of the spring would per- 
mit her to return to Italy. This notice of her 
return to her own country seemed to occasion 
the marquess great disquietude. 

After they had remained about a month in 
Ijondon, Madame Colonna sent for Mr. Rigby 
one morning to tell him how very painful it 
was to her feelings to remain under the roof of 
Monmouth House without the sanction of a 
husband; that the circumstance of being a 
foreigner, under such unusual affliction, might 
have excused, though not authorized, the step 
at first, and for a moment; but that the con- 
tinuance of such a course was quite out of the 
question ; that she owe'd it to herself, to her 
step-child, no longer to trespass on this friendly 
hospitality; that^f persisted in, might be liable 
to misconstructioD. Mr* Rigby listened with 
greiH attention to this statement, and never in 
the Mast interrupted Madame Colonna; and 
then offered to do that which he was convinced 
* the lady desired, namely to make the marquess 
acquainted with the painful state of her feel- 
ings. This he did according to his fashion, 
and with sufficient dexterity. Mr. Rigby him- 
self was extresaely anxious to know whiph way 
the wind blew, and the mission with which he 
had been entrusted, fell jn precisely with his 
inclinations and necessities* The marquess 
listened to the communication and sighed« then 



ttiraed gently round and surveyed himself in the 
mirror and sighed again, then said to Rigby : 

"You understand exactly what I mean, Rigby. 
It is quite ridiculous their going, arid infinitely 
distressing to me. They must stay." * 

Rigby repaired to the princess full of mys- 
terious bustle, and with a face beaming with 
importance and satisfaction. He made much 
of the two sighs ; fully justified the confidence 
of the marquess in his comprehension of unex- 
plained intentions; prevailed on Madame Co- 
lonna to have some regard for the feelings of 
one so devoted; expatiated on the insignificance 
of worldly misconstructions, when replied to 
by such honourable intentions ; and fully suc- 
ceeded in his mission. They did stay. Month . 
after month rolled on, and still they stayed; 
every month all the family becoming more re- 
signed or more content^ and more cheerful. As 
for the marquess himself, Mr. Rigby never re- 
membered him more serene and even joyous. 
His lordship scarcely ever entered general 
society. The Colonna family remained in 
strict seclusion; and he preferred the company 
of these accomplished and congenial friends to 
the mob of the great world. 

Between Madame Colonna and Mr. Rigby 
there had always subsisted considerable confi- 
dence. Now, that gentleman seemed to have 
achieved fresh and greater claims to her regard* 
In the pleasure with which he looked forwa.rd 
to herhpproaching alliance with his patron, he 
reminded her of the readiness with which he 
had embraced her suggestions for the marriage 
of her daughter with Coningsby. Always 
obliging, she was never wearied of chaunting 
his praises to her noble admirer, 'who was appa- 
rently much gratified she should have bestowed 
her esteem on one of whom she would neces- . 
sari ly in afterlife see so much. It is seldom' 
the lot of husbands that (heir confidential friends 
gain the regards of their brides. 

"I am delighted you all like Rigby," said 
Lord Monmouth, "* as you will see so much of 
him." 

The remembrance of the Hellingsley failure 
seemed to be quite erased from the memory of 
the marquess. Rigby never recollected him 
more cordial and confidential, and more equable 
in his manner. He told Rigby one day, that he 
wished that Monmouth House should possess 
the most sumptuous and the most fanciful 
boudoir in London or Paris. What a hint tot 
Rigby! That gentleman consulted the fir^t 
artists, and gave them some hints in return; 
his researches on domestic decoration ranged 
through all ages; he even meditated a rapid 
tour to mature nis inventions; but his confidence 
in his native taste and genius ultimately con- 
vinced him that this movement was unneces- 
sary- 

The Slimmer advanced ^ the death of the king 
occurred; the dissolution summoned Rigby to 
Coningsby and the borough of Darlford. His 
success was marked certain in the secr«t books 
of Tadpole and Taper. A manufacturing town, 
enfranchised under the reform act, already 
gained by the conservative cause ! Here was 
reaction — here influence of property! Influence 
of character, too; for no one was so popular as 
Lord Monmonth; a most disting;tiished noble- . 
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man, of strict conservative principles, who, if 
be carried the coanty and the manufacturing 
bOroagh also, merited the strawberry-leaf. 

** There will be no holding Rigby,'* said Taper; 
'* Fm afraid he will be looking for something 
very high." 

"The higher tlie better," rejoined Tadpole, 
" and then he will not interfere with us. I like 
yoar high-fliers; it is your plodders I detest, 
wearing old hats and high-lows, speaking in 
' committee, and thinking they are men of busi- 
ness : d — n them !" 

Rigby went down, and made some very im- 
pressive speeches ; at least they read very well 
in some of his second-rate journals, where all 
the uproar figured as loud cheering, and the in- 
terruption of a cabbage-stalk was represented 
as a question from some intelligent individual 
in the' crowd. The fact i^, Rigby bored his au- 
dience too much with history, especially with 
the French revolution, which he fancied was 
his " forte," so that the people at last, whenever 
he made any allusion to the subject, were almost 
as much terrified as if they had seen* the guillo- 
tine. 

Rigby had as yet one great advantage; he 
had ho opponent; and without personal opposi- 
tion, no contest can be very bitter. It was for 
some days Rigby versus liberal principles ; and 
Rigby had much the best of it ; for he abused 
liberal principles roundly in his harangues, who 
not being represented on the occasion made ^o 
reply; while plenty of ale, and some capital 
songs by Lucian Gay, who went down express, 
gave the right cue to the mob, who declared in 
chorus, beneath the windows of Rigby*s hotel, 
that he was " a fine old English gentleman !" 

But there was to be a contest; no question 
about that, a|xd a sharp one, although Rigby was 
to win, aAd well. The liberal party had been 
so fastidious about their new candidate, that 
they had none ready though several biting — 
Jawster Sharp thought at one time that sheer 
necessity would give him another chance still; 
but even Rigby was preferable to Jawster Sharp, 
who, finding it would not do, published his long- 
prepared valedictory address, in which he told 
' ^ his constituents, that having long sacrificed his 
* health to their interests, he was now obliged to 
retire into the bosom of his family. And a very 
well provided for family, too. 
, All this time the liberal deputation from Darl- 
ford — two aldermen, three town counsellors, 
and the secretary of the Reform Association, 
were walking about London like mad things, 
eating luncheons and looking for a candidate. 
They catlled at the Reform Club twenty times in 
the morning, badgered whips and red-tapers, 
were introduced to candidates, badgered can- 
didates ; examined would-be members as if they 
were at a cattle show, listened to political pedi- 
grees, dictated political pledges, referred to 
Hansard to se'e how men had voted, inquired 
whether men had spoken, finally discussed 
terms. But they never could hit the right man. 
If the principles were right, there was no money; 
and if money were ready, money would not take 
pledges. Infbict they wanted a Phoenix; a very 
rich man, who would do exactly as they liked ; 
with extremely low opinions and with very high 
connections. 
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'* If he would go for the ballot and had a han 
die to his name, it would have the* best effect,'" 
said the secretary of the Reform Association, 
"because you see we are fighting against a 
right honourable, and you have no idea how 
that takes with the mob." 

The deputation had been three days in town, 
and urged by despatches by every train to bring 
affairs to a conclusion, jaded, perplexed, con- 
fused, they were ready to fall into the bands of 
the first jobber or bold adventtirer. They dis- 
cussed over their dinner at a Strand Coffee- 
house, the claims of the various candidates, 
who had presented themselves. Mr. DonaM 
Macpherson Macfarlane, who would only pay 
the legal expenses ; he was soon dispatched.— 
Mr. Gingerly Browne, of Jerroyn Street, the 
younger son of a baronet, who would go as far 
as a £1000, provided the seat was secured. Mr. 
Juggins, a distiller, £2000 a man ; btrt would 
not agree to any annual subscriptions. Sir 
Baptist Placid, vague about expenditure, but 
repeatedly declaring that "there could bis no 
difficulty on that head." He however had a 
moral objection to subscribing to the races,— 
and that was a great point at Darlford. Sir 
Baptist would subscribe a guinea per annum 
to the Infirmiiry, and the same to all religious 
societies, without any distinction of sects — ^but 
races; it was not the sum, £100 per annum, but 
the principle. He had a moral objection.^ 

In short the deputation began to suspect what 
was the truth, that they were a day after the fair, • 
and that all the electioneering rips that swarm 
in the purlieus of political clubs during an im- 
pendil>g dissolution of Parliament, men who 
become political characters in their small circle, 
because they have been talked of as once hav- 
ing an intention to stand for places foir which 
they never offered themselves, or for having 
stood for places, where they never could by any 
circumstance have succeeded, were in fact nib- 
bling at their dainty morsd. 

At this moment of despair, a ray of hope was 
imparted to them by a confidential note from a 
secretary of the treasury, who wished to see 
them at the Reform Club on the morrow. You 
may be sure they were punctual to their ap- 
pointment. The secretary received them with 
great consideration. He had got them- a candi- 
date, and one of high mark — the son of a peer, 
and connected with the highest whig bouses. 
Their eyes sparkled. A real honourable. If 
they liked he would introduce them immediately 
to the Honourable Alberic de Crecy. 'He had 
only to introduce them, as there was no difll- 
culty either as to means or opinions, expenses 
or pledges. 

The secretary returned with a young gentle- 
man whose diminutive stature would s^pa, , 
from his smooth and singularly puerile counte- 
nance, to be merely the consequence of bis very- 
tender years, but Mr. de Crecy was really of 
age, or at least would be by the nomination day* 
He did not say a word, but looked like the rose^ 
bud which dangled in the button-hole of his 
frock coat. The aldermen and town counsellors 
were what is sometimes emphatically styled 
flabbergasted ; they were speechless from bewil- 
derment "Mr. de Crecy will go for the balk)t,'^ 
said the secretary of the treasury with an auda- 
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. cioias eye and ardemtire look, <'attd for total and 

. immediate if you press him bard; bat doa't if 

. you can help it, bec^ause he has an uncle, an old 
county member who has prejudices, and might 
disinherit him. However, we answer for him. 
And I am very happy that I have been the 

. means of bringing about an arrangement, which 
I feel will be mutually advantageous." And so 
saying the secretary edected his escape. 

Circumstances, however, retarded for a sea- 

. son the political career of the Honourable Al- 
beric de Crecy. While the liberal party at 

. I>arlford were suffering under the daily inflic- 
tions of Mr. Rigby's slaishing style, and the post 

. brought them very unsatisfactory prospects of 
a champion, one offered himself, and in an ad- 
dress which intimated that he was^o man oi 

• straw, likely to recede from any contest in which 
he chose to ejnbark. The town was suddenly. 
placarded with a letter to the independent elec-. 

. tors from Mr. Millbank the new proprietor of 
Hellingsley. 

He expressed himself as one not aiucious to 

. obtrude himself on their attention and founding 
no claim to their confidence on his recent ac- 
quisition; but at the same time as one resolved 

. that the free and enlightened community, with. 
which he must necessarily hereafter be; much 
connected, should not become the nomination 
borough of any peer of the realm without a 
struggle if they chose to make one. And so he 
ofiered himself if they could «ot find a better 
candidate without waiting for the ceremony of 
a requisition. He was exactly the man they, 
wanted; and though he had **no handle to his 

. name/' and was somewhat impracticable about 
pledges, his fortune was so great, and bis cha- 

. racter ^o high, that it might be hoped that the 
people would be almost as content as if they 
were appealed to by some obscurf scion of fac- 
titious nobility subscribing to political engage- 
ments which he could not comprehend, and 
which in general are vomited with as much 
fapility as (hey are swallowed. 






CHAPTER IV^ 

The ^people of Darlford who, as long as the 
contest for their representation remained be- 
tween Mr. Rigby an^ the abstraction called libe- 
ral principles, appeared to be very indifferent 
about the result, the moment they learned that 
for the phrase had been substituted a substance, 
and that too in the form of a gentleman, who 
was soon to figure as their resident neighbour, 
became excited, speedily enthusiastic. All the 
bells of all the churches rang when Mr< Millbank 
commenced his canvass ; the conservatives, on 
the alert, if not alarmed, insisted on their cham- 
pion also showing himself in all directions ; an4 
in the course of four-and-Cwenty hours, such is 
the contagion of popular feeling, the town was 
divided into two parties, the vast majority of 
which were firmly convinced that the country 
could only be saved by the return of Mr. Rigby, 
or preserved from inevitable destruction by the 
election of Mr. Millbank. 



The results of the two canvasses were such 
as had been anticipated from the previous re- 
ports of the respective agents and siipporters. 
la these days the pecsonal canvass of a candi- 
date is a mere form. The whole country thatis 
to be invaded has been surveyed and n:^apped 
out before entry: every position reconnoitered; 
the chain of communications complete. In tli^e 
present case, as is not unusual, both candidates 
were , really supported by numerous and repu- 
table adherents ; a,nd both had very good grounds 
for believing that they would be ultimately suc- 
cessfuL But there was a body of the electoi-s 
sufficiently numerous to turn the election wJ^o 
would not promise their votes: conscientious 
men who felt the responsibility of the duty that 
the constitution had entrusted to their discharge, 
and who would not make up their minds with- 
out duly weighing the .respective merits of the 
two rivals. This class of deeply meditative 
individuals are distinguished not only by their 
pensive turn of mind ; but by a charitable vein 
that seems to pervade their being. Not only 
will they think of your request, but for their 
parts they wish both sides equally well. Deci- 
sion indeed, as it must dash the hopes of onejof 
their solicitors, seems infinitely painful to them; 
they have always a good reason fyr postponing 
it If you seek their suffrage during the can- 
vass, they reply that the writ not having come 
down, the day of election is not yet fixed. If 
you call again to inform them that the writ has 
arrived, they rejoin that perhaps after all there 
may not be a contest. If you call a third time 
half dead with fatigue, to give them friendly 
hotice that both you and your rival have pledged 
yourselves to go to the poll, they twitch their 
trowsers, rub their hands, and with a dull grin 
observe, 

" Well, sir, we shall see." 

" Come, Mr. Jobson," says one of the com- 
mittee with an insinuating smile, *'give Mt, 
Millbank, one." 

" Jobson,! think you and I know each other," 
says a most infiuential supporter, with a know- 
ing nod. 

" Yes, Mr. Smith, I should think we did." 

. " Come, come, give us one." 

" Well, I have not made up my mind yet, gen- 
tlemen." 

"Jobson!" says a solemn voice. "Didn't 
you tell me the other night you wished well Jo 
this gentleman 1" 

** So I do ; I wish well to everybody," replies 
the imperturbable Jobson. 

" Well, Jobson," exclaims another member of 
the committee, with a sigh, "who could have 
supposed that you would have been an enemy !" 

" I don't wish to be no enemy to no man, Mr, 
Trip." 

" Come, Jobson," says a jolly tanner, "if I 
wanted to be a Parliament man, I don't think 
you could refuse me one !" 

"I don't think I could, Mr. Oakfield." 

"Well, then, give it to my friend." 

« Well, sir, I'll think about it." 

"Leave him to me," says another member of 
the committee, with a significant look. "I know 
how to get round him. It's all right." 

" Yes, leave him to Hayfield, Mr. Millbai^k^ 
he knows how to manage him.^'^ 
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But all the same, Jobson continues to look a$ 
little tractable and lamb-like as can be well fan- 
cied. 

And here in A work, which in an unpretend- 
ing shape aspires to take neither an uninformed 
nor a partial view of the political history of the 
ten eventful years of the reform struggle, we 
should pause for a moment to observe the 
strangeness, that only five years after the recon- 
struction of the electoral body by the whig 
party, in a borough called into political exist- 
ence by their policy, a manufacturing town, too, 
their candidate comprising in his person every 
quality and circumstance which could recom- 
mend him to the constituency, and his oppo- 
nent the worst specimen of the old generation, 
a political adventurer, who owed the least dis- 
reputable part of his notoriety to his opposition 
to the reform bill ; that in such a borough, un- 
der such circumstances, there should be a con- 
test, and that too one of a very doubtful issue. 

What was the cause of this? Are we to 
seek it in the ** re-action " of the Tadpoles and 
Tapers 1 That would not be a very satisfac- 
tory solution. Ke-action, to a certain extent, is 
the law of human existence. In the particular 
state of affairs before us; England after the re- 
form act; it never could be doubtful, that jime 
would gradually, and, in some instances, rapTHTy, 
counteract the national impulse of 1832. There 
never could have been a question, for example, 
that the English counties would have reverted 
to their natural allegiance to their proprietors ; 
but the results of the appeals to the third estate 
in 1835 and 1837 are not to be accounted for by 
a mere re-adjustment of legitimate inlBuences. 

The truth is, that considerable as are the abi- 
lities of the Whig leaders; highly accomplished, 
as many of theni unquestionably must be ac- 
knowledged, in parliamentary debate; ekperi- 
enced in council; sedulous i'nof&ce; eminent 
as scholars; powerful from their position ; the 
absence of individual influence, of the pervad- 
iing'authonty of a commanding mind, has been 
\:^'the cause of the fall of the whig party. 

Such a supremacy was generally acknow- 
ledged in Lord Grey on the accession of this 
parly to power; but it was the supremacy of a 
tradition rather than of a fact.^ Almost at the 
outset of his authority his successor was indi- 
cated. When the crisis arrived, the Intended 
' successor was not in the whig ranks. It is in this 
virtual absence of a real and recognized leader, 
almost from the moment that they passed their 
great measure, that we must seek a chief cause 
of all that insubordination, all those distempered 
ambitions, and all those dark intrigues, that 
finally broke up not only the whig government, 
but the whig party; demoralized their ranks; 
. and sent them to the country, both in 1835 and 
1837, with every illusion, which had operated 
so happily in their favour in 1832, scattered to 
the winds. In all things we trace the irresisti- 
ble influence of the individual. 

And yet the /interval that elapsed between 
1836 and 1837 proved, that there was all this 
time in the whig array one entirely competent 
to the office of leading a great party, though his 
capacity for that fulfilment was too tard^ily re- 

\ cognized. 
LoBD Joair RtssEU has that degree of imagi- 



nation which, though evinced rather in senti- 
ment than expression, still enables him to gene- 
ralize from the details of his reading and expe- 
rience; and to take those comprehensive views 
which, however easily depreciated by ordinary 
men in an age of routine, are indispensable to 
a statesman in the conjunctures in which we 
live. He understands, therefore, his position; 
and he has the moral intrepidity which prompts 
him ever to dare that which his intellect as- 
sures him is politic. He is consequently, at the 
same time, sagacious and bold in council. As 
an administrator, he is prompt and indefatiga- 
ble. He is not a natural orator ; and labours 
Under pbys^ical deficiencies which even a De- 
mosthenic impulse could scarcely overcome. 
But he ji experienced in debate; quick in re- 
ply, fertile in resource ; takeis large views ; and 
frequently compensates for a dry and hesitating 
manner by the expression of those noble truths, 
that flash across the fancy, and rise spontane- 
ously to the lip, of men of poetic temperament, 
when addressing popular assemblies. If we 
add to this a private life of dignified repute; the 
accidents of his birth and rank, which never 
can be severed from the man, the scion of a 
great historic family, and bom as it were to the 
hereditary service of the stale; it is difficult "to 
ascertain at what period, or under what circum- 
stances, the whig party have ever possessed, 
or could obtain, a more efficient leader. 

But we must return to the Darlford election. 
The class of thoughtful voters was sufficiently 
numerous in that borough to render the result 
of the contest doubtful to the last, and on the 
eve of the day of nomination both parties were 
equally sanguine. 

Nomination day, altogether, is a most unsatis- 
factory aifair. There is little to be done, and 
that little mere form. The tedious hours rc- 
mai|i ; and no one can settle his mind to any- 
thing. It is not a holiday, for every one^ is 
serious; it is not business, for no one can at- 
tend to it; it is not a contest, for there is^no 
canvassing; nor an election, for there is no. 
poll. It is a day of lounging without an object, 
and luncheons without an appetite; of hopes 
and fears; confidence and dejection; bravado 
bets and secret hedging; and about midnight, 
of furious suppers of giilled bones, brandy-and- 
water, and recklessness. 

The president and vice-president of the 
Conservative Association, the secretary and 
the four solicitors who were agents, had im- 
pressed upon Mr. Rigby that it was of the 
utmost importance, and must produce a great 
moral effect if he obtained the show of hands. 
With his power of eloquence and their secret 
organization they flattered themselves it might 
be done. With this view Rigby inflicted a 
speech of more than two hours' duration on the 
electors, who bore it very kindly, as the mob 
likes above all things that the ceremonies of 
nomination day should not be cut short: more- 
over there is nothing that the mob likes so 
much as a speech. Rigby therefore had on 
the whole a far from unfavourable audience, 
and he availed himself of their forbearance- 
He brought in his crack theme the guillotine, 
and dilated so elaborately upon its qualities, 
that one of the gentlemen below could not 
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refrain from exclaiming; "I wish you may 
get it/' This exclamation gave Mr. Rigby 
what is called a great opening, which»Iike a 
practised speaker, he immediately seizeiL He 
denounced the sentiment as '* un-Engiish/' and 

got very much cheered. Excited by this sue- , - 

cess Rigby began calling every thing else " nn-jJ- Mr. lytillbank was very energetic abont resi- 
English" with which he did not agree, until 
menacing murmurs began to rise, when he 



placemen and pensioners, whoever and whereJ 
ever they might be. ^ 

"Hilloa, Rigby, about that ere pension 1" 
*'iV1illbaok for ever! We will have him." 
"Never mind, Rigby, you'll come in next 
time." i i 



dent representatives, but did not linderstand 

that a resident representative meant the nomi- 

shifted the subject, and rose into a grand perora- [ nee of a great lord, who lived in a great castle. 



tion, in which he assured them that the eyes 
of the whole empire were on this particular 
election, (cries of ** that's true" from all sides) 
and that England expected every man to do his 
duty. 

"And who do you expect to do yours?" 
inquired a gentleman below, ''about that ere 
pension t" 

" Rigby," screeched a hoarse voice, " don't 
you mind; you guv it them well." 

*< Rigby, keep up your spirits old chap: we 
will have you." 

''Now," said a stentorian voice, and a man 
as tall as 8anl looked round him. 'Phis was 
the engaged leader of the conservative mob; 
the eye of every one of his minions was instantly 
on him. **Now! Our young (Jueen and our old 
institutions; Rigby for ever !" 

This was a signal for the instant appearance 
of the leader of the liberal mob. Magog 
Wrath, not so tall as Bully Bluck his rival, had 
a voice almost as powerful* a back much 
broader, and a countenance far more forbidding. 
''Now, my boys; the Queen and Millbank for 



ever." 

These rival cries were the signals for a fight 
between the two bands of gladiators in the face 
of the hustings; the body of the people little 
interfering, Bully Bluck seized Magog Wrath's 
colours; they wrestled, they seized each other; 
their supporters were engaged in mutual con- 
test; it appeared to be a most alarming and 
perilous fray ; several ladies from the windows 
^ screamed, one fainted ; a band of special con- 
' stables pushed their way through the mob; you 
heard their staves resounding on the skulls of 
all who opposed them, especially the little boys; 
order was at length restored; and to tell the 
truth, the only hurls inflicted were those which 
came from the special constables. Bully Bluck 
and Magog Wrath, with all their fierce looks, 
Haunting colours, loud cheers and desperate 
assaults, were after all only a couple of Con- 
dottieri who were cautious never to wound each 
other. They were in fact a very peaceful 
■police, who kept the town in awe, and pre- 
vented others from being mischievous who were 
more inclined to do harm. Their hired gangs 
were the safety valves for all the scamps of 
the borough, who receiving a few shillings per 
head for their nominal service, and as much 
drink a« they liked after the contest, were bribed 
and organized into peace and sobriety on the 
days in which their excesses were most to be 
apprehended. 

Now Mr. Millbank came forward: he was 

very brief compared with Mr. Rigby: but clear 

/and terse. No one could misunderstand him. 

/He did not favour his hearers with any history, 

\hut gave them bis views about taxes, free trade, 



(great cheering.) There was a lord once who 
declared that if he liked, he would return his 
negro valet to Parliament; but Mr. Millbank 
thought' those days were over. It remained for 
thfe people of Darlford to determine whether he 
was mistaken. 

" Never !" exclaimed the mob. ** Millbank for 
ever! Rigby in the river! No niggers, no 
walets !" 

" Three groans for Rigby." 

" His language ain't as purty as the Lunnun 
chap's," said a critic belo^; " but bespeaks from 
his art ; and give me the man who has go^ a 
aru" 

♦'That's your time of day, Mr. Robinson." 

"Now," said Magog Wrath looking around* 
"Now, — the Queen and Millbank for ever! 
Hurrah !" 

The show of hands was entirely in favour of 
Mr. Millbank. Scarcely a hand was held up for 
Mr. Rigby below, except by Bully Bluck and his 
praetorians. The chairman and the deputy 
chairman of the Conservative, Association, the 
secretary and the four agents severally and 
respectively went up to Mr* Rigby and congratu- 
lated him on the result, as it was a kno^n fact 
"that the show of hands never won." 

The eve of polling day was now at hand. 
This is the most critical period of an election. 
All night parties in disguise were perambu- 
lating the different wards, watching each other's 
tactics; masks, wigs, false noses, gentles in 
livery coats, men in female attire — a silent car- 
nival of manoeuvre, vigilance, anxiety, and tre- 
pidation. The thoughtful voters about this time 
make up their minds; the enthusiasts who have 
told you twenty times a day for the last fort- 
night, that they would get up in the middle of the 
night to serve you, require the most watchful 
cooping; all the individuals who have assured 
you that "their word is their bond," change 
sides. 

Two of the RigbyifJs met in the market-place 
about an hour after midnight. 

" Well, how goes it1" said one. 

"I have been the rounds. The blunts going 
like the ward-pump. I saw a man come out of 
Moffatt's house, mulTled up with a mask on, I 
dodged him. It was Biggs.". 

"You don't mean that, do you? I> — e HI 
answer for Mofl'att." 

** I never thought he was a true man." 

"Told Robinsl" 

" I could not see him ; but I met young Gun- 
ning and told him." * « 

" Young Gunning ! That won't do." 

"I thought he was as right as the town clock.'^ 

"So did I once. Hush! who comes here? 
The enemy, Franklin and Sampson Potts. Keep 
close." 
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'<ru speak to them. Good n^t. Potts. Up 
rather late to-night?" 

''All fair election time. Tou ain't snoring, 
are you 1" 

" Well, I hope the best man will win.** 

"I am sure he wiH." 

" Yon mast go for Moffatt early, to breakfast 
at the White Lion; that's yonrsort Don't leave 
.him, and poll him* yourself. I am going off 
to Solomon Lacey's. He has got four Mill- 
bankites cooped up very drunk, and I want 
to get them quietly into the country before day- 
break." 

Tis polling day ! The candidates are roused 
.from their slumbers at an early hour by ihe 
•music of their own bands perambulating the 
town, and each playing the •* conquering hero" 
, to sustain the courage of their jaded employers 
by depriving them of that rest which can alone 
tranquilize the nervous system. There is 
something in that matin burst of music, fol- 
lowed by a shrill cheer from the boys of the 
borough, the only inhabitants yet up, that is 
very depressing. 

The committee-room« of each candidate are 
soon rife with black reports; each side has 
received fearful bulletins of the preceding night 
campaign ; and its consequences as exemplified 
Hi the morning, unprecedented tergiversations, 
mysterious absences ; men who breakfast with 
one side and vote with the other; men who 
won't come to breakfast; men who won't leave 
breakfa;st. 

At ten o'clock Mr. Rigby was in a majority 
of twenty-eight. ^ 

The polling was brisk and very equal until 
the middle of the day« when it became very 
clack. Mr. Rigby kept a majority, but an in- 
considerable one. Mr. Millbank's friends were 
.not disheartened, as it was known, that the 
leading members of Mr. Rigbjr's committee. 
bad polled ; whereas his opponent's were prin- 
cipally reserved. At a quartef past two there 
was great cheering and uproar. The four voters 
in favour of Millbank whom Solomon Lacey 
bad cooped up, made drunk, and carried into 
the country, had recovered their senses, made 
tb^ir escape, and voted as they originally in- 
tended. Soon aAer this, Mr. Millbank was 
declared by his committee to be in a majority 
' of one, but the committee of Mr. Rigby in- 
stantly posted a placard in large letters to an- 
nounce that on the contrary their man was in 
a majority of nine. 

" :f we could only have got another registra- 
tion," whispered the principal agent to Mr. 
Rigby at a quarter past four. 

** You think it's all over then t" 

" Why I do not see now how we can win. 
We have polled all our dead men, and Millbank 
is seven ahead." 

"I have no doubt we shall be able to have a 
good petition," said the consoling chairmaa of 
the Conservative Association. 



CHAPTER V. 

It was not with feelings of extreme satisfac- 
tion that Mr. Rigby returned to London. The 
loss of Hellingsley, followed by the loss of the 
borough to Hellingsley's successful master, were 
not precisely the incidents which would be ad- 
duced as evidence of Mr. Rigby's good manage- 
ment or good fortune. Hitherto that gentleman 
had persuaded the world that he was not only 
very clever, but that he was also always in 
luck; a qusility which many appreciate more ) 
even than capacity. His reputation was an- 
questionably damaged both with his patron and 
his party. But what the Tapers and the Tad- 
poles thought or said, what even might be the 
injurious efiect on his own career of the loss of 
his electiou, assumed an insi^ificant character 
when compared with its influence on the tem- 
per and disposition of the Marquess of Mon- 
mouth. ' 

And yet his carriage is now entering the 
court-yard of Monmouth House, and in ail pr^ 
bability a few minutes woold introduce him to 
that presence before which he had ere this 
trembled. The marquess was at home, and 
anxious to see Mr. Rigby. In a .very few 
minutes that gentleman was ascending the pri- 
vate staircase, entering the ante-chamber, and 
waiting to be received in the little saloon, ex- 
actly as our Conmgsby did more than five years • 
ago, scarcely less agitated, but by feelings of a 
very different character. 

'*Well, you made a good fight of it," ex- 
claimed the marquess in a cheerful and par- 
ticularly cordial tone, as Mr. Rigby. entered 
his dnfssing-room. "Patience! We shall win 
next time." 

This reception instantly re-assured the de- 
feated candidate, though its contrast to that 
which he expected, rather perplexed him. He 
entered into the details of the election, talked 
rapidly of the next registration, the propriety of 
petitioning; accustomed himself to hearing his 
voice with its habitual volubility in a chamber 
where he had feared it might not sound for some 
time. 

" D — n politics !" said the marquess. " These 
fellows are in for this parliament, and I am 
really weary of the whole affair. I begin to 
think the duke was right, and it would have been 
best to have lefl them to themselves. I am glad 
you have come up at once, for I want you. The 
fact is, I am going to be married." 

This was not a startling announcement to 
Mr. Rigby; he was prepardl for it, though 
scarcely could have hoped that he would have 
been favoured with it on the present occasion, 
instead of a morose comment on his misfortunes. 
Marriage then was the predominant idea of Lord 
Monmouth at the present moment, in whose ob- 
sorbing interest all vexations were fopgotten. 
Fortunate Rigby! Disgusted by the ij^ilure qf 
his political combinations, his disappoinments 
in not dictating to the coun^ and not carrying 
the borough, and the slight prospect at present 
of obtaining the great object oC his ambition, 
Ijord Monmouth had resolved to precipitate his 
fate, was about to marry immediately, and quit 
England. 

" You will be wanted, Rigby," continued the 
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marquess. '* We must have a conple of trustees, 
and I have thought of you as one. You know 
yon are my executor; and it is better not to 
bring in unnecessarily new names into the 
management of my affairs. Lord Eskda^e will 
act with you." 

Rigby then, afier all, was a lucky man. After 
such a succession of failures, he had returned 
only to receive fresh and the most delicate marks 
of his patron's good feeling and consideration. 
Lord Monmouth's trustee and executor! " Vou 
know you are my executor." Sublime truth! 
It ought to be blazoned in letters of gold in the 
most conspicuous part of Rigby's library, to re- 
mind him perpetually of his great and impend- 
ing destiny. Lord Monmouth's executor, and 
very probably one of his residuary legatees ! A 
legatee of some sort he knew he was. What a 
splendid memento mori! What cared Rigby 
for the borough of Darlford ? And as for his 
political friends, he wished them joy of their 
barren benches. Nothing was lost by not being 
in this Parliament. 

• It was then with sincerity that Rigby offered 
his congratulations to his patron. He praised 
the judicious alliance, accompanied by every 
circumstance conducive to worldly happiness ; 
distinguished beauty, perfect temper, princely 
rank Rigby, who had hardly got out of his 
hustings' vein, was most eloquent in his praises 
of Madame Colonna. 

**A very amiable woman," said Lord Mon- 
mouth, ** and very handsome. I always admired 
her; and a very agreeable person, too; I dare say 
a very good temper, but I am not going to marry 
her." 
** Might T then ask who is — " 
'* Her step-daughter, the Princess Lucretia," 
replied the marquess very quietly, and looking 
at his ring. 

Here was a thunderbolt! Rigby had made 
another mistake. He had been working all this 
time for the wrong woman ! The conscious- 
ness of being a trustee alone sustained him. 
There was an inevitable pause. The marquess 
would not speak, however, and Rigby must' He 
babbled rather incoherently about the Princess 
Lucretia being admired by every body ; also that 
she was the most fortunate of women, as well as 
the most accomplished; he was just beginning 
to say he had known her from a child, when 
discretion stopped his tongue, which had a 
habit of running on somewhat rashly; but Rig- 
by, though he often blundered in his talk, had 
the talent of extricating himself from the con- 
sequence of his mistakes. 

"And madame must be highly gratified by 
all this'?" observed Mr. Rigby with an inquiring 
accent. He was dying to learn how she had 
fifst received the intelligence, and congratulated 
himself that his absence at his contest had pre- 
served him from the storm. 

" Madame Colonna knows nothing of our in- 
tentions," said Lord Monmouth. ** And by the 
bye, that is the very business on which I wished 
to see you, Rigby. I wish you to communicate 
them to her. , We are to be married, and im- 
mediately. It would gratify me that the wife of 
Lucretia's father should attend our wedding. 
You ujiderstand exactly what I mean, Rigby — I 
niQst have no scenes. Always happy to see the 



Princess Colonna under my roof; but then I 
like, to live quietly, particularly at present; 
harassed as I have beejx by the loss of these 
elections, by all this bad' management, and by 
all these disappointments on subjects in which I 
was led to believe success was certain. Madame 
Colonna is at home," and the marquess bowed 
Mr. Rigby out of the room. 



CHAPTER VL 

Thb departure of Sidonia from Coningsby 
Castle in the autumn determined the Princess 
Lucretia on a step which had for some time 
before his arrival occupied her brooding imagi- 
nation. Nature had bestowed on this lady an 
ambitious soul and a subtile spirit; she could, 
dare much, and could execute finely. Above 
all things she coveted po wer; and though not 
free from the cRaPSCTmslic susceptibility of her 
sex, the qualities that could engage her passions 
or fascinate her fancy must partake of that in- 
tellectual eminence which distinguished her.. 
Though the Princess Lucretia in a short space, 
of time had seen much of the world, she had as 
yet encountered no hero. In the admirers whom 
her rank, and sometimes her intelligence, as- 
sembled around her, her master had not yet 
appeared. Her heart had not trembled before 
any of those brilliant forms whom she was told 
her sex admired; nor did she envy any one the 
homage which she did not appreciate. There 
was therefore no disturbing element in the 
worldly calculations which she applied to that 
question which is to woman what a career is to 
man, the question of marriage. She would 
marry to gain power, and therefore she wished 
to marry the powerful. Lord Eskdale hovered 
around her, and she liked him. She admired 
his incomparable shrewdness; his freedom from 
ordinary prejudices, the selfishness which was. 
always good-natured, and the imperturbability 
that was not callous. But Lord Eskdale had 
hovered round many; it was his easy habit. He 
liked clever women, young, but who had seen 
something of the world. The Princess Lucretia 
pleased him much ; with the form and mind of 
a woman ^ven in the nursery. He had watched 
her development with interest; and had wit- 
nessed her launched in that world where she 
floated at onpe with as much dignity and con- 
sciousness of superior power, as if she had ' 
braved for seasons its waves and its tempests. 

Musing over Lord Eskdale, the naind of Lu- 
cretia was drawn to the image of his friend ; 
her friend ; the friend of her parents. And why 
not marry Lord Monmouth ? The idea pleased 
her. There was something great in the con- 
ception; difficult and strange. The result, if 
achieved, would give her all that she desired* 
She devoted her mind to this secret thought. 
She had no confidants. She concentrated ner 
intellect on one point, and that was to fascinate 
the grandfather of Coningsby, while her step- 
mother was plotting that she should marry his 
grandson. The volition of Lucretia Colonna 
was, if not supreme, of a power most difficult 
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to resist. There was son^ething cfaan|s-like ap4. 
alluring in the conversation of one who was 
siiefot to all others ; something in the tones of 
her low, rich voice, which acted singularly on 
the nervous system.' It was the voice of t^e 
serpent; indeed there was an undulating move- 
i^em in Lucretia when she approached you, 
which irresistibly reminded you of that mys. 
terious animal. 

Lord Monmouth was not insensible to the 
spell, though totally unconscious of its purpose. 
. He found the society of Lucretia very agreeable 
to him ; she was animated, intelligent, original ; 
her inquiries were stimulating; her comments 
on what she saw, and heard, add read, racy and 
oden indicating a fiqe humour. But all this was 
reserved for his' ear. Before her parents as be- 
fbre all others, Lucretia was silent, a little scorn- 
fal, never communicating^ neither giving nor 
Peeking amusement, shut up in herself. 

Lord Monmouth fell, therefore, into the habit 
of riding and driving with Lucretia alone. It 
was an arrangement which he found made his 
Hfe more pleasant. Nor was it displeasing to 
Madame Colonna. She' looked upon Lord 
Monmouth's fancy for Lucretia as a fresh tie 
for them all. . Bven the prince, when his wife 
called his attention to the circumstance, ob- 
Served it with satisfaction. It was a circum- 
stance which represented in his mind a con- 
tinuance of good eating and good drinking, fine 
horses, luxurious baths, unceasing billiards. 

In this state of affairs appeared Sidonia, 
known before to her step-mother, but seen by 
Lucretia for the first time. Truly he came, saw, 
and conquered. Those eyes that rarely met 
another^, were fixed tipon his searching, yet 
nnimpassioned glance. She listened to that 
voice full of music, yet void of tenderness : and 
the spirit of Lucretia Colonna bowed before an 
intelligence that commanded sympathy, yet of- 
fered none. 

Lucretia naturally possessed great qualities 
as well as great talents. Under a genial influ- 
ence, her education might have formed a being 
capable of imparting and receiving happiness. 
But she found herself without a guide. Her 
father offered her no love; her step-mother 
gained from her no respect. Her literary edu- 
cation was the result of her own strong mind 
and inquisitive spirit. She valued knowledge, 
s^nd she therefore acquired it. But not a single 
moral principle or a single religious truth had 
ever been instilled into her being. Frequent 
absence from her own country had by degrees 
broken off even an habitual observance of the 
forms of her creed ; while a life of undisturbed 
indulgence, void of all, anxiety and care, while 
it preserved her from many of the temptations 
to vice, deprived her of that wisdom "more 
precious than rubies" which adversity and 
affliction, the struggles and the sprrows of ex- 
istence, can alone impart. 

Lucretia had passed her life in a refined, but 
rather dissolute society. Not indeed that a word 
that could call forth a maiden blush, conduct 
that could pain the purest feelings, could be 
beard or witnessed in those polished and luxu- 
rious circles. The most exquisite taste per- 
vaded their atmosphere; and the uninitiated 
who found themselves in ^hose perfumed cham- 



bers and. those golden saloons, n^ight believe 
from ail that passed before them, that their in- 
habitants were as pure, as orderly, and as irre- 
proachable as their furniture. But among the 
habitual dwellers in these delicate balls, there 
was a tacit understanding, a prevalent doctrine 
that required no formal exposition, no proofs 
and illustrations, no comment and no gloss; 
which^was indeed rather a traditional convic- 
tion than an imparted dogma; that the exoteric 
public were on fiiany subjects the victims of 
very vulgar prejudices, which these enlight- 
ened personages wished neither to disturb nor 
to adopt. 

A being of such a temper, bred id such a 
manner; a woman' full of intellect and am- 
bition, daring and lawless, and satiated with 
prosperity, is not made for equable fortunes and 
an uniform existence. She would have sacri- 
ficed the world for Sidonia, for he had touched 
the fervent imagination that none before could 
approach, but that inscrutable man would not 
read the secret of her heart; and prompted 
alike by pique, the love of power, and a weari- 
ness of her present life, Lucretia resolved on. 
that great result which Mr. Rigby is now about 
to communicate to the Princess Colonna. 

About half an hour after Mr. Rigby had en- 
tered that lady's apartments it seemed that all 
the bells of Monmouth House were ringing at 
the same time. The sound even reached the 
marquess in his luxurious recess, who imme- 
diately took a pinch of snuff and ordered his 
valet to lock the door of the ante-chamber. 
The Princess Lucretia too heard the sounds; 
she was lying on a sofa in her boudoir reading 
the Inferno, and immediately mustered he|: gar- 
rison in the form of a Freiich maid, and gave 
directions that no one should be admitted. Both, 
the marquess, and his intended bride, felt that 
a crisis was at hand^and resolved to participate 
in no scenes. 

The ringing ceased ; there was again silence. 
Then there was another ring; a very short, 
hasty, and violent pull ; followed by some slann 
ming of doors. The servants, who were all on 
the alert and had advantages of hearing And 
observation denied to their secluded master, 
caught a glimpse of Mr. Rigby endeavouring 
gently to draw back into her apartments Ma- 
dame Colonna, furious amid his deprecatory 
exclamations, i • 

"For Heaven's sake, my dear Madame; fbr 
your own sake— now really — now I assure yon 
— ^you are quite wrong — you are, indeed— it is 
a complete misapprehension — I will explain 
every thing. I entreat — I implore— whatever 
you like^— just what you please — only listen." 

Then the lady with a mantling visage and 
flashing eye, violently closing the door, was 
again lost to their sight. A few minutes after, 
there was a more moderate ring, and Mr. Rigby 
coming out of the apartments, with his cravat a 
little out of order as if he had had a violent 
shaking, met the servant who would have en- 
tered. ^ 

"Order Madame Colonna's travellings car- 
riage," he exclaimed in a loud voice, " and send 
Mademoiselle Conrad here directly. I don't 
think the fellow hears me/' added Mr. Rigby, and 
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following the sfrvaot, be added in a. low tone 
and with a. significant glaDce^ "no travelling 
carriage; no Mademoiselle Conrad; order the 
britska round as usual." 

Nearly another hour passed; there was another 
ring ; very moderate indeed. The servant was 
informed that Madame Colonna was coming, 
down; and. she appeared as usual. In a beau- 
l\{ol morning dress, and leaning on the arm of 
l^r. Rigby she descended the stairs, and was 
Banded into, her carriage by that gentleman, 
who seating himself by her side, ordered them 
to Richmond. 

Lord Monmouth having been informed that 
all was calm» and that Madame Colonna at- 
tended by Mr. Rigby, had gone to Richmond, 
ordered his carriage* and accompanied by Lu- 
cretia and Lucian Gay, departed immediately 
for Blackwall, where >in white bait, a quiet bot- 
tle of claret, the society of his agreeable friends, 
s^nd the contemplation of the passing steamers, 
he found a mild distraction and an amusing re- 
.pose, 

Mr. Rigby reported that evening to the mar- 
quess on his return, that all was arranged and 
tranquil. Perhaps he exaggerated th^ difficulties, 
to increase the service; but according to his 
account they were very considerable. It re- 
quired some time to make Madame Colonna 
comprehend the nature of his communication. 
All Rigby's diplomatic skill was expended in 
the gradual development. When4it was once 
fairly put before her, the effect was appalling. 
That was the first great ringing of bells. Rigby 
aoftened a little what he had personally endured; 
but he confessed she sprang at him like a ti- 
gress b^plked of her prey, and poured forth on 
hixn a. volume of epithets, many of which Rigby 
really deserved. But after all in the present in- 
stance he was not treacherous, only base, which 
he always was. Then she fell into a passion of 
tears, and vowed frequently that she was not 
weeping for herself, but only for that dear Mr. 
Coningsby, who had been treated so infamously 
smd robbed of Lucretia, and whose heart ^he 
knew must break. It seemed that Rigby stem- 
med the first violence of her emotion by mys- 
terious intimations of an important communi- 
cation that he had to make; and piquing her 
curiosity, he calmed her passion. But really 
having nothing to say, he was nearly involved 
hi fresh dangers. He took refuge in the afiTec- 
tation of great agitation which prevented expo- 
sition. The lady then insisted on her travelling 
carriage being ordered, and packed, as she was 
determined to set out for Rome that aAernoon. 
This little occurrence gave Rigby some few 
minutes to collect himself, at the end of which 
he made the princess several announcements 
of intended arrangements, all of which pleased 
her mightily, though they were so inconsistent 
with each other, that if she had not been a wo- 
man in a passion, she must have detected that 
Bigby was lying. He assured her almost in the 
*sandte breath, that she was never to be separated 

torn them, and that she was to have any estab- 
shment in any country she liked. He talked 
wildly of equipages, diamonds, shawls, opera 
boxes; and while her mind was bewildered with 
these dazzling objects, he with intrepid gravity 
consulted her as lo the exact amount she would 



like to hav» a]»portioaed» iniepenient' of her 
general revenue, for the purposes of charity. 

At the end of two hours, exhausted by her 
rage and soothed by these visions, Madatne 
Colonna, having grown calm and reasonable, 
sighed and murmured a contplaint, that Lord 
Monmouth ought to have communicated this, 
important intelligence in person. Upon this 
Rigby instantly assured her, that Lord Mon- 
mouth bad been for some time waiting to do so, 
but in consequence of her lengthened interview, 
with Rigby, his lordship had departed for Rich- 
mond with Lucretia, where he hoped that Ma- 
dame Colonna and Mr. Rigby would join him« 
So it ended, with a morning drive and suburbafl 
dinner; Aigby, after what he had gone througli, 
finding no difficulty in accounting for the other 
guests not being present, and bringing home 
Madame Colonna in the evening, at times al- 
most as gay and good-tempered as nsual, and 
almost oblivious of her disappointment. 

When the marquess met Madame Colonna, 
he embraced her with great courtliness, and 
from that time consulted her on every arrange- 
ment. He took a very early occasion of pre-r 
senting her with a diamond necl^Iace of great 
value. The marquess was fond of making pre-, 
senis to persons to whom he thought he bad not 
behaved very well, and who yet spared him 
scenes. 

The marriage speedily followed by special 
license at the villa of the right Hon. Nicholas 
Rigby, who gave away the bride. The wadding 
party was very select, but brilliant as the dia* 
mond necklace : a royal duke and duchess, Lady 
St. Julians, and a few others. Mr. Ormsby pre- 
sented the bride with a bottquet of precious , 
stones, and Lord Eskdale with a French fan in 
a diamond frame. It was a fine day; Lord Mon- ' 
mouth, calm as if he were winning the St. Le- 
ger; Lucretia, universally recognized as a beau- < 
ty; all the guests gay, the Princess Colonna ' 
especially. 

The travelling-carriage is at the door which 
is to bear the happy pair away. Madame Co- 
lonna embraces Lucretia; {he marquess gives \ 
a grand bow : they are gone. The guests re- 
main awhile. A prince of the blood will pro- . 
pose a toast; there is another, glass of cham- 
pagne quaffed, another ortolan devoured; and 
then they rise and disperse. Madame Colonna 
leaves them with Lady St. Julians, whose guest 
for a while shells to become. And in a few 
minutes their host is alone. 

Mr. Rigby retired into his library : the repose 
of the chamber must have been grateful to 
his feelings after all this distraction. It was 
spacious, well-stored, classically adorned, and 
opened on a beautiful lawn. Rigby threw him- 
self into an ample chair, crossed his legs, and 
resting his head on his arm, apparency fell 
into deep contemplation. 

He had some cause for reflection, and though 
we did once venture to affirm that Rigby. never 
either thought or felt, this perhaps may be the 
exception that proves the rule. 

He could scarcely refrain from pondering 
over the strange event which he had witnessed^ 
and had assisted. 

It was an incident that might exercise con- 
siderable influence over his .fortunes. His 
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patron married, and married to one who cer- 
tainly did notofiier to Mr. Rigby snch a prospect 
of easy management as her step-mother ! Here 
were new influences arising ; new characters, 
new situations, new contingencies. Was he 
thinking of all this 1 He SAiddenly jumps up, 
hurries to a shelf and takes down a volume. 
It is his interleaved peerage, of which for twenty 
years he had been threatening an edition. Turn- 
ing to the Marquisate of Monmouth, he took up 
h» pen and thus made the necessary entry. 
- " Marriedf second time, August 3</, 1 837, The 
Princess Luereiia Cohnna, anughter of Prince 
Paui Cotomutf bom at Rome, February 16M, 
1819." 

*This was what Mr. Rigby called "a great 
fact" There was not a peerage compiler in 
England who had that date save himself. 

• Before we close this slight narrative of the 
domestic incidents that occurred in the family 
of his grandfather since Coningsby quitted the 
castle, we must not forget to mention what hap- 
pened to Villebecque and Flora. Lord Mon- 
mouth took a great liking to the manager. He 
found him very clever in many things inde- 
pendently of his profession ; he was useful to 
Lord Monmouth, and did his work in an agree- 
able manner. And the future Lady Monmouth 
was accustomed to Flora, and found her useful 
too, and did not like to lose her. And so the 
marquess turning all the circumstances in his 
mind, and being convinced that Villebecque 
could never succeed, to any extent, in England 
in his profession, and probably nowher^ else, 
appointed him, to Villebecque's infinite satis- 
faction, intendent of his household with a con- 
f^iderable salary, wtiile Flora still lived with her 
kind step-father. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Akothxii year elapsed; not so fruitful in 
incidents to Coningsby as the preceding ones, 
and yet not unprofitably passed. It had been 
spent in the almost unremitting cultivation of 
his intelligence. He had read deeply and ex- 
tensively, digested his acquisitions, and had 
practised himself in surveying them, free fr<>m 
those conventional conclusions and those tra- 
ditionary inferences that surrounded him. Al- 
though he had renounced his once cherished 
purpose of trying for university honours, an 
aim which he found discordant with the inves- 
tigations on which his mind was bent, he had 
rarely quitted Cambridge. The society of his 
friends, the great convenience of public libra- 
ries, and the general tone of studious life around, 
rendered an university for him a genial resi- 
dence. There is a moment in life,. when the 
pride and thirst of knowledge seem to absorb 
oar being, and so it happened now to Co- 
ningsby, who felt each day stronger in his in- 
tellectual resources, and each day more anxious 
and avid to increase them. The habits of pub- 
lic discussion fostered by the debating society 
were also for Coningsby no inconsiderable tie 
to the university. This was the arena in which 



he felt himself at home. . The promise af his 
Eton days was here fulfilled. And while his 
friends listened to his sustained argument or his 
impassioned declamation; the prompt reply or 
the apt retort ; they looked forward with pride 
through the vista of years to^the time when the 
hero of the youthful club should convince or 
dazzle in the senate. ' It is probable then that 
he would have remained at Cambridge with 
slight intervals until he had taken his degree, 
had not circumstances occurred which gave 
altogether a new turn to his thoughts. 

When LordMonmouth had fixed his wedding- 
day he had written himself to Coningsby to an- 
nounce his intended marriage, and to request 
his grandson's presence at the ceremony. The 
letter was more than kind ; it was warm and 
generous. He assured his grandson that this 
alliance should make po diflTerence in the very 
ample provision which he had long intended 
for him ; that he should ever esteem Coningsby 
his nearest relative; and that while his deadi 
would bring to Coningsby as considerable an 
independence as an English gentleman need 
desire, so in his lifetime, Coningsby should 
ever be supported as became his birth, breed- 
ing, and future prospects. Lord Monmouth had 
mentioned to Lucretia, that he was about to 
invite his grandsdn to their wedding, and the 
lady had received the intimation with satisfac- 
tion. It so happened that a few hours after, 
Lucretia whft now entered the private rooms of 
liord Monmouth without previously announcing 
her arrival, met Villebecque with the letter to 
Coningsby in his hand. Lucretia took it away 
from him, and said it should be posted with her 
own letters. It never reached its destination. 
Our fViend learnt the marriage from the news- 
papers, which somewhat astounded him; but 
Coningsby was fond of his grandfather, and he 
wrote Lord Monmouth a letter of congratula- 
tion, full of feeling and ingenuousness, arid 
which, while it much pleased the person to 
whom it was addressed, unintentionally con- 
vinced him that Coningsby had never received 
his original communication. Lord Monmouth 
spoke to Villebecque, who could throw sufficient 
light upon the subject, but it was never men- 
tioned to Lady Monmouth. The marquess was 
a man who always found out every thing, and 
enjoyed the secret. 

Rather more than a year after the marriage,, 
when Coningsby had completed his twenty-first 
year, the year which he had passed so quietly 
at Cambridge, he received a letter from his 
grandfather, informing him, that after a variety 
of movements Lady Monmouth and himself 
were established in Paris for the season, and 
desiring that he would not fail to come over as 
soon as was practicable, and pay them as long 
a visit as the regulations of the university 
would p*»rmit. So, at the close of the Decem- 
ber term, Coningsby quitted Cambridge for 
Paris. 

Passing through London, he made his first 
visit to his banker at Charing Cross, on whom 
he had periodically drawn since he commenced 
his college life. He was in the outer counting- 
house, making some inquiries about a letter of 
credit, when one of the partners came out from 
an inner room, and invited him to enter. This 
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firm had been for generations the banVers of 
the Coningsby family; and it appeared that 
there was a sealed box in their possession 
which had belonged'to the father of Coningsby, 
and they wished to take this opportanity of de- 
li\reriQg it to his son. Thi^; commuoicatioD 
deeply interested him ; and as he was alone in 
London, at an hotel, and on the wing for a fo- 
reign country, he requested permission at once 
to examine it, in order that he might again de- 



gracefal repose and anafieeted dignity, witV 
the most amiable regard for others. She se«6 
every one; she speaks to every one; she sees 
them at the right moment; she says the right 
thing:. It is utterly impossible to detect any 
difference in the position of her guests by the 
spirit in which she welcomes them. There is, 
indeed, throughout every circle of Parisian so- 
ciety, from the "chateau" to the ** cabaret," a 
sincere homage to intellect; and this without 



posit it with them: so he was shown into a | any maudlin sentiment. None sooner than the 

Parisians can draw the line between factitious 
notoriety and honest fame; or sooner dJstin« 
guish between the counterfeit celebrity and the 
" *^- standard reputation. In England, we too often 
alternate between a supercilious neglect of ge- 
nius and rhapsodical pursuit of quacks. In 
England, when a new character appears in our 
circles, the first question always is, " Who is 
he 1" In France it is. « What is hel" In Eng- 
land, " How much a-year 1" In France, ♦♦ What 
has he done V* ' 



private room for that purpose. The seal was 
broken; the box was full of papers, chiefly cor- 
respondence: among them was a packet de- 
scribed as letters from " my dear Helen," the 
mother of Coningsby. In the interior of this 

Sacket, there was a miniature of that mother, 
[e looked at it; put it down: looked at it again 
and again. He could not be mistaken. There 
was the same blue fillet in the bright hair. It 
was an exact copy of that portrait which had 
so greatly excited his attention when at Mill- 
bank ! This was a mysterious and singularly 
perplexing incident. It greatly agitated him. 
He was alone in the room when he made the 
discovery. When he had recovered himself, 
he sealed up the contents of the box, with the 
exception of his mother*s letters and the minia- 
ture, which he took away with him, and then 
redelivered it to his banker for custody until 
his return. 

Coningsby tbund Lord and Lady Monmouth 
in a splendid hotel in the Faubourg St. Hcmore, 
near the English embassy. His grandfather 
looked at him with marked attention, and re- 
ceived him with evident satisfaction. Indeed, 
Lord Monmouth was greatly pleased that Harry 
had come to Paris; it was the university of 
the world, where every body should graduate. 
Paris and London ought to be the great ob- 
jects of all travellers ; the rest was mere land- 
scape. 

It cannot be denied, that between Lucretia 
and Coningsby there existed from the first a 
certain antipathy; and though circumstances 
for a short time had apparently removed or 



modified the aversion, the manner of the lady and every thing. But we shall meet often" 



CHAPTER VIII. 

About a week after Cooingsby's arrival in 
Paris, as he was sauntering on the soft and 
sunny Boulevards, soft and sunny though 
Christmas, he met Sidonia. / 

**So you are herel" said Sidonia. "Turn 
now with me, for I sc^e you are only lounging, 
and tell me when you came, where you are, and 
what you have done since we parted. I have 
been here myself but a few days." 

There was much to tell. And when Co- 
ningsby had rapidly related all that had passed, 
they talked of Paris. Sidonia had offered him 
hospitality, until he learned that Lord Mon- 
mouth was at Paris, and that Coningsby was 
his guest. 

"I am sorry you cannot come to me," he re- 
marked; "I would have shown you every body 



when Coningsby was ushered into her boudoir, 
resplendent with all that Parisian taste and 
luxury could devise, was characterized by that 
frigid politeness which had preceded the days 
of their more genial acquaintance. If the man- 
ner of Lucretia were the same as before her 
marriage, a considerable change might, how- 
ever, be observed in her appearance. Her fine 
form had become more developed; while her 
dress, that she once totally neglected, was elabo- 
rate and gorgeous, and of the last mode. Lu- 
cretia was the fashion at Paris; a great lady, 
greatly admired. A guest under such a roof, 
however, Coningsby was at once launched into 
the most brilliant circles of Parisian society, 
which he found fascinating. 

The art of society is, without doubt, per- 
fectly comprehended, and completely practised 
in the bright metropolis of France. An Eng- 
lishman cannot enter a saloon without instantly 
feeling he is among a race more social than 
his compatriots. What, for example, is more 
consummate than the manner in which a 
French lady receives her guests ! She unites 



**I have already seen many remarkable 
things," said Coningsby; "and met many cel^ 
braied persons. Ni>thing more strikes me in 
this brilliant city than the tone of its society, so 
much higher than our own. What an absence 
of petty personalities ! How much conversation, 
and how little gossip ! Yet no where is there 
less pedantry. All women here as agreeable as 
is the remarkable privilege in London of some 
half dozen. Men too, and great men, develope 
their minds. A great man in England on the 
contrary is generally the dullest dog in company. 
AQd yet how piteous to think that so fair a 
civilization should be in such imminent peril." 

** Yes! that is a common opinion; and yet I 
am somewhat sceptical of its truth," replied Si- 
donia. *•! a m inclined to b elieve that the social 
system ofTngland isTn infiiiit'eTy greater danger 
than that of France. We must not be misled 
by the agitated surface of this country. The 
fc)undations of its order are deep and sure. 
Learn to understand France. France is a king- 
dom with a republic for its capital. It has been 
always so, for centuries. Frpm the days of the 
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iievgne to Hit d^ of the' Stecfiofis, to ihe days of 
1830. R is still France, little changed ; and only 
more national; for it is less Frank and more 
Gallic; as England has become less Norman 
mnd more Saxon." 

** And it is yoar opinion then, that the present 
king may maintain himself?" 

**JEvery movement in this country, however 
apparently discordant, seems to tend to that in- 
evitable end. He woald not be on the throne if 
the nature of things had not demanded his pre- 
sence. The kingdom ot France required a mo- 
narch; the republic of Paris required a dictator. 
fie comprised in his person both qualifications; 
Hneage and intellect; blood for the provinces, 
drains for the city." 

** What a position ! what an individual !" ex- 
claimed Coningsby. **Tell me," he added 
eagerly, **what is he? This prince of whom 
one hears in all countries at all hours ; on whose 
existence we are told the tranquillity, almost the 
civilization, of Europe depends, yet of whom we 
receive accounts so conflicting, so contradic- 
tory; tell me,7on who can tell me, tell me what 
he is t" 

Sidonia smiled at his earnestness. " I have 
a creed of mine own," he remarked, " that the 
great eharacters of antiquity are at rare epochs 
reproduced for our wonder, or our guidance, 
feature, wearied with mediocrity, pours the 
warm metal into an heroic mould. When cir- 
cumstances at length placed me in the presence 
of the King of France, f recognized — Ultrxiss !" 

^ But is there no danger/* resumed Coningsby, 
after the pau.se of a few moments, ** that the re- 
public of Paris may absorb the kingdom of 
•Prance 1" 

**l suspect the reverse," replied Sidonia. 

^ The tendency of advanced civilization is in 

truth to pure monarchy. Monarchy is indeed 

a government which requires a high degree of 

•civilization for its full development. It needs 

the support of free laws and manners, and of a 

widely difiused intelligence. Political compro- 

"inises are not to be tolerated except at periods 

of rude transition. An educated nation recoils 

from the imperfect vicariate of what is called a 

representative government. Your House of 

•Commons, that has absorbed all other powers 

in the state, will in till probability fall more ra- 

, pidiy than it rose. Public opinion has a more 

f direct, a more comprehensive, a more efficient 

organ forits utterance, than a body of men sec- 

• ttonally chosen. The printing: press is a poli- 

•tical element unknown to classic or feudal times. 

It absorbs in a great degree the duties of the 

'sovereign, the priest, the Parliament ; it controls, 

'it educates, it discusses. That public opinion 

when it acts would appear in the form of one 

who has no class interests. In an enlightened 

age the monarch on the throne, free from the 

•vulgar prejudices and the corrupt interests of 

\ the subject, becomes again divine!" 

At this moment they reached that part of the 
'Boulevard which leads into the Place of the 
Madeleine, whither Sidonia was bound; and 
Coningsby was about to quit his companion, 
when Sidonia said: 

"I am only going to step over to the Rue 
Tronchet to nay a few words to a friend of 
mine, M. P s. I shall not' detain you five 



minutes; and you should know him, for he has 
some capital pictures, and a collection of Li- 
moges ware that is the despair of the dilet- 
tanti." 

So saying they turned down by the Place, of 
the Madeleine, and soon entered the court of 
the hotel of M. P s. That gentleman re- 
ceived them in his gallery. AAer some general 
conversation, Coningsby turned towards the 
pictures, and left Sidonia with their host. The 
collection was rare ; and interested Coningsby, 
though unacquainted with art. He sauntered 
on from picture to picture until he reached the 
end of the gallery, where an open door invited 
him into a suite of rooms also full of pictures, 
and objects of curiosity and art. As he was 
entering a second chamber, he observed a lady 
leaning back in a cushioned chair, and looking 
earnestly on a picture. His entrance was un- 
heard and unnoticed, for the lady's back was to 
the door; yet Coningsby advancing in an an- 
gular direction, obtained nearly a complete view 
of her countenance. It was upraised, gazing 
on the picture with an expression of delight; 
^e bonnet thrown baQk, while the large sable 
cloak of the gazer had fallen partly off. The 
couhtenance was more beautiful than the beau- 
tiful picture. Those glowing shades of the gal- 
lery to which love, and genius, and devotion 
had lent their inspiration, seemed without life 
and lustre by the radiant and expressive pre- 
sence which Coningsby now beheld. 

The finely arched brow was a little elevated, 
the soft dark eyes were fully opened, the nostrfl 
or the delicate nose slightly dilated, the small, 
yet rich, full, lips just parted; and over the 
clear transparent visage there played a vivid 
glance of gratified intelligence. 

The lady rose, advanced towards the pictnre, 
looked at it earnestly for a few moments, and 
then turning in a direction opposite to Conings- 
by, walked away. She was somewhat above 
the middle stature, and yet could scarcely be 
called tall; a quality so rare, that even skilful 
dancers do not often possess it, was hers ; that 
elastic gait that is so winning, and so often de- 
notes the gaiety and quickness of the spirit. 

The fair object of his observation had ad- 
vanced into other chambers, and as soon as it 
was becoming, Coningsby followed her. She 
had joined a lady and gentleman, who were 
examining an ancient carving in ivory. The 
gentleman was middle-aged and portly; the 
elder lady tall and elegant, and with traces of 
interesting beauty. Coningsby heard her spe^k; 
the words were English, but the accent not of a 
native.' 

In the remotest part of the room, Coningsby 
apparently engaged in examining some of that 
famous Limoges ware of which Sidonia had 
spoken, watched with interest and intentness 
the beautiful being whom he had followed, and 
whom he concluded to be the child of her com- 
panions. After some little time, they quitted 
the apartment on their return to the gallery; 
Coningsby remained behind, caring for none 
of the rare and fanciful objects that surrounded 
him, yet compelled, from the fear of seeming 
obtrusive, for some minutes to remain. Then 
he too returned to the gallery, and just as he 
had gained its end, he saw the portly gentlemaiti 
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In ihe distance shaking hands with Sidonia, tlie 
ladies apparently expressing their thanks and 
gratification to M. Portalis, and then all vanish- 
ing hy the door through which Gonij^gsby bad 
originally entered. 

** What a beautiful countrywoman of yours !*' 
said M. Portalis, as Copingsby approached him. 

''Is she my country woman 1 I am glad to 
hear it; I have been admiring her/' he replied. 

"Yes," said M. Portalis, ** it is Sir Wal- 
linger^ one of your deputies ; don't you know 
him r 

** Sir Wallinger !" said Coningsby; " no, I have 
not that honour.'' He looked at Sidonia. 

** Sir Joseph Wallinger," said Sidonia, " one of 

the new whig baronets, and member for . 

\ know him. He married a Spaniard. That in 
not his daughter but his niece; the child of 
his wife's sister. It is not easy to hnd any one 
more beautiful." 
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CHAPTER I. 

Thb knowledge that Sidonia was at Paris 
greatly agitated Lady Monmouth. She received 
.the intimation indeed from Coningsby at dinner 
with sufficient art to conceal her emotion. Lord 
Monmouth himself was quite pleased at the 
announcement Sidonia was his especial fa- 
vourite; he knew so much, had such an excel- 
lent judgment, and was^^so rich. He had always 
something to tell you, was the best man in the 
.world to bet on, and never wanted any thing. 
^ perfect character according to the Monmouth 
ethics. 

In the evening of the day that Coningsby met 
Sidonia, Lady Monmouth' made a little visit to 

the charming Duchess de G 1 who was " at 

home" every other night in her pretty hotel, 
with its embroidered white satin draperies, its 
jfine old cabinets, and ancestral portraits of fa- 
mous name, brave inarshals and bright prin- 
cesses of the olden time, on its walls. These 
receptions without form^ yet full of elegance, 
are what English " at homes" were before the 
continental war, though now, by a curious per- 
version of terms, the easy domestic title distin- 
guishes in England a formally prepared and 
elaborately collected assen;ibly, in which every 
.'thing and every person are careful to be as 
jlittle "homely" as possible. In France, on the 
.contrary, 'tis on these occasions, and in this 
manner, that society carries on that degree and 
■kind of intercourse which in IJngland we attempt 
awkwardly to maintain b^ the medium of that 
Tinpopluar species of visitation styled a morn- 
ing call; which all complain that they have 
either to make or to endure. 

Nowhere was this species of reception more 
happily conducted than at the Duchess de 

G 1. The rooms, though small, decorated 

with taste, brightly iilamined; a handsome aiid 



gracious hostess, the duke the very pearl of 
gentlemen, and sons and daughters worthy of 
such parents. Every moment some one came 
in, and some one went away. In your wajr 
from dinner to a ball, you stopped to exchange 
agreeable ** on ditss." It seemed that every wo- 
man was pretty, every man a wit. Sure yjij 
were to find yourself surrounded by celebn^o^* 
and men were welcomed there if they w^jitt 
clever before they were famous, which isbowjopi' 
it was a l^ouse that regarded intellect, and diet 
not seek merely to gratify its vanity by being 
surrounded by the distinguished. . 

Enveloped in a rich Indian shawl and lean^ 
ing back on a sofa, Lady Monmouth was enr 
gaged in conversation with the courtly and 
plassic Count M— — 6, when on casually turur 
ing her head, she observed entering the saloon, 
Sidonia. ^he just caught his form bo wing to th^ 
duchess, and instantly turned her head and re» 
plunged intp her conversation with increase^ 
mteresL . Lady Monmouth was a person wh^ 
had the power of seeing all about her, ev^iy 
thing and every body, without appearing to 109k. 
She was conscious that Sidonia was approach* 
ing her neigbbonrhood. Her heart beat in. 
tumult; she dreaded to catch the eye of that 
very individual whom she was so anxious, to. 
meet. He was advapcing towards the s^fa. 
Instinctively Lady Monmouth turned from th^ 
count, and began speaking earnestly to he^ 
other neighbour, a young daughter of the house^ 
innocent and beautiful, not ye^ quite fiedge<L 
trying her wings in society under the maternal 
eye. , She was surprised by the extreme interest 
which her grand neighbour suddenly took in all 
her pursuits, her studies, her daily walks in the . 
Bois de Boulogne. Sidonia, as the marchioness 
had anticipated, had now reached the sofa. But 
no, it was to the count and not to Lady }i(fHr 
mfiuxh. that he was advancing; and they were 
immediately engaged in conversation. After 
some little time, when she had become acpu^ 
tomed to his voice, and found her own hearjt 
throbbing with less violence, Lucretia turned 
again, as if by accident to the count, and m^ 
the glance of Sidonia. She meant to have re- 
ceived him with haughtiness, but her self-com- 
mand deserted her; and slightly rising from the 
sofa, she welcomed him with a countenance oif 
extreme pallor and with some awkwardness. , 

His manner was such as might have assisted 
her, even had she been more troubled. It was 
marked by a degree of respectful friendlines.f. 
He expressed without reserve his pleasure at 
meeting her again; inquired, much how sh^ 
hacl passed 'her time since they last partedf-; 
asked more than once^fler the marquess. This 
count moved away; Sidonia took his seat. Hi^ 
ease and homage combined very greatlv relieve{l 
her. She expressed to him how kind her lord 
would consider his society, for the marques|s 
had suffered in health since Sidonia last sa^ 
him. His periodical gout had left him, which 
made him ill and nervous. The marquess re- 
ceived his friends at dinner every day. Sidonia 
particularly amiable, offered himself as a guest 
for the following one. 

" And do you go to the great ball to-morrow^*' 
inquired Lucretia, delighted with all that hail 
•occurred. 
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''I always go tp theic balls,** said 8idonia, **l 
have promised.*' 

There was a momentary pause; Lucretia, 
happier than she had been for a long time, her 
face a little flushed, and traly in a secret tatnult 
of sweet thoughts, remembered she had been 
long there, and offering her hand to Sidonia, 
bade him adieu until to-morrow. While he, as 
was his custom, soon repaired to the refined 
circle of the Countess de C — s — 1 — ne, a lady 
whose manners he always mentioned as his fair 
ideal, and whose house was his favourite haunt. 
■ Before to-morrow comes, a word or two re- 
specting two other characters of this history 
connected with the family of Lord Monmouth. 
And first of Flora. •* La Petite** was neither 
very well nor very happy. Her hereditary dis- 
ease developed itself; gradually, but in a man- 
ner alarming to those who loved her. She was 
very delicate, and suffered so much from the 
weakness of her chest, that she was obliged to 
relinquish singing. This was really the only 
tie between her and fhe marchioness, who with- 
out being a petty tyrant, treated her often with 
unfeeling haughtiness. She was therefore now 
rarely seen in the chambers of the great In 
her own apartments she found indeed some dis- 
traction in music, for which she had a natural 
predisposition, but this was a pursuit that only 
fed the morbid passion of her tender soul. 
Alone, listening only to sweet sounds, or in- 
dulging in soft dreams that never could be 
realized, her existence glided away like a vision, 
and she seemed to become every day more 
fair and fragile. Alas! hers was the sad and 
mystic destiny to love one whom she never 
met, and by whom if she met him, she would 
* scarcely perhaps be recognized. Yet in that 
passion, fanciful, almost ideal, her life was 
absorbed, nor for her did the world contain 
an existence, a thought, a sensation, beyond 
those that sprang from the image of the noble 
youth who had sympathized with her in her 
sorrows, and had softened the hard fortunes of 
dependence by his generous sensibility. Happy 
that with many mortifications, it was still her 
lot to live under the roof of one who bore his 
name, and in whose veins flowed the same 
blood I She felt indeed for the marquess, whom 
she so rarely saw, and from whom she had 
never received much notice, prompted it would 
seem by her fantastic passion, a degree of reve- 
rence, almost of affection, which seemed occa- 
sionally even to herself as something inexplica- 
ble and without reason. 

As for her fond stepfather, M. Tillebecque, 
the world fared very differently with him. His 
lively and enterprising genius, h'is ready and 
multiform talents, and his temper which defied 
disturbance, had made their way. He had be- 
come the very right hand of Lord Monmouth ; 
his only counsellor, his -only confidant; his se- 
cret agent; the minister of his will. And well 
did Villebecque deserve this trust, and ably did 
he maintain himself in the difficult position 
which he achieved. There was nothing which 
Villebecque did not know, nothing which he 
could not do, especially at Paris. He was mas- 
ter of bis subject; in all things the secret of 
success, and without which, however they may 
ftom accident dazzle the world, the statesman, I 



the orator, the author, all alike feel the damning 
consciousness of being charlatans. 

Coningsby had made a visit to M. Ville- 
becque and Flora the day after his arrival. It 
was a recollection and a courtesy that evidently 
greatly gratified them. Villebecque talked very 
much and amusingly; and Flora, whom Co- 
ningsby frequently addressed, very little, though 
she listened with great earnestness. Coningsby 
told her that he thought from all he heard she 
was too much alone, and counselled her -to 
gaiety. Bat nature, that bad made her mild, 
had denied her that constitutional liveliness of 
being which is the graceful property of French 
women. She was a lily of the valley, that loved 
seclusion, and the tranquillity of virgin glades. 
Almost every day, as he passed theirentresol, 
Coningsby would look into Villebecque's apart- 
ments for a moment to ask after Flora. 



CHAPTER IL 

SmoiriA was to dine at Lord Monmouth's the 
day after he met Lucretia, and afterwards they 
were all to meet at a ball much talked of, and 
to which invitations were much sought; and 
which was to be given that evening by the B»> 
roness S de R — -— d. 

Lord Monmouth's dinners at Paris were 
celebrated. It was generally agreed that they 
had no rivals: yet there were others who had 
as skilful cooks, others who for such a pur- 
pose were equally profuse in their expenditure. 
What, thtfn, was the secret spell of his success ? 
The simplest in the world, though no one 
seemed aware of it His lordship's plates 
were always hot: whereas at Paris, in the best 
appointed houses, and at dinners, which for 
costly materials and admirable art in their pre- 
paration, cannot be surpassed, the effect is al- 
ways considerably lessened, and by a mode the 
most mortifying — by the mere circumstance 
that every one at a French dinner is served on 
a cold plate. The reason of a custom, or rathec 
a necessity, which one would think a nation so 
celebrated for their gastronomical taste would 
recoil from, is really, it is believed, that the or- 
dinary French porcelain is so very inferior, 
that it cannot endure the preparatory heat for 
dinner. The common white pottery, for exam- 
ple, which is in general use, and always found 
at the cafes, will not bear vicinage to a brisk 
kitchen fire for half an hour. Now if we only 
had that treaty of commerce with France which 
has been so often on the point of completion, 
the fabrics of our unrivalled potteries, in ex- 
change for their capital wines, would be found 
throughout France. The dinners of both na- 
tions would be improved: the English would 
gain a delightful beverage, and the French for 
the first time in their lives would dine off hot 
plates. An unanswerable instance of the ad- 
vantages of commercial reciprocity! 

The guests at Lord Monmouth's to-day were 
chiefly Carlists, individuals bearing illustrious 
names, that animate the page of history, and 
are indissolubly 'bound up with the glorious 
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annals of their great country. Tbey are the 
phantoms of a past, bat real aristocracy; an 
aristocracy that was foanded oii ao intelligible 
principle; which claimed great privileges for 
great purposes; who*©' "hereditary duties were 
such, that their possessors were perpetually in 
the eye of the iMttion, and who maintained and, 
in a certain point of view, justified their pre- 
eminence by constant illustration, ^v^' 

It pleased Lord Monmouth ^ta-'^ow great 
Courtesies to a fallen race with whom he sym- 
pathized; whose fathers had been his friends 
in the days of his hot youth ; whose mothers 
lie had made love to; whose palaces had been 
his home; whose brilliant fStes he remembered ; 
whose fanciful splendour excited his early ima- 
gination; and whose magnificent and wanton 
laxnry had developed his own predisposition 
for boundless enjoyment. Soubise and his sup- 
pers; his outlets and his mistresses; the pro- 
fase and embarrassed De Laraguais, who sighed 
for "entire ruin," as for a strange luxury, 
which perpetually eluded his grasp; these were 
the heroes of the olden time that Lord Mon- 
mouth worshipped ; the wisdom of our ances- 
tors which he appreciated; and he turned to 
their recollection for relief from the vulgar pru- 
dence of the degenerate days on which he had 
fallen: days when nobles must be richer than 
other men, or they cease to have any distinc- 
tion. 

It was impossible not to be struck by the 
effective appearance of Lady Monmouth as she 
received h r guests in grand toilet preparatory 
to the ball ; white satin and minever,'a brilliant 
tiara. Her fine form, her costume of a fashion 
as perfect as its materials were sumptuous, and 
her presence always commanding and distin- 
guished, produced a general effect to which few 
conld be insensible. It was the triumph of 
mien over mere beauty of countenance. 

The hotel of Madame ». de R il is not 

more distinguished by its profuse decoration, 
than by the fine taste which has guided the vast 
expenditure. Its halls of arabesque are almost 
without a rival; there is not the slightest embel- 
lishment in which the band and feeling of art 
are not recognized. The rooms were very 
crowded ; every body distinguished ih Paris was 
there : the lady of the court, the duchess of the 
Faubourg, the wife of the rich financier, the 
constitutional throne, the old monarchy, the 
modern hoarse were alike represented. Mar- 
shals of the empire, ministers of the crown, 
dukes and marquises, whose ancestors lounged 
in the CEil de Boeaf; diplomatists of all coun- 
tries, eminent foreigners of all nations, deputies 
who led sections, members of learned and sci- 
entific academies, occasionally a stray poet: a 
sea of sparkling tiaras, brilliant bouquets, glit- 
tering stars, and glowing ribands, many beau- 
tiful faces, many tamous ones: unquestionably 
the general air of a first-rate Parisian saloon, 
on a great occasion, is not easily equalled. In 
London there is not the variety of guests ; nor 
the same size and splendour of sak)ons. Our 
•houses are too smalt for reception. 

Coningsby, who had stolen away from his 
grandfather's before the rest of the guests, was 
delighted with the novelty of the splendid scene. 
He had been in Paris long enough to make 



some acquaintances, and mostly .with celebrated 
personages. In his long-fruitless endeavour to 
enter the saloon In which they danced, he found 
himself hustled against the illustrious Baron 
von H — t, whom he had sat next to at dinner a 
few days before at Count M — e-s. 

"It is more difficult than cutting: through the 
Isthmus of Panama, Baron," said Coningsby, 
alluding to a past conversation. 

"Infinitely," replied M. de H., smiling; "for 
I would undertake to cut through the Isthmus, 
and I cannot engage that I shall enter this ball- 
room." 

Time however brought Coningsby into that 
brilliant chamber. What a blaze of light and 
loveliness f How coquettish are the costumes! 
How vivid the flowers! To sounds of stirring 
melody, beautiful beings move with grace. 
Grace indeed is beauty in action. 

Here where all are fair and every thing is 
attractive, his eye is suddenly arrested by one 
object — a form of surpassing grace among the 
graceful — among the beauteous, a countenance 
of unrivalled beauty. , 

She was young among the youthful ; a face of 
sunshine amid all that artificial light ; her head 
placed upon her finely moulded shoulders with 
a queen* like grace; a coronet of white roses on 
her dark brown hair; her only ornament. It 
was the beauty of the picture gallery. 

The eye of Coningsby never quitted her. 
When the dance ceased, he had an opportunity 
of seeing her nearer. He met her walking with 
her cavalier, and he was conscious that she 
observed him. Finally, he remarked that she 
resumed a seat next to the lady, whom he had 
mistaken for her mother, but had afterwards 
understood to be Lady Wal linger. 

. Coningsby returned to the other saloons; he 
witnessed the entrance and reception of Lady 
Monmouth, who moved on towards the ball- 
room. Soon af\er this, Sidonia arrived; he 
came in with the still handsome and ever cour- 
teous Duke D s. Observing Coningsby, he 

Stopped to present him to the duke. While 
thus conversing, the duke^ who is very fond of 
the English, observed : ** See, here is your beau- 
tiful countrywoman, that all the world are talk- 
ing of. That is her uncle. He brings to me 
leUers from one of your lords, whose name I 
cannot recollect." 

And Sir Joseph an^ his lovely niece veritably 
approached. The duke addressed them: asked 
them in the name of his duchess to a concert 
on the next Thursday; and at\er a thousand 
compliments moved on. Sidonia stopped ; Co* 
ningsby could not refrain from lingering, but 
stood a little apart, and was about to move 
away, when there was a whisper, of which, 
without hearing a word, he could not resist the 
impression that he was the subject. He felt a 
little embarrassed, and was retiring, when he 
heard Sidonia reply to an inquiry of the lady, 
"The same," and then turning to Coningsby, 
said aloud: "Coningsby, Miss Millbank says 
that you have forgotten her." 

Coningsby started, advanced, coloured a little, \ 
could not conceal his surprise. The lady too, \ 
though more prepared, was not without con- | 
fusion, and for an instant looked down. Co- I 
ningsby recalled at that moment the long dark / 
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eye-lashes and the beandfal, basbfol, cnnnte- 
oance that had so charmed him at Millbank ; 
bat two years had otherwise effected a wonder- 
fal change in the sister of his school-day friend, 
and transformed the silent, embarrassed girl 
into a woman of surpassing beauty and of the 
most gracefal and impressive mien. 

''It is not surprising that Mr. Coningsby 
should not recollect my niece/' said Sir Joseph, 
addressing Sidonia, and wishing to pover their 
mutual embarrassment; **bat it is impossible 
for her or for any one connected with her, not' 
to be anxious at all times to express to him our 
sense of what we all owe him." 

Coningsby and Miss Millbank were now in 
full routine conversation, consisting of ques- 
tions ; how long she had been at Paris ; when 
• she had heard last from Millbank ; how her 
father was; also, how was her broiher. Sidonia 
made an observation to k<ir Joseph on a passer- 
by, and then himself moved on; Coningsby 
accompanying his new friends in a contrary 
direction, to the refreshment room to which they 
were proceeding. 

"And you have passed a winter at Rome 1" 
said Coningsby. "How I envy you! I feel 
that I shall never be able to travel !'* 

"And why noti" 

"Life has become so stirring, that there is 
ever some great caase that keeps one at home.*' 

" Life, on the contrary, so swiA, that all may 
see now that of which they once could only 
read." ' 

"The gold and silver sides of the shield," 
said Coningsby with a smile. 

"And you, like a good knight will maintain 
your own." 
. " No, I would follow yours." 

"You have not heard lately from Oswald?" 

" Oh, yes ; I think there are no such faithful 
correspondents as we are ; I only wish we could 
meet." 

"You will soon; but he is such a devotee of 
Oxford; quite a monk; and you, too, Mr. Co- 
ningsby, are much occupied." 

"Yes, and at the same time as Millbank. I 
was in hopes when I once paid you a visit, I 
might have found your brother." 
, " But that was such a rapid visit," said Miss 
Millbank. 

"I always remember it with delight," said 
Coningsby. « 

" You were willing to be pleased ; but Mill- 
bank, notwithstanding Rome, commands my af- 
fections, and in spite of this surrounding splen- 
dour I could have wished to have passed my 
Christmas in Lancashire." 

"1^. Millbank has lately purchased a very 
beautiful place in the county. I became ac- 
quainted with Hellingsley when staying at my 
grandfather's.^' 

"Ah! I have never seen it; indeed,! was very 
much surprised that papa became its purchaser, 
because he never will live there; and Qswald 
I am sure could never be tempted to quit Mill- 
bank. You know what enthusiastic ideas he 
has of his order ?" 

"Like all his ideas; sound and high, and 
pture. I always duly appreciated your brother's 
ereat abilities, and what is far more important, 
lis lofty mind. When I recollect our Eton 



days, I cannot understand how more than two 
years have passed away without our being to» 
gether. 1 am sure the fault is mine. I might 
now have been at Oxford instead of Paris. And, 
yet," added Coningsby, " that would have been 
a sad mistake, since I should not have had ths 
happiness of being here," 

" Oh, yes, that would have been a sad mis- 
take," said Miss Millbank. 

"Edith," said Sir Joseph, rejoining his nieee» 
from whom he had been momentarily separated^ 
"Edith, that is Monsieur Thiers." 

In the mean time Sidonia reached the balU 
room, and sitting near the entrance was Lady 
Monmouth, who immediately addressed hinu 
He was as usual intelligent and unimpassioned, 
and yet not without a delicate deference which 
i.s flattering to women, especially if not altoge* 
ther unworthy of it.^ Sidonia always admired 
Lucretia, and preferred her society to that of 
most persons. But the lady was in error ia 
supposing that she had conquered or could 
vanquish his heart. Sidonia was one of tho8« 
men, not so rare as may be supposed, who 
shrink above all things from an adventure of 
gallantry with, a woman in a position. He had 
neither time nor temper for sentimental cir* 
cumvolutions. He detested the diplomacy of 
passion : protocols, protracted negotiations, 
conferences, correspondence, treaties projected^ 
ratified, violated. He had no genius for the 
tactics of intrigue; your reconnoiterings, aii4 
marchings, and connter-marchings, sappinga 
and minings, assaults, sometimes surrenders 
and sometimes repulses. All the solemn and 
studied hypocrisies were to him infinitely wear 
risome ; and if the movements were not merely 
formal, they irritated him, distracted his feel*- 
in gs, disturbed the tenoor of his mind, deranged 
his nervous system. Something of the old 
oriental vein influenced hihi in his carriage to- 
wards women. He was oftener behind the 
scenes of the Opera House than in his box; h^ 
delighted too in the society of rrarjMi; Aspasia 
was his heroine. Obliged to appear muQh ia 
what is esteemed pure society, he cultivated 
the acquaintance of clever women because they 
interested him; but in such saloons his femip 
nine acquaintances were merely psychological* 
No lady could accuse him of trifling with her 
feelings, however decided might be his predir 
lection, for her conversation. He yielded a^ 
once to an admirer; never trespassed by any 
chance into the domatn of sentiment; never 
broke by any accident of blubder into the irre- 
gular paces of flirtation; was a man who aotp- 
riou6l3r would never diminish by marriage the 
purity of his race; and one who always maiiv 
tained that passion and polished life were quite 
incompatible. He liked the drawing-room, and 
he liked the desert, but he would not consent 
that either should trench on their mutual priTx- 
leges. 

The Princess Lucretia had yielded herself to 
the spell of Sidonia's society at Coningsby 
Castle, when she knew that marriage was ioh 
possible. Bu( she loved him; and with aa 
Italian spirit. Now they met agtun and she 
was the Marchioness of Monmouth, a very great 
lady, very much admired, and followed, and 
cotuted, and very powerfuL It is our great 
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inofalist who tells ns tn the immortal page that 
ah affair of gallantry with a great lady is more 
delightful than with ladies of a lower degree. 
In this he contradicts the good old ballad; bat 
certain it is, that Dr. Johnson announced to 
Bos well, "Sir, in the case of a countess the 
imagination is more excited." 

But Sidonta was a man on whom the con- 
ventional superiorities of life produced as little 
eflfect as a flake falling on the glaciers of the 
High Alps. His comprehensiqn of the world 
and human natnre was too vast and complete ; 
he understood too well the relative value of 
things t'^'*appreciaie any thing but essential ex- 
icellence ; and that not too' much. A charming 
woman was not more charming to him because 
she chanced to be an empress in a particular 
district of one of the smallest planets; a charm- 
ing woman under any circumstances was not 
an unique animal. When Sidonia felt a dispo- 
sition to be spell-bbund, he used to review in 
his memory all the charming women of whom 
he had read in the books of all literatures, and 
whom he had known himself in every court and | 
&Ume,and the result of his reflections ever was, 
that the charming woman in question was by 
no means the paragon, which some who had 
read, seen, and thought less, might be inclined 
lo esteem her. There was indeed no subject on 
"which Sidonia discoursed so felicitously as on 
woman: nor none on which Lord lEfskdale more 
frequently endeavoured to attract him. He 
w-ould tell you Talmtidical stories about our 
mother Eve and the Queen of Sheba which 
Would have astonished you. There was not a 
free lady of Greece; Leontium-and Phryne, Lais, 
l>amie, and Lamia; the Egyptian girl Tbonis; 
respecting whom he could not tell you as many 
'diverting tales as if they were ladies olLoretto; 
not a nook of Athenseus, not an obscure scholiast, 
not a passage in a Greek orator, which could 
throw light on these parsonages, which was not 
at his command. What stories he would tell yon 
about Marc Anthony and the actress Cytheris 
in their chariot drawn by tigers ! What a cha- 
racter would he paint of that Flora who gave 
her gardens to the Roman people! It would 
draw tears to your eyes. No man was ever so 
learned in the female manners of the last cen- 
turies of polytheism as Sidonia. You would 
have supposed that he had devoted his studies 
peculiarly to that period, if you had not chanced 
to draw him to the Italian middle ages. And 
even those startling revelations were almost 
eclipsed by his anecdotes of the Court of Henry 
III, of France, with every character of which 
he was as familiar as with the brilliant c^roups 
that at this moment filled the saloons of Madame 
de R d. 



CHAPTER m. 

Trk image of Edith Millbank was the last 
thoujght of Coningsby as he sank into an agitat- 
ed slumber. To him had hitherto in general 
been accorded the precious boon of dreamless 
sleep. Homer tells us these phantasmas com6 



from Jfove ; they are rather the children of a 
distracted souL Coningsby this night lived 
much in past years, varied by painful perplexi- 
ties of the present, which he could neither sub- 
due nor comprehend. The scene flitted frou> 
Eton to the castle of his grandfather ; and then 
he found himself among the pictures of the Ru9 
de Tronchet, but their owner bore the features 
of the senior Millbank. A beautiful counte- 
nance that was alternately the face in the mys- 
terious picture, and then that of Edith, haunted 
him under all circumstances. He woke little 
refreshed; restless and yet sensible of som^ 
secret joy. 

He woke to think of her of whom he had 
dreamed. The light had dawned on his souL 
Coningsby loved. \ 

Ah ! what is that ambition that haunts our x 
youth — that thirst for power or that lust of \ 
fame, that forces us from obscurity into .the i 
sun-blaze of the world — what are these sentir r 
ments so high, so vehement, so ennobling!— I 
They vanish, and in an instant, before the glance J ^ 
of a woman ! / / 

Coningsby had scarcely quitted her side the 
preceding eve. He hung upon the accents of 
that clear sweet voice, and sought with tremur 
lous fascination, the gleaming splendour of 
those soft dark eyes. And now he sat in his 
chamber with his eyes fixed upon vacancy. 
All thoughts and feelings, pursuits, desires, life, 
merge in one absorbing sentiment. 

It is impossible to exist without seeing her 
again, and instantly. He had requested and 
gained permission to call on Lady Wallinger; 
he would not lose a moment in availing himself 
of it. As early as was tolerably decorous, and 
before in all probability they could quit their 
hotel, Coningsby repaired to the Rue de Rivoli, 
to pay his respects to his new friends. 

As he walked along, he indulged in fanciful 
speculations which connected Edith and the 
mysterious portrait of his mother. He felt him- 
self as it were near the fulfilment of some fate; 
and on the threshold of some critical discoverj. 
He recalled the impatient, even alarmed, eXf 
pressions of Rigby, at Montem, six years ago, 
when he proposed to invite young Millbank to 
his grandfather's dinner; the vindictive feud 
that existed between the two families; and for 
which political opinion, or even party passion 
could not satisfactorily account; and he reason- 
ed himself into a conviction, that the solution 
of many perplexities was at hand, and that all 
would be consummated to the satisfaction of 
evefy one, by his unexpected but inevitable 
agency. 

Coningsby found Sir Joseph alone. The 
"worthy baronet was at any rate no participator 
in Mr. Millbank*s vindictive feelings against 
liOrd Monmouth. On t^ie contrary, he had a 
very high respect for a marquess, whatever 
might be his opinions, and no mean considera- 
tion for a marquess' grandson. Sir Joseph had 
inherited a large fortune made by commerce, 
and had increased it by the same means. He 
was a middle-class whig, had faithfully sup- 
ported that party in his native town during th^ 
days they wandered in the wilderness, and had , 
well earned his share of the milk and honey 
When they vanquished the promised land. In 
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the spring-tide of liberalism, when the world 
was not analytical of free opinions, and odious 
distinctions were not drawn between finality 
Men and progressive reformers, Mr. Wallinger 
had been the popular leader of a powerful body 
of his fellow-citizens, who had returned him to 
the first reform Parliament, and where in spile 
of many a menacing registraiion, he had con- 
trived to remain. He had never given a radical 
vote without the permission of the secretary of 
the treasury; and was not afraid of giving an 
unpopular one to serve his friends. He was 
not like that distinguished liberal, who after 
dining with the late whig premier, expressed his 
gratification and his gratitude by assuring his 
lordship that he might count on his support on 
all popular questions. ^ 

" I want men who will support the govern- 
ment on all unpopular questions," replied the 
witty statesman. ^ 

Mr. Wallinger was one of these men. His 
high character and strong purse were always 
in the front rank in the hour of danger. His 
support in th§ house was limited to his votei> ; 
but in other places equally important, at a meet- 
ing at a political club, or in Downing Street, 
he could find his tongue, take what is called a 
** practical" view of a question, adopt what is 
called an "independent tone," iA?animate con- 
fidence in ministers, check mutiny, and set a 
bright and bold example to the wavering. A 
man of his property, and high character, and 
sound views, so practical and so independent — 
this was, evidently, the block from which a 
baronet should be cut, and in due time he figur- 
ed Sir Joseph. 

A Spanish gentleman, of very ample means, 
and of a very good Catalan family, fiying during 
a political convulsion to England, arrived with 
his two daughters at Liverpool, and bore letters 
of introduction to the house of WalHnger. — 
Some little time after this, by one of those 
stormy vicissitudes of political fortune, of late 
years not unusual in the Peninsula, he returned 
to his native country, and left his children and 
the management of that portion of his fortune 
that he had succeeded in bringine: with him, 
under the guardianship of the father of the 
present Sir Joseph. This gentleman was about 
again to become an exile, when he met with an 
untimely end in one of those terrible tumults of 
which Barcelona is the frequent scene. 

The younger Wallinger was touched by the 
charms oC one of his father's wards. Her 
beauty, of a character to which he was unac- 
customed, her accomplishments of society, and 
the refinement of her manners conspicuous in 
the circle in which he lived, captivated him ; 
and though they had no heir, the union had been 
one of great felicity. Sir Joseph was proud of 
his wife ; he secretly considered himself, though 
his " tone" was as liberal and independent as 
in old days, to be on the threshold of aristo- 
cracy, and was conscious that Lady Wallinger 
played her part not unworthily in the elevated 
circles in which they now frequently found 
themselves. Sir Joseph was fond of great peo- 
ple; and not averse to travel; because bearing 
a title and being a member of the British Par- 
liament, and always moving with the append- 
ages of wealth, servants, and carriages, and 



couriers, and fortified with lyo lack of letters 
frpnj the Foreign Ofllce, he was every where 
acknowledged and received, and treated as a 
personage; was invited to court-balLs, dined 
with ambassadors, and found himself and his 
lady at every festival of distinction. 

The elder Millbank had been Joseph Wallia- 
ger*s youthful friend. Diffierent as were their 
dispositions and the rate of their abilities, their 
political opinions were the same; and commerce 
habitually connected their interests. Dnring, a 
visit to Liverpool, Millbank had made the ac- 
quaintance of the sister of Lady Wallinger, and 
had been a successful suitor for her band. Thi« 
lady was the motherof Edith, and of the school- 
fellow of Coningsby. It was only within a very 
few years that she had died; she had scarcely 
lived long: enough to complete the education of 
her daughter, to whom she was devoted, and on 
whom she lavished the many accomplishments 
that she possessed. Lady Wallinger having no 
children, and being very fond of her niece, had 
watched over Edith with infinite solicitude, and 
finally had persuaded Mr. Millbank that it would 
be well that his daughter should accompany 
them in their somewhat extensive travels. It 
was not therefore only that nature had developed 
a beautiful woman out of a bashful girl sinc« 
Coningsby's visit to Millbank; but really, every 
means and every opportunity that could" contri- 
bute in rendering an individual capable of adorn- 
ing the most accomplished circles of life had 
naturally, and withouteffort, fallen to the fortu- 
nate lot of the manufacturer's daughter. Edith 
possessed an intelligence equal to those occa- 
sions. Without losing the native simplicity of 
her character, which sprang from the heart, aod 
which the strong and original bent of her father's 
mind had fostered, she bad imbibed all the refine- 
ment and facility of the polished circles in which 
she moved. She had a clear head, a fine taste, 
and a generous spirit; had received so much 
admiration, that, though by no means insensible 
to homage, her heart was free; was strongly 
attached to her family; and notwithstanding all 
the splendour of Rome and the brilliancy of 
Paris, her thoughts were often in her Saxon 
valley, amid the green hills and busy factoriesrof 
Millbank. 

Sir Joseph, finding himself alone with the 
grandson of Lord Monmouth, was not very 
anxious that the ladies should immediately ap- 
pear. He thought this a very good opportunity 
of getting at what he called " the real feelings 
of the tory party;" and he began to pump with a 
seductive semblance of frankness. For his part, 
he had never doubted that a conservative govern- 
ment was ultimately inevitable; had told Lord 
John so two years ago, and between themselves 
Lord John was of the same opinion. The pre- 
sent position of the whigs was the necessary 
fate of all progressive parties; could not see 
exactly how it would end ; thought sometimes 
it- must-end in a fusion of parties: but could not 
well see how that could be brought about, at 
least at present. For his part, should be very 
happy to witness an union of the best men of 
all parties, t6r the preservation of peace and 
order, without any reference to any particular 
opinions. And, in that sense of the word, it 
was not at all impossible he might find it his 
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duty some day to support a conservative go- 
vernment. 

Sir Joseph was very much astonished wh^ 
Coningsby, who being somewhat impatient for 
the entrance of the ladies was rather mo/e ab- 
rapt than his wont, told the worthy barcMiet that 
he Jooked upon a government witho^^ distinct 
■principles of policy, as only a stop-gap to a 
wide-spread and demoralizing ana/thy; that he 
fhr one could not comprehendyRow a free go- 
vemnrient could endure withoyrt national opin- 
ions to uphold it; and that ga^ernments for^the 
preservation of peace and t)rder, and nothmg 
else, had better be soughjt in" China, or among 
the Austrians, the Chinese of Europe. As for 
conservative governmf nt, the natural question 
was, What do you mean to conserve I Do you 
mean to conserve things or only names, realities 
or merely appearances 1 Or, do you mean to 
continue the system commenced in 1834, and, 
with a hypocritical reverence for the principles, 
and a superstitious adhesion to the forms, of the 
old exclusive constitution, carry on your policy 
by latitudmarian practice? 

Sir Joseph stared; it was the first time that 
any inkling of the views of the new generation 
bad caught his ear. They were strange and 
unaccustomed accents. He was extremely per- 
plexed; could by no meaUvS. make out what his 
companion was driving at; at length, with a 
rather knowing smile, expressive as much of 
compassion as comprehension, he remarked: 
" Ah ? I see ; you are a regular Orangeman." 
«*I look upon an Orangeman," said Coningsby, 
•*as a pure whig; the only professor and prac- 
tiser of unadulterated whiggism." 

This was too much for Sir Joseph, whose 
political knowledge did not reach much further 
back than the ministry of the mediocrities; 
hardly touched the times of the corresponding 
society. But he was a cautious man, and never 
replied in haste. He was about feeling his way, 
when he experienced the golden advantage of 
gaining time, for the ladies entered. 

The heart of Coningsby throbbed as Edith 
appeared. She extended to him her hand ; her 
face radiant with kind expression. Lady Wal- 
linger seemed gratified also by his visit. She 
had much elegance in her manner; a calm soft 
address; and she spoke English with a sweet 
doric irregularity. They all sat down, talked of 
the last night's ball, of a thousand things. There 
was something animating in the frank, cheerful 
spirit of Edith. She had a quick ey6 l)oth for 
the beautiful and the ridiculous, and threw out 
her observations in terse and vivid phrases. 
An hour, and more than an hour, passed away, 
and Coningsby still found some excuse not to 
P depart, ft seemed that on this morning they 
were about to make an expedition into the an- 
tiqiie city of Paris to visit some old hotels which 
retained their character; especially they had 
heard much of the hotel of the Archbishop of 
. Sens, with its fortified court-yard. Coningsby 
expressed great interest in the subject, and 
showed some knowledge. Sir Joseph invited 
him to join the party, which of all things in the 
world was what he most desired. 
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Not a day elapsed without Coningsby being 
in the company of Edith. Time was precious 
for him, for the spires and pinnacles of Cam- 
bridge already began to loom in the distance, 
and he resolved to make the most determined 
efforts not to lose a day of his liberty. And yet 
to call every morning in the Rue de Rivoli,was 
an exploit which surpassed even the audacity 
of 15 ve! More than once, making the attempt, 
his courage failed him, and he turned into the 
gardens of the Tuileries, and only watched the 
windows of the house. Circumstances, how- 
ever, favoured him : he received a letter from 
Oswald Millbank; he was bound to communi- 
cate in person this evidence of his friend's ex- 
istence ; and when he had to reply to the letter, 
he must necessarily inquire whether his friend's 
relatives had any message to transmit to hinu 
These, however, were only slight advantages. 
What assisted Coningsby in his plans and 
wishes was the great pleasiire which Sidonia, 
with whom he passed a great deal of his time, 
took in the society of the Wal lingers and their 
niece. Sidonia presented Lady Wallinger with 
his opera-box during her stay at Paris ; invited 
them very frequently to his agreeable dinner 
parties; and announced his determination to 
give a ball, which Lady Wallinger esteemed a 
delicate attention to Edith; while Lady Mon- 
mouth flattered herself that the festival sprang, 
from the desire she had expressed of seeing the' 
celebrated hotel of Sidonia to advantage. 

Coningsby was very happy. His morning 
visits to the Rue de RivoU seemed always wel- 
come, and seldom an evening elapsed in which 
he did not find himself in the society of Edith. 
She seemed not to wish to conceal that his 
presence gave her pleasure, and though she had 
many admirers, and had an airy graciousness 
for all of them, Coningsby sometimes indulged 
the exquisite suspicion that there was a flatter- 
ing distinction in her carriage to himself. Un- 
der the influence of these feelings, he begaa. 
daily to be more conscious that separation would 
be an intolerable calamity; be began to medi- 
tate upon the feasibility of keeping a half term, 
and of postponing his departure to Cambridge 
to a period nearer the time when Edith would 
probably return to England. 

In the meanwhile the Parisian world talked 
much of the grand fdte which was about to be 
given by Sidonia. Coningsby heard much of it 
one day when dining at his grandfather's. Lady 
Monmouth seemed very intent on the occasion. 
Even Lord Monmouth half talked of going; 
though for his part he wished people would 
come to him, and never ask him to their 
houses. That was his idea of society. He 
liked the world, but he liked to find it under his 
own roof. He grudged them nothing, so that 
they would not insist upon the reciprocity cf 
cold-catching, and would eat his good dinners 
instead of insisting on his eating their bad 
ones. 

" But Monsieur Sidonia's cook is a gem, they 
say," observed an attach6 of an embassy. 

"I have no doubt of it: Sidonia is a man 
of sense, almost the only man of sense I know. 
I never caught him tripping. He never makes 
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a false move. Sddonla is . exactly the surt of 
man I like; you know yon cannot deceive him, 
and that he does not want to deceive yoa. I 
wish he liked a rubber more. Then he would 
be perfect" 

" They say he is going to be married,*' said 
the attache. 

<* Poh !'* said Lord Monmouth. 

** MarriedV exclaimed Lady Moamouth. "To 
Whomi" 

** To your beautiful countrywoman ; * la belle 
Anglaise' that all the world talks of,** said the 
attache, 

*«And who may she be, pray'1" said the 
marquess. **! have so many beautiful country- 
women." 

** Mademoiselle Millbank " said the attache. 
■ "Millbank," said the marquess, with a lowet- 
isig brow. " There are so many Millbauks. Do 
you know what Millbank this is, Harryl" he 
inquired of his grandson, who had listened to 
the conversation with a rather embarrassed, and 
even agitated spirit. 

"What, sir — ^yes — Millbank ?" said Conings- 

"I say, do you know who this Millbank is?" 

"Oh! Miss* Millbank: yes, I believe, that is 
I know a daughter of the — the gentleman who 
purchased some property near you." 

^'Oh! that fellow! Has he got a daughter 
here!" 

' " The most beautiful girl in Paris," said the 
attach^. 

"Lady Monmouth, have you seen this beautyl 
—•That Sidonia is going to marry," he added, 
with a fiendish laugh. 

"I have seen the young lady," said Lady 
Monmouth ; "but Ihad not heard that Monsieur 
Sidonia, was about to marry her." 

"Is she so very beauiifuJI** inquired another 
gentleman. 

" Yes," said Lady Monmouth, calm, but very 
I>ale. 
' " Poh !" said the marquess again. 

"I assure you that it is a fact," said the 
a^ch^; "not at least an on^lit. I have it 
from a quarter that could not be well mis- 
taken." 

' Behold a little snatch of ordinary dianer gos- 
sip, that left a very painful impression on the 
minds of three individuals who were present. 

The name of Millbank revived in Lord Mon- 
mouth's mind a sense of defeat, discomfiture, 
and disgust; Hellingsley, lost elections, and 
Mr. Rigby; three subjects which Lord Mon- 
mouih had succeeded fur a time in expelling 
Arom his sensations. His lordshiplhought that 
in all probability, this beauty, of whom they 
spoke so highly, was not really the daughter 
of his foe ; that it was some confusion which 
had arisen from the similarity of names ; nor 
did he believe that Sidonia was going to marry 
her, whoever she might be ; but a variety of 
things had been said at dinner, and a number 
of images had been raised in his mind, that 
touched his spleen. He took his wine freely, 
and, the usual consiequence of that proceeding 
with Lord Monmouth, became silent and sul- 
len. As for Lady Monmouth, she had learnt 
that Sidonia, whatever might be the result, was 
paying very marked attention to another wo- 



man, for whom tindptibtedly he was gi'ving 
that very ball, which she had flattered herself 
was a homage to her wishes, and for which 
she had projected a new dress of eclipsing 
splendour. 

Coningsby felt qnite sure that the story of 
8idonia*s marriage with Edith was the naost 
ridiculous idea that ever entered into the ima- 
gination of mah; at least he thought he felt 
quite sure. But the idlest and wildest report, ^ 
that the woman you love is about to marry ' 
another, is not comfortable. Besides, he could 
not conceal from himself, that between the Wai- 
lingers and Sidonia there existed a remarkable 
intimacy, fully extended to their niece. He had 
seen heri^ certainly on more than one occasion, 
in lengthened, and apparei^tly earnest conversa- 
tion with Sidonia, who, by the bye, spoke with 
her often in Spanish, and never concealed his 
admiration of her charms, nor the. interest he 
found in her society. And Edith — what, after 
all, had passed between Edith and himsel/^ 
which should at all gainsay this report, which 
he had been particularly assured was not a 
mere report, but came from a quarter that 
could not be well mistaken? She had received 
him with kindness. And how should she re- 
ceive one, who was the friend and preserver of 
her only brother, and apparently the intimate 
and cherished acquaintance of her future hus- 
band? Coningsby felt that sickness of the 
heart that accompanies one's first misfortnne. 
The illusions of life seemed to dissipate and 
disappear. He was miserable ; he had no con- 
fidence in himself, in his future. After a41, 
what was he 1 A dependant on a man of very 
absolute will and passions. Could he foi^et 
the glance with which Lord Monniouth caught 
the name of Millbank, and received ihe inti- 
mation of Hellingsleyl It was a glance for a 
Spagnoletto, or a Caravaggio, to catch and im- 
mortalize. Why if Edith were not going to 
marry Sidonia, how was he ever to marry her, 
even if she cared for him? Oh! what a future u 
of unbroken, continuous, interminable misery ]• 
awaited him ! Was there ever yet bom a being , ' 
with a destiny so dark and dismal! He was ' 
the most forlorn of men, utterly wretched ! He , 
had entirely mistaken his own character. He ''. 
had no energy, no abilities, not a single emi- <- 
nent quality. AU was over ! / 



CHAPTER V. 

It was fated that Lady Monmouth should not 
be present at that ball, the anticipation of which 
had occasioned her so much pleasure and some 
pangs. 

On the morning after that slight conversa- 
tion, which had so disturbed the souls, though 
unconsciously to each other, of herself and Co- 
ningsby, the marquess was driving Lucretia up 
the avenue Marigny in his phaeton. About the 
centre of the avenue, the horses took fright, 
and started off ^t a wild' pace. The marquess 
was an experienced whip, calm, and with exer- 
tion still very powerful. He would have soon 
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mastered the horse?, had not oQe of the reins 
unhappily broke. The horses swerved; the 
xi^arques^ kept his seat; Lucretia, alarmed, 
Strang ap, the carriage was dashed against the 
tfnnk^of a tree, and she was thrown out of it, 
at the very instant that one of the outriders had 
succeeded in heading the equipage, and check- 
ing the horses. 

* The marchioness was senseless. Lord Mon- 
mouth had descended from the phaeton ; several 
jfassengers had assembled : the door of a con- 
tiguous house was opened; there were offers of 
service, sympathy, inquiries, a babble of tongues, 
great confusion. 

• **Gei surgeons ; and send for her maid," said 
Lord Monmouth to one of his servants. 

' In the midst of this distrei>sing tumult, 8i- 
donia on horseback, followed by a groom, came 
rip the avenue from the Champs Ely sees. The 
empty phaeton, reins broken, horses held by 
strangers, all the appearances of a misadven- 
tare, attracted him. He recognized the livery. 
He instantly dismounted. Moving aside the 
cYowd, he perceived Lady Monmouth senseless 
and prostrate, and her husband, without assist- 
abce, restraining the injudicious efforts of the 
trystanders. 

• " Let us carry her in, Lord Monmouth," said 
Bidonia, exchanging a recognition as he took 
Lucretia in his arms, and bore her into the 
dwelling that was at hand. Those who were 
standing at the door assisted him. The woman 
of the house and Lord Monmouth only were 
present. . 

** I would hope there is no fracture," said Sido- 
nia, placing her on/ a sofa, "nor does it appear 
to me that the percussion of the head, though 
considerable, could have been fatally violent 
I have caught her pulse. Keep her in a hori- 
2;ontal position and she will soon come to 
herself." 
' The marquess seated himself in a chair by 
the side of the sofa which Sidonia had advanced 
to the middle oC the room. Lord Monmouth 
was silent and very serious. Sidonia opened the 
window, and touched the brow of Lucretia with 
water. At this moment M. Villebecque and a 
surgeon entered the chamber. 

•*'i*he brain cannot be affected with that pulse," 
said the sui^eon ; *♦ there is no fracture." 

**How pale she is!" said Lord Monmouth as 
if he were examining a picture. 

"The colour seems tq me to return," said 
Sidonia. 

The surgeon applied some restoratives which 
he had brought with him. The face of the 
marchioness became more animated; — she 
stirred. 

"She revives," said the surgeon. 

The marchioness breathed with some force; 
again ; then ^half opened her eyes, and then 
instantly closed them. 
' " If r could but get her to take this draught !" 
said the surgeon. 

* " Stop — moisten her lips first," said Sidonia. 
They placed the draught to her mouth ; in a 

moment, she put forth her hand as if to repress 
them, then opened her eyes again, and sighed. 

"She is herself," said the surgeon. 

" Lucretia," said the marquess. 

" Sidonia," said the marchioness. 



Lord Monmouth looked round to invite his 
friend to come forward. 

" Lady Monfnouth !" said Sidonia in a gentle 
voice. 

She started, rose a little on the sofa, stared, 
around her. " Where am 1 1" she exclaimed. 

" With me," said the marquess, and he bent 
forward to her and took her hand. 

" Sidonia!" she again exclaimed in a voice of 
inquiry. 

*'Is here," said Lord Monmouth. "He carried 
you in after our. accident." 

"Accident ! Why is he going to marry 1" 

The marquess took a pinch of snuff. 

There was an awkward pause in the cham- 
ber. 

" I think now," said Sidonia to the surgeon, 
^'that Lady Monmouth would take the draught'* 

She refused u. 

" Try you, Sidonia," said the marquess rather 
dryly. 

« You feel yourself again 1" said Sidonia, ad- 
vancing. 

"Would I did not!" said the marchioness, 
with an air of stupor. " What has happened t 
Why am I herel Are you married?" 

" She wanders a little," said Sidonia. 

The marquess took another pinch of snuff. 

"I could have borne even repulsion," said 
Lady Monmouth in a voice of desolation, "but 
not for another!" 

" M. Villebecque,^ said the marquess* 

"My Lord?" 

Lord Monmouth looked at him with that 
irresistible scrutiny which would daunt a gal- 
ley-slave ; and, then after a short pause, said, 
" The carriage should have arrived by this time. 
Let us get home." 



CHAPTER VL 

Aftba the conversation at dinner which 
we have noticed, the restless and disquieted. 
Coningsby wandered about Paris, vainly seek- 
ing in the distraction of a great city some relief 
from the excitement of his mind. His first reso- 
lution was immediately to depart for JIngland; 
but when, on reflection, he was mindful that 
aAer all, the assertion which had so agitated 
him might really be without foundation, in spite 
of many circumstances that to his regardful 
fancy seemed to accredit it, his firm resolution 
began to waver. 

These were the first pangs of jealousy that 
Coningsby had ever experienced ; and they re- 
vealed to him the immensity of the stake which 
he was hazarding on a most uncertain die. 

The next morning he called in the Rue 
Rivoli and was informed that the family were 
not at home. He was returning under the. 
arcades towards the Rue St Florentin, when 
Sidonia passed him in an opposite direction on 
horseback and at a rapid rate. Coningsby, who 
was not observed by him, could not resist a 
strange temptation to watch for a momenvhis 
progress. Coningsby saw hjm enter the court 
i>i the hotel where die Wallinger family were. 
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staying. Would he come forth immediately] 
^ol Coningsby stood stiil and pale. Minute 
followed minute. Coningsby flattered himself 
that Sidonia was only speaking to the porter. 
Then he would fain believe Sidonia was writing 
a note. Then crossing the street, he mounted 
by some steps the terrace of the Tuileries nearly 
opposite the hotel of the minister of finance, 
and watched the house. A quarter of an hour 
elapsed/Sidonia did not come forth. They were 
at home to him; only ta him. Sick at heart, 
infinitely wretched, scarcely able to guide his 
steps, dreading even to meet an acquaintance, 
and almost feeling that his tongue would refuse 
the office of conversation, he contrived to reach 
his grandfather's hotel, and was about to bury 
himself in his chamber, when on the staircase 
he met Flora. 

Coningsby had not seen her for the last fort- 
night. Seeing her now, his heart smote him for 
his neglect, excusable as it really was. Any 
one else at this time, he would have hurried by 
without recognition, but the gentle and sufiTer- 
ing Flora was too meek to be rudely treated by 
so kind a heart as Coningsby's. 

He looked at her ; she was pale and agitated. 
Her step trembled, while she still hastened on. 

** What is the matter!" inquired Coningsby. 

** My lord, — the marchioness, — are in danger, 
thrown from their carriage." Briefly she de- 
tailed to Coningsby all that had occurred ; that 
M. Villebecque had already repaired to them ; 
that she herself only this moment had learned 
the intelligence, that seemed to agitate her to 
the centre. Coningsby instantly turned with 
her; but they had scarcely emerged from the 
court-yard when the carriage approached that 
brought Lord and Lady Monmouth home. 
They followed it into the court. They were 
immediately at its door. 

"All is right, Harry," said the marquess, 
calm arid grave. 

Coningsby pressed his grandfather's hand. 
Then he assisted Lucretia to alight. 

•*I am quite well," she said, "now." 

"But you must lean -on me, dearest Lady 
Monmouth," Coningsby said, in a tone of great 
tenderness, as he felt Lucretia almost sinking 
from him. And he supported her into the hall 
of the hotel. 

Lord MAnmouth had lingered behind. Flora 
crept up to him, and with unwonted boldness 
offered her arm to the marquess. He looked 
at her with a glance of surprise, and then a 
softer expression, one indeed of an almost win- 
ning sweetness, which, though rare, was not a 
stranger to his countenance, melted his features, 
and taking the arm so humbly presented, he 
said : 

"Ma Petite, you look more frightened than 
any of us. Poor child I" 

He had reached the top of the flight of steps ; 
he withdrew his arm from Flora, and thanked 
her with all his courtesy. 

"You are not hurt then, sir 1" she ventured 
to ask with a look which expressed the infinite 
solicitude, which her tongue did not venture to 
convey. 

" Jby no means, my good little girl ;" and he 
extended his hand to her, which she reverently 
bent orer and embraced. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

Whcit Coningsby had returned to his grand- 
father's hotel that morning, it was with a deter- 
mination of leaving Paris the next day for 
England, but the accident to Lady Monmouth, 
though, as it ultimately appeared, accompanied 
by no very serious consequences, quite dissi- 
pated this intention. It was impossible to quit 
them so crudely, at such a moment. So he re- 
mained another day, and that was the day pre- 
ceding Sidonia's fete, which he particularly 
resolved not to attend. He felt it quite impos- 
sible that he could again endure the sight of 
either Sidonia or Edith. He looked upon them 
as persons who had deeply injured him ; though 
they really were individuals who had treated 
him with invariable kindness. But he felt their 
existence was a source of mortification and 
misery to him. With these feelings, saunter- 
ing away the last hours at Paris, disquieted, 
uneasy; no present, no future; no enjoyment, 
no hope; really, positively, undeniably, nn-. 
happy; unhappy, too, for the first time in his 
life ; the first unhappiness — what a companion 
piece for the first love — Coningsby, of all places 
in the world, in the gardens of the Luxembourg, 
encountered Sir Joseph Wallinger and Edith. 

To avoid them was impossible; they met 
face to face; and Sir Joseph slopped, and im- 
mediately reminded him that it was three days 
since they had seen him, as if to reproach him 
for so unprecedented a neglect. And it seemed 
that Edith, though she said not as much, felt 
the same. And Coningsby turned round and 
walked with them. He told them he was going 
to leave Paris on the morrow. 

"And miss Monsieur de Sidonia's fSte, of 
which we have all talked so much !" said Edith 
with unaffected surprise, and an expression of 
disappointment which she in vain attempted to 
conceal. 

"The festival will be not less gay for my 
absence," said Coningsby with that plaintive 
moroseness not unusual to despairing lovers.'*^ 

"If we were all to argue from the same pre- 
mises and act accordingly," said Edith, "the 
saloons would be empty. But if any person's 
absence would be remarked, I should really 
have thought it would be yours. I thought 
you were one of Monsieur de Sidonia's great 
friends !" 

"He has no friend," said Coningsby. "No 
wise man has. What are friends 1 ' Traitors." 

Edith looked very much astonished. And 
then she said : 

"I am sure you have not quarrelled with 
Monsieur de Sidonia, for we have just parted 
with him." 

"I have no doubt you have," , thought Co- 
ningsby. 

" And it is impossible to speak of another in 
higher terms than he spoke of you. Sir Joseph 
observed how unusual it was for Monsieur de 
Sidonia to express himself so warmly." 

"Sidonia is a great man, and carries every 
thing before him," said Coningsby. "I am 
nothing; I cannot cope with him; I retire from 
the field." 

"What field 1" inquired Sir Joseph, who did 
not clearly catch the drift of these observations. 
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'*h appears to me that a field for action is ex- 
actly what Sidonjia wants. There is no vent for 
his abilities and intelligence. He wastes his 
energy in travelling from capital to capital like 
a king*s messenger. The morning after his fete 
he is going to Madrid." 

This brought some reference to their mutnal 
movements. Edith spoke of her return to Lan- 
cashire, of her hope that Mr. Coningsby would 
soon see Oswald ; but Mr. Coningsby informed 
her that though he was going to leave Paris, he 
had no intention of returning to England; that 
he had not yet quite made up his mind whither 
' he should go; but thought that he should travel 
direct to 9t. Petersburg. He wished to travel 
overland to Astrachan. That«was the place be 
tvas particularly anxious to visit 

After this incomprehensible announcement, 
they walked on for some minutes in silence, 
broken only by occasional monosyllables with 
ivhich Coningsby responded at hazard to the 
9ound remarks of Sir Joseph. As they ap- 
proached the palace, a party of English who 
were visiting the Chamher of Peers, and who 
were acquainted with the companions of Co- 
ningsby, encountered them. Amid the mutual 
recognitions, Coningsby was about to take his 
leave somewhat ceremoniously; hut Edith h^ld 
forth her. hand, and said: ' 

"Is thi3 indeed l^rewelH" 

His heart was agitated, his countenance 
changed ; he retained her hand amid the chat- 
tering tourists, too full of their criticisms and 
their -egotistical commonplaces to notice what 
.was passing. A sentimental ebullition seemed 
to he on the point of taking place. Their eyes 
met. The look of Edith was mournful and in- 
quiring, 

" We will say farewell at the ball," said Co- 
ningsby, and she rewarded him with a radiant 
smile. 



CHAPTER VIH. 

SisoviA lived in the Faubourg St. Germain 
in a large hotel, that, in old days, had belonged 
to the Crillons ; but it had received at his hands 
such extensive alterations, that nothing of. the 
original decoration, and little of its arrangement, 
remained. 

A flight of marble steps, ascending from' a 
vast court, led into a hall of great dimensions, 
which was at the same time an orangery, and 
a gallery of sculpture. It was illumined by a 
distinct, yet soft and subdued, light, which har- 
monized with the beautiful repose of the sur- 
rounding forms, anti with the exotic perfume 
that was wafted about A gallery led from this 
Ball to an inner hall of quite a different cha- 
racter; fantastic, glittering, variegated; full of 
strange shapes and dazzling objects. 

The roof was carved and gilt in that honey- 
comb style prevalent in the Saracenic buildings ; 
the walls were hung with leather stamped in 
j'ich and vivid patterns ; the floor was a flood of 
mosaic; about were statues of negroes of human 
size with faces of wild expression, and holding 
6 



in their outstretched hands silver torches that 
blazed with an almost painful brilliancy. 

From this ^nner hall, a double staircase of 
white marble led to the grand suite of apart- 
ments. 

These saloons, lof^, spacious, and numerous, 
had been decorated principally in encaustic by 
the most celebrated artists of Munich. The 
three principal rooms were only separated from 
each other by columns, covered with rich hang- 
ings, on this night drawn aside. The decora-, 
tion of each chamber was appropriate to its pur- 
pose. On the walls of the ball-room, nymphs 
and heroes moved in measure in Sicilian land- 
scapes, or on the azure shores of -^gean waters. 
From the ceiling beautiful divinities threw gar- 
lands on the guests, who seemed surprised that 
the roses, unwilling to quit Olympus, would not 
descend on earth. The general efffect of this 
fair chamber was heighteued too by that regu- 
lation of the house which did not permit any 
benches in the ball-room. That dignified assem- 
blage who are always found ranged in precise 
discipline against the wall, did not here mar the 
flowing grace of the festivity. The chaperons 
had no cause to complain. A large saloon 
abounded in ottomans and easy chairs at their 
service, where their delicate charges might rest 
when weary, or find distraction when not en- 
gaged. 

All the world were at this fSte of Sidonia. 
It exceeded in splendour and luxury every en- 
tertainment that had yet been given. The 
highest rank, even princes of the blood, beauty, 
fashion, fame — all assembled in a magnificent 
and illuminated palace, resounding with ex- 
quisite melody. 

Coningsby, though somewhat depressed, was 
not insensible to the magic of the scene. Since 
the passage in the gardens .of the Luxembourg 
— that tone — that glance — he had certainly felt 
much relieved, happier. And yet if all were, 
with regard to Sidonia, as unfounded as he 
could possibly desire, where was he then? Had 
he forgotten his grandfather — that fell look, that 
voice' of intense detestation 1 What was Mill- 
bank to him ? Where, what was the mystery, 
for of some he could not doubt The Spanish 
parentage of Edith had only more perplexed 
Coningsby. It oflered no solution. There could 
be no connection between a Catalan family and 
his mother, the daughter of a clergyman in a 
midland county. That there was any relation- 
ship between the Millbank family and his. mother 
was contradicted by the conviction in which he 
had been brought up that his mother had no 
relations ; that she returned to England utterly 
friendless; without a relative, a connection, an 
acquaintance, to whom she could appeal. Her 
complete forlornness was stamped upon his 
brain. Tender as were his years, when he was 
separj^ted from her, he could yet recall the very 
phrases in which she deplored her isolation ; 
and there were numerous passages in her letters 
which alluded to it Coningsby had taken oc- 
casion to sound the Wallingers on this subject; 
but he 'felt assured from the manner in which 
his advances were met, that they knew nothing 
of his mother, and attributed the hostility of Mr. 
Millbank to his grandfather solely to political 
emulation and local rivalries. Still there was 
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the portrait and the miniatare. That was a feet ; 
a clue which ultimately, he was persuaded, 
most lea;i to some solution. 

Coningsby had met with great social siiccess 
at Paris. He was at once a favourite. The 
Parisian dames decided itf his favour. He was 
a specimen of the hig^iest style of English 
beauty which is very popular in France. HiS' 
air was acknowledged as disCingaished. The 
men also liked him ; he had not quite arrived 
at that age when ypu n^ake enemies. The 
momenty therefore, that he found himself in the 
saloons of Sidonia, he was accosted by many 
whose notice was flattering ; but his eye wan- 
dered, while he tried to be courteous and 
attempted to be sprightly. Where was she? 
He had nearly reached the ball-room, when he 
met her. She was on the arm of Lord Bean- 
manoir, who had made her acquaintance at 
Rome, and originally claimed it as the member 
of a family, who, as the reader may perhaps not 
forget, had experienced some kindnesses from 
|he Millbanks. 

There were mutual and hearty recognitions 
between the young men; great explanations 
where the^ had been, what they were doing, 
where they were going. Lord Beaumanoir told 
Coningsby he had introduced steeple-chases at 
Some, and had parted with Sunbeam to the 
nephew of a cardinal. Coningsby securing 
Edith's hand for the next dance, they all moved 
on together to her aunt. 

Lady Wallinger was indulging in some Ro- 
man reminiscences with the marquess. 

*' And you are not going to Astrachan to-mor- 
row 1" said Edith. 
" Not to-mt»rrow," said Coningsby. 
*' Yon know that you said once that life was, 
too stirring in these days to permit travel to a 
mani" 

. ** I wish nothing was stirring*" said Coningsby. 
^ I wish nothing to change. All that I wish is, 
that this fete should- never end." 

*' Is it possible, that you can be capricious ? 
You perplex me very much." 

<' Am 1 capricious, because I dislike changel" 
. "But Astrachan 1" 

** It was the air of the Luxembourg that re- 
minded me of the desert," said Coningsby. 

Soon after this Coningsby led Edith to the 
dance. It was at a ball that he had first met her 
at Paris, and this led toother reminiscences; 
all most interesting. Coningsby was perfectly 
happy. All mysteries,' all difficuhies, were 
driven from his recollection ; he lived only in 
>the exciting and enjoyabie present. Twenty. 
< one and in love ! 

Some time aAer this, Coningsby, who was 
inevitably separated from Edith, met his host. 

" Where have you been, child," said Sidonia, 
^ that I have not seen you for some* days 1 I 
am going to Madrid to-morrow." 
** And I must think, I suppose, of Cambridge." 
''Well, ^ou have seen something; you will 
find it more profitable when you have digested 
it;»And you will have opportunity. That's the 
true spring of wisdom: meditate over the past. 
Adventure and contemplation share our being 
like day and night." 

The resolute departure for England on the 
morrow, had already changed into a supposed 



necessity of thinking of returning to Cam 
bridge^ In fact* Coningsby felt that to quit 
Paris and Edith was an impossibility. He si- 
lenced the remonstrance of. his conscience by 
the expedient of keeping a half-term ; and had 
no difficulty in persuading himself ..that a short 
delay in taking his degree could not really be 
of the slightest consequence. 

It was the hour of supper. The guests -at a 
French ball are not seen to advantage at this 
period. The custom of separating the sexes 
for this refreshment, and arranging that the 
ladies should partake of it by themselves, 
though originally founded in a feeling of con- 
sideration and gallantry, and with the determi- 
nation .to secure under aH circumstances the 
convenience and comfort of .the fair sex, is 
really, in its appearance and its consequences, 
any thing but European, and produces a scene 
which rather reminds one of the harem of a 
sultan, than a hall of chivalry. To judge from 
the countenances of the favoured fair, they are 
not themselves^particularly pleased; and when 
their repast is over, they necessarily return to 
empty halls, and ar^ deprived of the dance at 
the very moment when they may feel most in- 
clined to participate in its graceful excitement 
These somewhat ungracious circumstances, 
however, were not attendant on the festival of 
this night There was opened in the Hotel of 
Sidonia for the first time a banqueting room 
which could contain with convenience all the 
guests. It was a vast chamber of white marhie, 
the golden pannels of the walls containing fes- 
tive sculptures by Schwanthaler, relieved by ea- 
caustic tinting. In its centre was a fountain, a 
group of Bacchantes encircling Dionysos ; and 
from this fountain, as from a star, diverged the 
various tables from which sprang orange trees 
in fruit and flower. 

The banquet had but one fault; Coningsby 
was separated /rom Edith. The Duchess of 
Grand Cairo, the beautiful wife of the heir of 
one of the imperial itiustrations, had determined 
to appropriate Coningsby as her cavalier for the 
moment. Distracted, he made his escape; but 
his wandering- eye could not find the object of 
its search ; and he fell prisoner to the charming 
Princess De Petitpoix, a Carlist chieftain, whose 
witty words avenged the cause orfallen dynas- 
ties and a cashiered nobility. 

Behold a scene brilliant in fancy, magnificent 
in splendour ! All the circumstances of his life 
at this moment were such as acted forcibly on 
the imagination of Coningsby. Separated from 
Edith, he had still the delight of seeing her, the 
paragon of that bright company, the consume 
mate being whom he adored ! And who had 
spoken to him in a voice sweeter than, a sere- 
nade, and had bestowed on him a glance softer 
than moonlight. The lord of the palace, more 
distinguished even for his capacity than his 
boundless treasure, was his chosen fl-iend; 
gained under circumstances of romantic inte- 
rest, when the reciprocal influence of their per- 
sonal qualities was affected by no accessory 
knowledge of their worldly positions. He him- 
self was in the very bloom of youth and health; 
the child of a noble house, rich for his present 
wants, and with a future of considerable for- 
tunes. Entrancing love and daazling friendshi|^ 
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a high ambition afid the pride of knowledge, 
t}ie consciousness of a gt^eat prosperity, the 
vague, daring energies of the high pulse of 
twenty-one, ail combined to stimulate his sease 
of existence, which, as he looked around him at 
the beautiful objects and listened to the deli- 
eions sounds, seemed to him a dispensation of 
t almost supernatural ecstasy. 

About an hour aAer this, the ball-room still 
fall, but the other saloons gradually emptying, 
Coningsby entered a chamber which seemed 
deserted. Yet he heard sounds as it were of 
earnest conversation. It was a voice that in- 
vited his progress ; he advanced £^nother step, 
then suddenly stopped. There were two indivi- 
daals in the room, by whom he was unnoticed. 
They wece Sidonia and Miss Millbank. They 
-were sitting on a sofk, Sidcnia holding her hand 
and endeavouring, as it seemed, to soothe her. 
Her tones were tremulous; but the expression 
of her face was fi>nd and confiding. It was all 
the work of a moment Coningsby instantly 
withdrew, yet could not escape hearing an ear- 
nest request from Edith to her companion that 
he would write her. 

In a few seconds Coningsby had quitted the 
hotel of Sidonia, and the next day foutnd him 
on his road to England. 

ElTD OF BOOK Vt. 
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It was one of those gorgeous and enduring 
sunsets that seem to Hnger as if they wished to 
celebrate the mid period of the year. Perhaps 
the beautiful hour of impending twilight never 
exercises a more effective influ»ice on the soul 
than when it descends on the aspect of some 
• distant and splendid city. What a contrast 
between the serenity and repose" of our own 
bosoms, and the fierce passions and destructive 
cares girt in the walls of that multitude, whose 
domes and towers rise in purple lustre against 
the resplendent horizon ? , 

Abd yet the disturbing emotions of existence 
and the bitter inheritance of humanity, should 
exercise but a modified sway and entail but a 
light burden, within the circle of the eity in 
which the next scene of our history leads us. — 
For it is the sacred city of study, of learning, 
and of faith ; and the declining beam is resting 
on the dome of the Kadcliffe, lingering on tfife 
-towers of Christchurch and Magdalen, sanc- 
tifying the spires and pinnacles (^ holy 8t. 
Mary*s. 

A young Oxonian^ who had been watching 
for some time the city in the sunset from a ris- 
ing ground in its vicinity, lost, as it would seejn, 
in meditation, suddenly rose and looking atjiis 
watch as if remindful of some eirgag,^ent, 
hastened his return at a rapid pace. He reached 
the High street, as the Blenheim light poist coa^ 
dashed up to the Star Hotel, with that brilliant 



precision which ^ven the hew generation can 
remen^iber, and yet which already ranks among 
the traditions of English manners. A peculiar 
and most animating spectacle used to be the 
arrival of a first-rate light coach in a country 
town! The small Aachine crowded with so 
many passengers, the fpaming and curvetting 
leaders,, the wheelers more steady, and glossy 
as if they had not done their ten miles in the 
hour, the triumphant bugle of the* guard, and 
the haughty routine with which the driver, as 
he reached' his goal, threw his whip to the obe- 
dient ostlers in attendance; and not least the 
staring crowd, a little awe-struck, and looking 
for the moment at the lowest official of the 
stable with considefable respect; altogether 
made a pictnrewhich one recollects with cheer- ~ 
fulness, and misses now in many a dreary 
market town* 

Our Oxoftian was a young man about the 
middle height, and naturally of a veiy tbou^ht- 
fal expressien and rather reserved mien. The 
general character of h)s countenance was in- 
deed a little stern, but it broke into an almost 
bewitching smile, and a blush suffused his fhce, 
as he sprang forward and welcomed an indivi- 
daal about the same age,, who had jumped off' 
the Blenheim. 

" Wfell, Coningsby T he exclaimed, extending 
both his hands. 

** By JovCi my dear MiBbaak, we have met, 
at last,'^ said his friend. 

And here we rau&t for a nwment revert, to 
what had occurred to Coningsby, since he so 
suddenly quitted Paris at the beginning of the 
year. The wound he had received was deep to 
one unused to wounds. Yet after all, none had 
outraged his feeling, no^ one had betrayed his 
hopes. He bad loved one who had loved 
another. Misery, but scarcely humiliation. 
And yet 'tis a bitter paig, under anycircum- 
stanees, to find another preferred to yourself. 
It is about the same blow as one would proba- 
bly feel if falling from a balloon. Your Icarian 
flight melts into a very grovelling existence, 
scarcely superior to that of a sponge or a coral, 
or redeemed only from utiter insensibility by 
your very frank detestation of your rival. Ii is 
quite impossible to conceal that Coningsby had 
imbibed for Sidonia a certain degree of aver- 
sion, which in these days of exaggerated phrase 
might even be described as hatred. And Edith 
was 80 beautiful P And there had seemed be- 
tween th^m a sympathy so native and sponta- 
neous, creating at once the charm of intimacy 
without any of the dUencbanting attributes, that 
are occasionally its Cjonsequence. He would 
recall the tones of her voice, the expression of 
her soft dark eye, the airy spirit -and frank gra- 
cionsness, sometimes even the flattering blush, 
with which she had ever welcomed one of whom 
she had heard so long amdi so kindly. It seemed, 
to use a sweet and homely phrase, that they 
were made for each other; the circumstances 
of their mutual destinies might have combined 
into one enchanting fate. ^-'* 

And yet had she accorded him that peerless 
boon, her heart— * with what aspect was he to 
communicate this consummation of all his^ 
hopes to his grandf^ather, ask Lord Monmouth 
for his blessing, and the gracious favour of an 
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establishment for the daughter of his foe ; of a 
man whose name was never mentiused except 
to cloud his visage. Ah ! what was that mys- 
tery that connected the haughty house of Co- 
ningsby with the humble blood of the Lanca- 
shire manufacturer^ Wfty was the portrait of 
his mother beneath ttie roof of Miilbank? Co- 
ningsfoy had delicately touched upon the subject 
both with Edith and the Wallingers, but the re- 
sult of his inquiries only involved the question 
in deeper gloom. Edith had none but maternal 
relatives ; more than once she had mentioned 
this, and the Wallingers on other occasions 
had confirmed the remark. Coningsby had 
sometimes drawn the conversation to pictures, 
and he would remind her with playfulness of 
their first unconscious meeting in the gallery 
of the Rue Tronchet; then he remembered that 
Mr. Millbank was fond of pictures; then he re- 
collected some specimens of Mr. Millbank's 
collection, and after touching on several which 
could not excite suspicion, he came to "a por- 
trait, a portrait of a lady ; was it a' portrait, or 
an ideal c'ouhtenaRceT'" 

Edith thought she had heard it was a por- 
trait, but she was by no means certain ; and 
most assuredly was quite unacquainted with 
the name of the original, if there were an ori- 
ginal. 

Coningsby addressed himself to the point 
with Sir Joseph. He inquired of the uncle 
explicitly, whether he knew any thing on the 
subject. Sir Joseph was of opinion that it 
was something that Millbank had somewhere 
** picked up." Millbank used often to "pick 
up" pictures. 

Disappointed in his love, Coningsby sought 
refuge in the excitement of study, and in the 
brooding imagination ef an aspiring spirit. The 
softness of his heart seemed to have quitted 
him for ever. He recurred to his habitual re- 
veries lof political greatness and public distinc- 
tion. And as it ever seemed to him, that no 
preparation could be complete for the career 
which ^e planned for himself, he devoted him- 
self with increased ardour to that digestion of 
knowledge which converts it into wisdom. His 
life at Cambridge was now a life of seclusion. 
With the exception of a very few Eton friends 
he avoided ail society. And, indeed, his acqui- 
sitions during this term were such as few have 
equalled, and could only have been mastered 
by a mental discipline of a severe and exalted 
character. At the end of the term Coningsby 
took his degree, and in a few days was about to 
quit that university where, on the whole, he had 
passed three serene and happy years, in the so- 
ciety of fond and faithful friends, and in enno- 
bling pursuits. He had many plans for his 
impending movements, yet none of them very 
mature ones. Lord Vere wished Coningsby to 
visit his family in the north, and afterwards to 
go to Scotland together ; Coningsby was more 
inclined to travel for a year. Amid this hesita- 
tion, a circumstance occurred which decided 
him to adopt neither of these courses. 

It was commencement, and coming out of 
the quadrangle of St. John's, Coningsby came 
suddenly upon Sir Joseph and Lady Wallinger, 
who were visiting the marvels and rarities of 
the university. They were alone. Coningsby 



was a little iembltrrassed, for he cOuTd not foiget 
the abrupt manner in which he had parted from 
them ; but they greeted him with so much cor- 
diality that he instantly recovered himself, and 
turning became their companion. He hardly 
ventured to ask afterEdith ; at length in a de- 
pressed tone and a hesitating manner he in- 
quired whether they had lately seen Miss Mill- 
bank. He was himself surprised at the extreme 
light-hieartedness which came over him the mo- 
ment he heard she was in EnglancI, at Millbank, 
with her family. He always very much liked 
Lady Wallinger; but this morning he hung 
over her like a lover, lavished on her unceasing 
and the most delicate attentions, seemed to exist 
only in the idea of making the Wallingers enjoy 
and understand Cambridge; no one ^se was to 
be their guide at any place, or under any cir- 
cumstances. He told them exactly what ihey 
were to see; how they were to see it; when 
they were to see it. He told them ol* things 
which nobody did see ; but which they shoald. 
He insisted that Sir Joseph should dine with 
him in Hall; Sir Joseph could not think of 
leaving Lady Wallinger; Lady Wallinger could 
not think of Sir Joseph missing an opportunity 
that might never offer again. Besides, they 
might both join her after dinner. Except to 
give her husband a dinner, Coningsby evidently 
intended never, to leave her side. 

And the next morning, the occasion favour- 
able, being alone with the lady. Sir Joseph 
bustling about a carriage, Coningsby said sud- 
denly with a countenance a little disturbed, and 
in a low voice, "I was pleased, I mean sur- 
prised to hear that there was still a Miss Mill- 
4)ank; I thought by this time she might have 
borne another name V 

Lady Wallinger looked at him with an ex- 
pression of some perplexity, and then said, 
"Yes, Edith ivas very much admired; but she 
need not be precipitate in marrying. Marriage 
is for a woman the event. Edith is too precious 
to be carelessly bestowed." 

" But I understood," said Coningsby, " wh€ii I 
left Paris," and here he became ver/ confused, 
" that Miss Millbank was engaged, on the point 
of marriage." 
« With whom ?" 
" Our friend, Sidonia." 

"I am sure that Edith would never marry 
Monsieur de Sidonia!, nor Monsieur de Sidonia, 
Edith. *Tis a preposterous idea," said Lady 
Wallinger. 

"But he very much admired herl" s^d Co- 
ningsby with a searching eye. 

"Possibly," said Lady Wallinger, "but he 
never even intimated his admiration." 

" But he was very^ attentive to Miss Mill- 
bank 1" 

"Not more than our intimate friendship au- 
thorized, and might expect" 
" You have known Sidonia a k>ng time?*' 
"It was Monsieur de Sidonia's father who 
introduced us to the care of Mr. Wallinger," 
said Lady Wallinger, "and therefore I have 
ever entertained for his son a most sincere re- 
gard. Besides, I look upon him as a compatriot 
Recently he has been even more than usually 
kind to us, — especially to Edith. While we 
were at Paris he recovered for her a great nuoh 
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y^y^ of jewels which had been left to her by her 

Vuncle in Spain, and what she prized infinitely 

^ more, the whole pf her mother's correspondence 

which she maintained with this relative since 

her marriage. Nothing hut the influence of 

Sidonja coald have effected this. Therefore of 

course Edith is attached to him, almost as much 

as I am. In short, he is onr dearest friend ; 

our > counsellor in all our cares. But as for 

marrying him, the idea is ridiculous to those 

who know Monsieur Sidonia. No earthly con- 
sideration would ever induce him to impair 

that purity of race on which he prides himself. 

Besides there are other obvious objections, 

which would render an alliance between htm 

and my niece utterly impossible; £dith is quite Ut^ust be admitted that in this respect authors, 

as devoted to her religion as Monsieur Sidonfa bttt- especially poets, bear the palm. They 



can be to his race." 

A ray of light flashed on the brain of Co 
ningsby, as Lady Wallinger said these words. 
The agitated interview, which never could be 
explained away, already appeared in quite a 
different point of view. He became pensive, 
remained silent, was relieved when Sir Joseph, 
whose return he had hitherto deprecated, reap- 
peared. Coningsby learnt in the course of the 
day, that the Wallingers were about to make, 
and immediately, a visit to Hellingsley; their 
first visit; indeed, this was the first year that 
iVIr. Millbank Had taken up his abode there. He 
did not much like the change of life Sir Joseph 
told Coningsby, but Edith was delighted with 
Hellingsley, which Sir Joseph understood was 
a very distinguished place, with very fine gar- 
dens of which his niece was particularly fond. 

When Coningsby returned to his rooms, those 
rooms which he was soon about to quit for 
ever, in arranging some papers preparatory to 
bis removal, his eye lighted on a too long unan- 
swered letter of Oswald (Vlill^ank. Coningsby 
had often projected a visit to Oxford, which he 
much desired to make, but hitherto it had been 
impossible for him to effect it except in the 
absence of Millbank; and he had frequently 
* postponed it, that he might combine his first 
visit to that famous seat of learning with one to 
his old schoolfellow and friend. Now that was 
practicable. And immediately Coningsby wrote 
to apprise Millbank that he had taken his de- 
gree, was free, and prepared to pay to him 
immediately the long projected visit. Three 
years and more had elapsed since they had 
quitted Eton. How much had happened in the 
interval ! What new ideas, new feelings, vast 
and novel knowledge! Though they had not 
met, they were nevertheless .familiar with the 
progress and movement of each other's minds. 
Their suggestive correspondence was too valu- 
able to both of them to have been otherwise 
than cherished. And now they were to meet, 
on the eve of entering that world for which they 
had made so sedulous a preparation. 



a congenial spirit; and there are few things 
more rare. How very seldom do you encoun- 
ter in the world a man of great abilities, ac- ' 
quiremenls, experience, who will unmask his 
mind; unbutton his brains; and pour forth in 
careless and picturesjjue phrase, all the results 
of his studies and observation ; his knowledge 
of men, books and nature. On the contrar)% if i 
a man has by any chance what he conceu'es ;' ' 
an original idea, he hoards it as if it were oldj 
gold; and rather avoids the subject with which" 
he is most conversant, from fear that you may I 
appropriate his best thoughts. One of the prin- | 
cipal causes of our renowned dolness in con- 
versation is our extreme intellectual jealousy. 
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never think they are sufficiently appreciated, 
and live in treraour lest a brother should, dis- 
tinguish himself. Artists have the repute of 
being nearly as bad. And as for a small rising 
politician, a clever speech by a supposed rival 
Qr suspected candidate for office, destroys his 
appetite and disturbs his slumbers. 

One of the chief delights and benefits of tra^ 
vel is that one is perpetually meeting men of 
great abilities, of original mind, and rare ac- 
quirements, who will converse without reserve. 
In these discourses, the intellect makes daring 
leaps and marvellous advances. The tone that 
colours our aAer^ life is often caught in these 
chance colloquies, and the bent given that shapes 
a career. 

And yet, perhaps, there is no occasion when 
the heart is more open, the brain more quick, 
the memory more rich and happy, or the tongue 
more prompt and eloquent, than when tWb 
school-day friends, knit by every sympathy of 
intelligence and affection, meet at the close ot 
their college careers, after a long separation, 
hesitating as it were on the verge of active life, 
and compare together their conclusions of the 
interval ; impart to each other all their thoughts 
and secret plans and projects; high fancies and 
noble aspirations ; glorious visions of personal 
fame and national regeneration. 

Ah! why should such enthusiasm ever die! 
Life is too short to be little. Man is never so 
manly as when he feels deeply, acts boldly, and 
expresses himself with frankness and with fer- 
vour. 

Most assuredly there never was a congress of 
friendship wherein more was said and felt than 
in this meeting so long projected, and yet peN 
hapsr on the whole so happily procrastinated 
between Coningsby and Millbank. In a mo- 
ment, they seemed as if they had never parted. 
Their faithful correspondence indeed had main- 
tained the chain of sentiment unbroken. But 
details are only for conversation. Each poured 
forth his mind without stitit. Not an author 
that had influenced their taste or judgment, but 
was canvassed and criticised ; not a theory they 
had framed or a principle they had adopted that 
was not confessed. Often with boyish glee 
still lingering with their earnest purpose, they 
shouted as they discovered that they had form^ 
the same opinion or adopted the same conclu- 
sion. They talked all day and late into the night 
Thkrx are few things in life more interesting They condensed into a week the poignant con- 
than an unrestrained interchange of ideas with elusions of three years of almost unbroken 
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study. And one night fts ibey sat together in 
Millbank's rooms at Oriel, their conversation 
having for some time taken a political colour, 
Mill bank said: 

*♦ Now tcH me, Goningsby, exactly what yon 

conceive to be the state of parties in this coun^ 

try ; for it seems to me that if we penetrate the 

surface, the classification mast be more simple 

than their mlny names would intimate." 

J " The principle of the exclusive constitj|<tidn 

tf England having been conceded by the acts 

/tof 1827-8-32," said Coningsby, **a party has 

mrisen in the state, who demand that the princi- 

fple of political liberalism fihall conseqnently be 

/ carried to its extent ; which it appears to them 

I is impossible without getting rid of the frag- 

I ments of the old constitution that remain. This 

I is the destrobtive party ; a party with distinct 

' and intelligible principles. They seek a specific 

for the evils of our social system in the general 

suffrage of the population. 

"They are resisted by another party, who 
having given up exclusion, would only embrace 
^ as much liberalism as is necessary for the mo. 
ment ; who without any embarrassing promulga- 
tion of principles wish to keep things as they find 
ahem as long as they can; and then will manage 
I them as they find them as well as they can; but as 
I a party must have the semblance of principles, 
Uhey take thp names of the things that they have 
i destroyed. Thus they are devoted to the prero- 
^gatives of the crown, although in truth the 
*crown has been stripped of every one of its pre- 
jrogatives ; they affect a great veneration for the 
jbonstitution in church and state, though every 
jone knows that the constitution in church and 
jstate no longer exists ; they are ready to stand 
pT fall with the * independence of the Upper 
pouse of Parliament,' though in practice, tliey 
cire perfectly aware, that, with their sanction, 
jthe * Upper House' has abdicated its initiatory 
^"unctions, and now serves only as a court of 
eview of the legislation of the House of Com- 
mons. Whenever public opinion, which this 
party never attempts to form, lo educate, or to 
ilead, falls into some violent perplexity, passion, 
for caprice, this party yields without a struggle 
/ to the impulse, and when the storm has past, 
I attempts to obstruct and obviate the logical, and 
I ultimately the inevitable, results of the very 
t measures they have themselves originated, or 
I to which they have consented. This is the con- 
^rvative party. 

^"I care not whether men are called whigs or 
' tones, radicals or chartists, or by what nick- 
name a bustling and thoughtless . race may 
designate themselves; but these two divisions 
comprehend at present the English nation. 

** With regard to the first school, I for one 
have no faith in the remedial qualities of a go- 
vernment carried on by a neglected democracy, 
who, for three centuries, have received no edu- 
cation. What prospect does it offer us of those 
high principles of conduct with which we have 
fed our imaginations and strengthened oar 
will 1 I perceive none of the elements of go- 
vernment that should secure the happiness of a 
people and the greamess of a realm. 

" But in my opinio^ if democracy be com- 
bated only bv conservativism, democracy must 
triumph, and at no distaitt date. This' then is 



our position. The mln who' Mien pnblie IHe 
at this epoch has to choose between political in- 
fidelity and a destructive creed." 

"This then/' said Millbank, "is the dilemma 
to which we are brought by nearly two centuriea^ 
of parliamentary 'monarchy and parli&ni£fitary 
church 1" 

♦♦ Tis true," said Coningsby. ** We cannot 
conceal it from ourselves, that the first has made 
government detested, and the second, religicm 
disbelieved." 

" Many men in this country," said Millbantr, 
"and especially in the class to which I belong, 
are reconciled to the contemplation of denu>- 
craby, becausle they have accustomed them- 
.selves to believe that it is the only power hj 
iwhieh we can sv^eep away those sectional pn- 
Ivileges and interests that impede the intelligence 
and industry of the community." 

" And yet," said Coningsby, " the only way to 
terminate what in the language of the present 
day is called clasa legislation is not to inttnst 
power to classes, "^ou would find a loco-foco 
majority as much addicted to class legislatioit 
as a factitious aristocracy. The only power 
that has no class sympathy l$ the sovereign." 

" But suppose the case of an arbitrary sove- 
reign, what would be your check against him?*' ' 

"The same as against an arbitrary Partia* 
ment." 

" But a Parliament is responsible." 

"Towhoml" 

" To their constituent body." 

" Suppose it was to vote itself perpetualt" 

"But public opinon would prevent that." 

" And is public opinion of less influence on an 
individual than on a bodyl" 

" But public opinion may be indifiTerent: a 
nation may be misled, may be corrupt." 

"If the nation that elects the Pariiament be 
corrupt, the elected body will resemble it. The 
nation that is corrupt, deserves to fall. But 
this only shows that there is something to' be 
considered beyond forms of government — na- 
tional character. And herein mainly should we 
repose our hopes. If a nation be led to aim at 
the good and the great, depend upon it, wha^ 
ever be its form, the government will respond 
to its convictions and its sentiments." 

" Do you then declare against parliamentaiy 
govern ment 1" 

"Far from it: I. look upon political change as 
the greatest of evils, for it comprehends all. 
But if we have no faith in the permanence of 
the existing settlement, if the very individuals 
who established it year after year are proposing 
their modifications or their reconstructions, so 
also, while we uphold what exists, ought we to 
prepare ourselves for the change we deem im- 
pending? 

"Now I would not that either ourselves, or 
our fellow-citizens, should be taken unawares 
as in 1 832, when the very men who opposed the 
reform bill offered contrary objections to it which 
destroyed each other, so ignorant were they of 
its real character, its historical causes, its poli- 
tical consequences. We should now so act, 
that when the occasion arrives, we should 
clearly comprehend what we want, ^nd have 
formed an opinion as to the b«*st means by 
which that want can be supplied. 
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. Tor this purpose, I would accuston the 
pfiablic mind to the contemplation of an existing 
though torpid power in the constitution; capa- 
ble of removing our social grievances were we 
to transfer to it those prerogatives which the 
Parliament has gradually usurped* and used in 
a manner which has produced the present ma- 
terial and moral disorganization. The House 
otf Commons is the house of a few; the sove- 
reign is the sovereign of all. The pruper leader 
of the people is the individual who sits upon the 
throoc." 

. "Then you abjure thfe representative princi- 
/ plel" # 

** Why so 1 Representation is not necessary, 
or even in a principal sense, parliamentary. 
Parliament is not sitting at this moment, and 
yet the nation is represented in its highest as 
well as in its most minute interests. Not a 
grievance escapes notice and redress. I see in 
the newspaper this morning that a pedagogue 
has brutally chastised his pupil. It is a fact 
known over all England. We must not forget 
'that a principle of government is reserved for 
oar days, that we sluill not find in our Aristotles, 
or even in the forests of Tacitus, nor in our 
Saxon Wittenagemotes, nor in our Plantagenet 
r Parliaments. Opinion now is supreme, an4 
V opinion s$peaks in print. ^ The representation of 
the press is far more complete tnan the repre* 
sentation of Parliament. Parliamentary repre- 
sentation was the happy device of a ruder age, 
to which it was admirably adapted; an age of 
semi-civilization, when there was a leading class 
in theeommunidr; but it exhibits many symp- 
toms of desuetude. It is controlled by a system 
'of representation more vigorous and compre- 
hensive; which absorbs its ddties and fulfils 
them more efficiently: and in which discussion 
is pursued on fairer terms, and oAen with mpre 
depth and information." 
. "And to what power would you- intrust the 
function of taxation V* 

•^ To some power that would employ it more 
discreetly than in creating our present amount 
of debt, and in establishing our present system 
. of imposts. 

. " In a word, trae wisdom lies in the policy that 
would effect its ends by the influence of opinion, 
and yet by the means of existing forms. Never- 
theless, if we are foreed to revolutions, let us 
^' propose to our consideration the idea of a free 
(^monarchy, established on fundamental . law's, 
itself the apex of a vast pile of municipal and 
local government, ruling an educated people. 



isectional anomalies, assuage religiofis hears, 
and extinguish chartism." 

" You said to nie yesterday," said Millbank, 
after a pause, ** quoting the words of another 
which you adopted, that man was made to adore 
and to obey. Now you have shown to me the 
means ■ by which you deem it possible that go- 
vernment might become no longer odious to the. 
subject; you have shown bow man may be in- 
duced to obey. But there are duties and interests 
for man beyond political obedience, and social 
comfort, and national greatness; higher interests 
and greater duties. How would you deal with 
their spiritual necessities? You think you can 
combat political infidelity in a nation by the- 
, principle of enlightened ioyslty. How would 
you encounter religious infidelity in a state? 
By what means is the principle of profound 
reverence to be revived? How, la short, is man * 
to be led to adore 1" 

*' Ah! that is a subject which I have not for- 
gotten," replied Ooningsby« "I know, from 
your letters, how deeply it has engaged your 
thoughts. I confess to you that it has oAen- 
filled mine with perplexity and depressi^. 
When we were at Eton, and both of us impreg- 
nated with the contrary prejudices in which 
we had been brought up, there was still between 
us one common ground of sympathy and trust; 
we reposed with confidence and a^ection in the 
bosom of our church. Time and thought, with 
both of us, have only matured the spontaneous 
veneration of our boyhood. But time and, 
thoaght have also shown me, that the church of 
our heart is not in a position, as regards the 
community, con.<anant with its original and 
essential character, or with the welfare of the 
nation." 

"The character of a church is universality" 
replied Millbank. <*Once the church in this 
country was universal, in principle an4 prac- 
tice; when wedded to the state, it continued at 
least universal in principle, if not in practice. 
What is it now? All ties between the state 
and the church are abolished except those 
which tend to its danger ^nd diegradalion. 

** What can be more anomalous than the pre- I 
sent connection between state and church? ^ 
Every condition on which it was originally con- 
sented to. has been cancelled. That original 
alliance was in myview an equal calamity for 
the nation and the church ; but at least it was 
an intelligible compact. Parliament, then con- 
sisting only of members of the established 
church, was on ecclesiastical matters, a lay 



Before such a royal authority, supported by 
such a national opinion, the sectional anomalies 
of our country would disappear. Under such a 
system, where qualification would not be par- 
liamentary, but personal, even statesmen would 
be educated; we should have no more diplo- 
matists who could not speak French ; no more 
bishops ignorant of theology; no more generals- 
in-chief who never* saw a field. 

"Now there is a polity adapted to our laws, 
our institutions, our feelings, our manners, our 
traditions ; a polity capable of great ends, and 
appealing to high sentiments ; a polity which in 
my opinion would render government an object 
01 national affection; which would terminate 



represented by a free and intellectual press., syno d, and might in some points of view be 



esteemed a necessary portion of church govern- 
ment But you have effaced thh exclusive 
character of Parliament; you have determined 
that a communion with the established church 
shall no longer be part of the qualification for 
sitting in the House of Commons. There is no 
reason, as far as the constitution avails, why 
every member of the House of Commons should 
not be a dissenter. But the whole power of the 
country is concentrated in the House of Com- 
mons. The House of Lords, even the monarch 
himself, has openly announced and confessed, 
within these ten years, that the will of the House^ 
of Commons is supreme. A sinjgle vote of the 
House of Commons, in 1832, made^e Duke of 
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Wellington declare in the House of Lords that 
he was obliged to abandon his sovereign in *the 
most difficulf and distressing circumstances.' 
\ The House of Commons is absolute. It is the 
Slate. * L*Etat,4&*est moi.* The House of Com- 
mons virtually appoints the -bishops. A sec- 
tarian , assembly appoints the bishops of the 
established church. They may appoint twenty 
Hoadleys. James II. was expelled the throne 
because he appointed a Roman Catholic to an 
Anglican see. A Parliament might do this to- 
morrow with impunity. And this is the consti- 
tution in church and state which conservative 
dinners toast ! The only consequences of the 
present union of church and state are, that, on 
the side of the state there is perpetual inter- 
ference in ecclesiastical government, and on 
the side of the church a sedulous avoidance of 
all those principles on which alone church go- 
vernment can be established, and by the influ- 
€>nce of which alone can the Church of Eng- 
land again become universal.". 

" But it is urged that the state protects its re- 
venues V* 

** No ecclesiastical revenues should be safe, 
that require protection. Modern history is a 
history of church SfK)liation. And by whom? 
Not by the people ; not by the democracy. No, 
it isihe emperor, the king, the feudal baron, the 
court minion. The estate of the church is the 
e^siate of the people, as long as the church is 
governed on its real principles. The church is 
the medium by which the despised and degraded 
classes assert the native equality of man, ftnd 
yindicate the rights and power of intellect. It 
made, in the darkest hour of Norman rule, the 
son of a Saxon pedlar primate of England; 
and placed Nicholas Breakspear, a Hertford- 
shire peasant, on the throne of the Caesars. It 
would do as great things now, if it were di- 
vwed from the degrading and tyrannical con- 
nefi^n that enchains it. You would have 
other sons of peasants bishops of England, in- 
stead of men appointed to that sacred oiRce 
solely because they were the needy scions of a 
factitious aristocracy; men of gross ignorance, 
profligate habits, and grinding extortion ; who 
have disgraced the episcopal throne, and pro- 
faned the altar." 

"But surely you cannot justly extend such a 
description to the present beiich." 

"Sorely not: I speak of the past; of the 
past that has produced so much present evil. 
We live in decent times; frigid, latitudintrian, 
alarmed, decorous. Apriest is scarcely deemed 
in our days a fit successor of the authors of the 
gospels, if he be not the editor of a Greek play; 
and he who follows St. Paul must now at least 
have ^been private tutor of some young noble- 
man, who has taken a good degree ! And then 
you are all avStonished that the church is not 
universal! Why! nothing but the indestrncti- 
bleness of its principles, however feebly pur- 
slied, could have maintained even the disor- 
gai^ized body that still survives. 

"And yet, my dear Coningsby, with all its 
. past errors and all its present deficiencies, it is 
I by the chui^ch, I would have said until I listened 
^ to you to-night, by the church alone, that I see 
any chance of Regenerating the national charac- 
ter. The parochial system, though shaken by 
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the fatal poor law, i& still the most ancient, the 
most comprehensive, and the most popular in- 
stitution of the country; the younger priests are, 
in general, men whose souls are awake to the 
high mission which they have to fulfil, and 
which their predecessors so neglected; there is, 
I think, a rising feeling in the community, that 
parliamentary interference in matters eccleslas^ 
tical has not tended either to the spiritual or* the 
material elevation of the humbler orders. Di- 
vorce the church from the state, and the spi- 
ritual power that struggled against the brute 
force of the dark ages, against tyrannical mo- 
nstrchs and barbarous barons, will struggle 
again in opposition to influences of a diiferem 
form, but of a similar tendency; equally selfish, 
equally insensible, equally barbarizing. The 
priests of God are the tribunes of the people. 
Oh! ignorant! that with such a mission, they 
should ever have cringed in the ante-chambers 
of ministers,^ or bowed before parliamentary' 
committees!" 

"The Utilitarian system is dead,** said Co- 
ningsby. "It has passed through the heaven 
of philosophy like a hail storm; cold, noisy, 
sha/p and peppering; and it has melted away. 
And yet can we wonder that it found some suc- 
cess, when we consider the political ignorance 
and social torpor which it assailed? Anointed 
Irings turned into chief magistrates, and there- 
fore much overpaid; estates of the realm - 
changed into parliaments of virtual representa- 
tion, and therefore requiring real reform ; holy 
church transformed into national establish- 
ment, and therefore grumbled at by all the 
nation for whom it was not supported. What 
an inevitable harvest of sedition, radicalism, 
infidelity ! I really think there is na society, how- 
ever great its resources, that could long resist 
the united influences of chief magistrate, virtual 
representation, and church establishment !'' 

"I have immense faith in the new genera- 
tion," said Millbank eagerly. 

*It is a holy thing to see a state saved by its 
youth," said Coningsby, and then he added in a 
tone of humility, if not of depression: "But 
what a task! What a variety of qualities, 
what a combination of circumstances are requi- 
site! What bright abilities and what noble pa- 
tience ! What confidence from the people, what 
favour from the Most High !" 

"But he will favour us," said Millbank. 
"And I say to you as Nathan said to David, 
* Thou art the man !* You were our leader at 
Eton ; the friends of your heart and ^yhood 
still cling and cluster around you, they are all 
men whose position forces them into public life. 
It is a nucleus of honour, faith and power. . 
You have only to dare. And will you not dare t J 
It is our privilege to live in an age when the 
career of our ambition is identified with the 
performance of the greatest good. Of the pre- 
sent epoch it may be truly said, * M''ho dares to 
be good, dares to be great.' " 

"Heaven is abo\'e all?" said Coningsby^ 
" The curtain of our fate is stiil undrawn. We 
are happy in our friends, dear Millbank, and 
whatever lights, we will stand together. Per 
myself, I prefer jRame to life; and yet the con- 
sciousness of heroic deeds to the most wide- 
spread celebrity." 



^ 



conwo®5y; 



is I 



CHAPTER ni. 

The beautiful light of summer had never 
shone on a scene and surrounding landscape 
"urhich recalled happier images of English 
nature, and sweeter recollections of English 
manners, than that to which we would now in- 
troduce oUr readers. One of those true old 
English halls now unhappily so rare, built in 
the time of the Tudors,and in its elaborate tim- 
ber framing and decorative wood-work, indicat- 
ing perhaps the scarcity of brick and stone at 
the period of its structure as much as the gro- 
tesque genitisof its fabricator, rose on d terrace 
surrounded by ancient and very formal gardens. 
The l^all itself during many generations had 
"been vigilantly and tastefully preserved by its 
proprietors. There was not a point which was 
jkot as fresh as if it had been renovated but 
yesterday. It stood a huge and strange blend- 
ing of Grtcian^ Gothic, and Italian architecture, 
with a wild dash of the fantastic in addition. 
The lantern watch-towers of a baronial castle 
were placed in juxta-pdsiiion with Doric co- 
lumns employed for chimneys, while under 
oriel windows might be observed Italian door- 
ways with Grecian pediments. Beyond the ex- 
tensive gardens, an avenue of Spanish chestnuts 
at each point of the compass approached the 
mansion, or led into a small park which was 
table land, its limits opening on all * sides to 
beautiful and extensive valleys, sparkling with 
cultivation, except at one point, where the river 
Barl fprmed the boundary of the domain, and 
then spread in many a winding through the rich 
country beyond. 

Such was Hellingsley, the new home that 
Oswald Millbank was about to visit for the' 
first time. Goningsby and himself had tra- 
velled together as far as Darlford, where their 
roads diverged and they had separated with 
an en^ag:ement on the part of Goningsby to 
visit Hellingsley on the morrow. As they had 
travelled along, Goningsby had frequently led 
the conversation to domestic topics: gradually 
he had talked, and talked, much, of Edith. 
Without an obtrusive curiosity, he extracted 
unconsciously to his companion traits of her 
character and early days, which filled him with 
a wild and secret interest. The thought that in 
a few l^onrs he was to meet her again, infused 
into his being a degree of transport, which the 
very necessity of repressing before his compa- 
nion, renderaj more magical aiul thrilling. How 
oAen it happens in life, that we have with a 
grave face to discourse of the most ordinary 
I topics, while, all the time our heart and memory 
\ are engrossed with some enchanting secret! 

The castle of his grandfather presented a far 
different scene on the . arrival of Goningsby to 
that which it had offered on his first vi^it. The 
marquess had given him a formal permission 
^ to repair to it at bis pleasure, and had instructed 
the steward accordingly. But he camb with- 
out notice, at a season of the year when the ab- 
« sence of all sports made his arrival onexpected. 
The scattered and sauntering household roused 
themselves into action, and contemplated the 
conviction that it might be ne&essary to do some 
service for their wages. There was a stir in 
that vast, sleepy, castle. At last the steward 



wa^ found, and came forward to welcome their 
young master, whose simple want^ were limited 
tb the roonis he had formerly occupied. 

Goningsby reached the castle a little before 
sunset, almost the same hour th^t he had 
arrived there more than three years ago. How 
much had happened in the interval! Go- 
ningsby had already lived long enough to find 
interest in pondering over the past. That past 
too must inevitably exercise a great influence 
over his present. He recalled his morning 
drive with his grandfather to the brink of that 
river which was the boundary between his 
own domain and Hellingsley. Who dwelt at - 
Hellingsley now 1 

Restless, excited, not insensible to the diffi- 
culties, perhaps the dangers, of his position, 
yet full of an entrancing emotion in which all 
thoughts and feelings seemed to mer^e, Go- 
ningsby went forth into the fair gardens to 
muse over his love amid objects as beautiful. 
A rosy light hung over the rarte shrubs and tall 
fantastic trees; while a rich yet darker tint 
suffused the distant woods. This ^euthanasia 
of the day exercises a strange influence on the 
hearts of those who love. Who has not felt 
it ? Magical emotions that touch the immortal 
part ! 

But as for Goningsby, the mitigating hour 
that softens the heart made his spirit brave. 
Amid the ennobling sympathies of nature, the 
pursuits and purposes of worldly prudence and 
conventional advantage subsided into their es- 
sential nothingness. He willed to blend his life 
and fate with a being beautiful as that nature 
that subdued him, and he felt in his own breast 
the intrinsic energies that in spite of all ob- 
stacles should mould such an imagination into 
reality. 

He descended the slopes, now growing dim- 
mer in the fleeting light, into the park. The 
stillness was almost supernatural; the jocund 
sounds of day had died, and the voices of the 
night h^d not commenced. His heart too was 
still. A sacred calm had succeeded to that 
distraction of emotion which had agitated him 
the whole day, while he had mused over his 
love and the. infinite and insurmountable bar- 
riers that seemed to oppose his will. Now he 
felt one of those strong groundless convictions 
that are the inspiration of passion, that ail would 
yield to him as to one holding an enchanted 
wand. 

Oa ward he strolled ; it seemed without pur- 
pose, yet always proceeding. A pale and then 
gleaming tint stole over the masses of mighty 
timber; and soon a glittering light flooded the 
lawns and glades. The moon was high in her 
summer heaven, and still Goningsby sti*o!led 
on. He crossed the broad lawns, he traversed , 
the bright glades : amid the gleaming and sha- 
dowy woods, he traced his" prescient way. 

He came to the bank of a rushing river, 
foaming in the moonlight, and wafting on its 
blue breast the shadow of a thousand stars. * 

**0! river!" he said, "that rollest to my 
mistress, bear her, bear her, my heart !" 
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QIUcPTBB IV. 

Ladt WALtiirssa and Edith were together 
in the morniDg room of HeiUof^sleyythe morrow 
after the arrival of Oswald. Bdith was arraDg- 
ing flowers in a vase> while her aunt was em- 
broidering a Spanish peasant in correct costume. 
The daughter of Millbank looked as bright and 
fragrant as the fair creations that surrounded 
her. Beautiful to watch her as she arranged 
their forms and composed their groups; to 
mark her eye glance with gratification at some i 
happy C()mbination of colour, or to listen to her 
delight as they wafled to her in gratitude (heir 
perfume. Oswald and Sir Joseph were survey- 
ing the stables; Mr. Millbank, who had been 
daily expected for the last week from the facto- 
ries, had not yet arrived. 

** I must say he gsAned my heart from the 
first," said Lady Wallinger. 

'< I wish the gardener waald send us more 
roses/' said Edith. 

** He is so very superior to any young man 
I ever met," continual Lady Wallinger. 
. ^ I think we must have this vase entirely of 
rose^; don't you think so aunt 1" inquired her 
niece. 

"I am very fond of roses," said Lady Wal- 
linger. ''What beautiful bouquets Mr. Co- 
ningsby gave us at Paris, Edith !" 
"Beautiful!" 

*' I must say, I was very happy when I met 
Mr. Cpningsjby again<^t Cambridge," said Lady 
Wallinger. " It gave me much greater pleasure 
than seeing any of the colleges." 

''How delighted Oswald seems at having Mr. 
Coningsby ^or a companion again," said Edith. 
*• And very naturally," said Lady Wallinger. 
" Oswald ought to deem himself very fortunate 
lA having such a friend. I am sure the kind- 
ness of Mr. Coningsby when we met him at 
GanU>ridge is what I never shall forget. But he 
always was my favourite from the first I saw 
him at Paris. Do you know, Edith, I liked him 
the best of all your admirers 1" , 

"Oh! no, aunt," said Edith, soriiling, "not 
more than Lord Beaumanoir; you forget your 
great favourite,. Lord Beaumanoir." 
. " But I did not know Mr. Coningsby at Rome," 
said Lady Wallinger; "I cannot agree that any 
body is equal to Mr. Coningsby. I cannot tell 
you how pleased I am that he is our neighbour!" 
As Lady Wallinger gave a finishing stroke 
to the jacket of her Andalusian> Edith vividly 
blushing, yet .speaking in a voice of affected 
calmness, said, 
" Here is Mr. Coningsby, auat." 
And truly at this moment cur hero might be 
discerned approaching the hall by one of the 
avenues, and in a few minutes there was a 
ringing at the hall bell, and then after a short 
pause, the servants announced Mr. Coningsby, 
and ushered him into the morning room. 

Edith was embarrassed; the frankness and 
the gaiety of her manner had deserted her; Co- 
ningsby was rather earnest than self-possessed. 
Each feh at first, that the presence of Lady 
Wallinger was a relief. The ordinary topics of 
conversation were in sufficient plenty; remi- 
niscences of Paris, impressions of Hellingsley, 
his visit to Oxford, Lady Wallinger's visit to 



Cambridge. In leii tttinttte^, thetr voices seemed 
to sound to each other as they did in the Roe de 
Rtvoli, and their mutual perplexity bad in a 
great degree 'subsided. 

Oswald^and Sir Joseph now entered the room» 
and the conversation became general. HeU 
lingsley was the subject on which Coningsby 
dwelt; he was charmed with all that he had 
seen ; wiished to see more. Sir Joseph was q u ite 
prepared to accompany him; but Lady Wal- 
linger who seemed to read Ooaingsby's wishes 
in his eyes, proposed that the inspection shoald 
be general; and in the course of half an hoar, 
Coningsby was walking by the side of Edith, 
and sympathizing with all the natural charms 
to which her quick taste and lively expression 
called his notice and appreciation. Few things \ 
more delightful than a cbunlry ramble with a 
sweet companion ! Exploring woods, wander- 
ing over green commons, loitering in shady 
lanes, resting on rural stiles: the air full of 
perfume, the heart full of bliss! 

It seemed to Coningsby that he had never 
been happy before. A thrilling, joy pervaded 
his being> He could have sung like a bird. His 
heart was as sunny as the summer scene. Past 
and future were absorbed in the flowing hour; 
not an allusion to Paris, not a speculation on 
what might ^arrive; bpt infinite expressions of 
agreement, sympathy; a multitude of slight 
phrases, that however couched, had but one 
meaning; congeniality. He felt each moment 
her voice becoming more tender; his heart gush- 
ing in soft expressions; each moment he was ! 
more fascinated; her step was grace, her glance' 
was beauty; now she touched him by some " 
phrase of sweet simpliciity ; or carried him spell- 
Dound by her airy merriment. 

Oswaid assutned that Coningsby remained to 
dine with them. There was not even the cere- 
mony of invitatioQ. Coningsby cCnld not but 
remember his dinner at Millbank, and the timid 
hostess whom he then addressed so often in 
vain, as he gazed on the bewitching and accom- 
plished woman whom he now passionately 
loved. It was a most agreeable dinner. Os- 
wald, happy in his friend being his guest under 
his own roofji indulged in unwonted gaiety. 

The ladies withdrew; Sir Joseph began to 
talk politics, although the young men had 
threatened their fair companions immediately 
to follow them. This was the period of the 
bed-chamber plot, when Sir Robert Peel ac- 
cepted and resigned power in the course of three 
days. Sir Joseph, who had originally made up 
his mind to support a conservative government 
when he deemed it inevitable, had for the last 
month endeavoured to compensate for this tri- 
fling error by vindicating the donduct of his 
friends, and reprobating the behaviour of those 
who would deprive hef majesty of the " friends 
of her youth." Sir Joseph was a most chival- 
rous champion of the "friends of her youth" 
principle. Sir Joseph, who was always mode- 
rate and conciliatoiy in his talk, though he 
v^uld go, at any time, any lengths for his party, ' 
expressed himself to-day with extreme sobriety, 
as he was determined not to hurt the feelings 
of Mr. Coningsby, and he principally confined 
himself to urging temperate questions, some- 
what in the foilowiag fashion : 



CGhumwr* 



iss 



. «I &dmit that on Ifa^ whole, under ordinary 

circQmsUkii'Ces, it would perh^s have b^en 

])iore convenient that these appointments should 

have remained with Sir Robert, but don't you 

think tHat under the peculiar circumstances, 

^ipg fcieads of her majesty's youth 1" Ac. &c. 

^Sir Joseph was extremely astonished when 

Coningsby replied t hat he thon^t under no cir- 

caysiacLces shou ld any appointment iB Iftg h?yia(r 

tonsefaold be deDeD dent on ihe TffllflC'Pf "tflft 

ouse oi Uommons, though he was tar irom 

admiring the "friends of her youth" principle, 

which he looked upon as very irapertifieo^t. 

^ But- surely," said Sir Joseph, " the minister 
being responsible to Parliament, it mus^t follow 
that all great offices of state should be filled at 
his discretion " 

f'But where do yom find, this principle of 
ministerial responsibility V* inquired Coningsby. 
** And__ is not a mi nister.j: £ sponsible U } his 
noverei gnl" inqmrod Millbank. 

Sir loseph seemed a little confused. He had 
always heard that ministers were responsible 
to Parliament; and he had a vague conviction, 
notwithstanding the reanimating loyalty of the 
bed-chamber plot, that the sovereign of England 
was a nonentity. He took refuge in indefinite 
expressions, and observed, "The responsibility 
of cninisters is surely a constitutioqal doctrine!" 
**The ministers of the crown are responsible 
to their aaaster; they are not the ministers of 
' Parliament" 

"But then you know virtually,^* said Sir 
loseph, " the Parliament, that is^ the House of 
Commons, governs the country." 
. "It did before 1832," said Coningsby; "but 
- that is all past now. We got rid ^ thai with 
the Venetian constitution." 

<*The Yeneti^ constitution!" said Sir Jo« 
seph. 

" To he sure," said Millbank. " W« were 
governed in this country by the VenetMtn con^ 
stitution from the accession of the house of 
Hanover. But that yoke is past. ^»d now, I 
hope we are in a state of transition from the 
Italian dogeship to the English monarchy.^ 

" King, lords, and commons, the Venetian 
constitution !" exclaimed Sir Joseph. 

"But they were phrases," sa/d Coningsby, 
f* not facts. The king was a doge ; the cabinet 
the Council of Ten. Your Parliament, that y<m 
cail lords and commons, was nothing more than 
the great council of nobles." 

** The resemblance was complete," said Mill- 
bank, "and no wonder, for it was not acci- 
dental; the Venetian constitution was iaien- 
tiOnally copied." 
" We should have had the Venetian republic 
, in 1640," said Coningsby, " had it not been for 
the Puritans. Geneva beat Venice." 
/ "I am sure these ideas are not very generally 
Ttnown," said Sir Joseph, bewildered. 

"because you have had your history writ- 
.ten by the Venetian party," said Coningsby, 
"and it has been tlieir interest to oonceal 
them." • 

"I will venture to say that there are very 
few men oh our side in the House of Com- 
mons," said Sir Joseph, " who are aware that 
.they were born under a Venetian constitu- 
tion." 



"Let OS g& td the ladies," said Millbank, 
smiling. 

Edith was reading a letter as they entered. 

"A letter from papa," she exclaimed, looking 
up at her brother with great animation. " We 
may expect him every day, and yet, aias I he 
cannot fix one." 

They now all spoke of Millbank; and Co- 
ningsby was happy that he was familiar with 
the scene. At length he ventured to say to 
Edith, " You once made me a promise which 
you never fulfilled. I shall claim it to-night" 

"And what can that be?" 

"The song that yon promised m» at Mill^ 
bank more than three years ago.'' 

" Your memory is very good." 

" It has dwelt upon the subject" 

Then they spoke for awhile of other recol- 
lections, and then, Coningsby appealing to Lady 
WalUnger for her influence, Edith rose, and 
took up her guitar. Her voice was rich and 
sweet ; the air she sang gay, even fantastically 
fh>lic; such as the girls of Granada ebaunt 
trooping home from some country festival; her 
^ft, dark eye brightened with joyous sym- 
pathy; and ever and anon, with an arch grace» 
she beat the guitar, in chorus, with her pretty 
band. 

The moon wanes; and Coningsby must leave 
these enchanted halls.' Oswald walked home- 
ward with him, until he reached *the domain of 
his grandfathei*. Then mounting his herse» 
Coningsby bade his friend farewell till the mor* 
T9W, and made his best way to the castle. 



CHAPTER V. 

Tbsbk is a romance in every life. The em- 
blazoned page of Coningsby's existence was 
now ©pen. Ii had been prosperous before; 
with some moments of excitement; some of 
delight; but they had all ft>and, as it were, 
their origin in worldly considerations, or been 
inevitably mixed up with them. At Paris, for 
example, he loved, or thought he loved. But 
there, not an hour could elapse without hit 
meeting some person, or hearing somethings 
which disturbed the beauty of his emotions, or 
broke his spell-bound thoughts. There was 
his grandfather hating the Millhanks, op Si- 
donia loving them ; and common people in the 
common world making common observatien» 
en them ; asking who they were, or telling who^ 
they were ; and brushing the bloom of aU life's 
fresh delicious fancies with their coarse band* 
ling. 

But now his feelings were ethereal. He 
loved, passionately—^and he . loved in a scene,, 
and in a society as sweet, as pure, and as re- 
fined,, as his imagination and his heart There 
was no malicious gossip, no callous chatter, to- 
profane his ear and desecrate his sentiment* 
All that be heard or saw was worthy of the 
summer sky, the still green woods, the gushing 
river, the gardens and terraces, the stately and 
fantastic dwellings^ among which his^ife now 
glided as in some dainty- and gorgeous masque- 
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All the soft, social domestic ^fmpathies of 
hi» natare, which, however abundant, had never 
been cultivated, were developed by the life tie 
wa$ now leading. It was not merely that he 
lived in the constant presence, and under the 
constant influence of one whom he adored, that 
made bim so happy. He was surrounded by 
beings who found felicity in the interchange of 
kind feelings and ki^d words; in the cultiva- 
tion of happy talents and refined tastes; and 
the enjoyment of a life which their own good 
sense and own good hearts made them both 
comprehend and appreciate. Ambition lost 
muctiof 4ts splendour; even his lofty aspira- 
tions something of their hallowing impulse of 
paramount duty, when Coningsby felt how 
much ennobling delight was consistent with 
the seclusion of a private station ; and mused 
over an existence to be passed amid woods 
and waterfalls, with a fair hand locked in his; 
or surrounded by his friends in some ancestral 
hall. 

The morning after his first visit to Hel- 
lingsley, Coningsby rejoined his friends, as he 
had promised Oswald at their breakfast table ; 
and day after day, he came with the early sun, 
and left them only wl^en the late moon sil- 
vered the keep of Coningsby Castle. Mr. Mill- 
bank, who wrote daily, and was daily to be 
expected, did not arrive. A week, a week of 
unbroken blis^, had vanished away — passed in 
long rides and longer walks; sunset saunter- 
ings^ and sometimes moonlit strolls^; talking of 
flowers, and thinking of things even sweeter; 
listening to delicious sojags, and sometimes 
reading aloud some bright "Yomance, or soine 
inspiring lay. 

One day, Coningsby who arrived at the Hall 
tinexpectedly late; indeed it was some hours 
past noon, for he had been detained by cfe-. 
spatches which arrived at the castle from Mr. 
Rigby and which required *his interposition; 
found the ladies alone, and was told that Sir 
Joseph and Oswald were at the fishing cottage, 
where they wished him to join them. He was 
in no haste to do this ; and Lady Wallinger pro- 
posed, that when they felt inclined to ramble, 
they should all walk down to the fishing cottage 
together. So seating himself by the side of 
Edith who was tinting a sketch which she had 
made of a rich oriel of Hellingsley, the morning 
passed away in that slight and yet subtle talk 
in which a lover delights, and in which, while 
asking a thousand questions, that seem at the 
first glance, sufficiently trifling, he is indeed 
often conveying a meaning that is not expressed, 
or attempting to discover a feeling that is hid- 
den. And these are occasions, when glances 
meet, and glances are withdrawn: the tongue 
may speak idly, the eye is more eloquent; and 
ofVen more true. 

Coningsby looked up; Lady Wallinger who 

, had more than once announced, that she was 

going to pot on her bonnet, was gone. Yet 

still he continued to talk trifles ; and still Edith 

listened. 

" Of all that yon have told mc,'\said Edith, 
** nothing pleases me so much as your descrip- 
tion of St Oene vi eve. iiow much I should like 
to catch the deer at snnset on the heights! 
What a pretty drawing it would make V 



«Yott would like Eustace Lyle," said Co- 
ningsby. " He is so shy and yet so ardent" 

*'You have such a band of friends. Oswald 
was saying this morning there was no one who 
had so many devoted friends." 
"We are all united by sympathy; it is the 

only bond of friendship; and yet friendship ^ 

"Edith," said Lady Wallinger looking into 
the room from the garden with her bonnet on, 
" you will find me roaming on the terrace." 
" We come, dear aunt." 
And ySt they did not move. There were yet 
a few pencil touches to be given to the tinted 
sketch ; Coningsby would cut the pencils. 

"Would you give me," he said, "some slight 
memorial of Hellingsley and your art ! I would 
not venture to hope for any thing half so beau- 
tiful as this; but the slightest sketch. I should 
so like when away to have it hanging in my 
room." 

A blush suffused the ch6ek of Edith, she 
turned her head a little aside, as if she were 
arranging some drawings. And then she said 
in a somewhat hushed and hesitating vpice, 

"I am sure I will do so; and with pleasure. 
A view of the Hall itself; I think that would be 
thef best memorial. Where shall we take it 
ft-oml We wHl decide in our walk," and she 
rose, and promising immediately to return, left 
the room. 

Coningsby leant over the mantle in deep ab- 
straction, gazing vacantly on^a miniature of the 
fjjither of Edith. A light step roused him ; she 
had returned. Unconsciously he greeted her 
with a glanc^ of ineflable tenderness. 

They w^ent forth ; it was a gray, sultry day. 
Indeed it was the covered sky which had led to 
the fishing scheme of the morning; Sir Joseph 
was a very expert and accomplished angler; 
and the Darl was renowned for its sport. They 
lingered before they reached the terrace where 
they were to find Lady Wallinger, observing the 
difi*erent points of view wbi^h the Hall pre- 
sented, and debating which was to form the 
subject of Coningsby's drawing; for already it 
was to be not merely a sketch, but a drawing, 
the most finished that the bright and effective 
pencil of Edith could achieve. If it really were 
to be placed in his room, and were to^be a me- 
morial of Hellingsley, her artistic reputation 
demanded a master-piece. 

They reactied the terrace: Lady Wallinger 
was not there; nor could they observe her in the 
vicinity. Coningsby was quite certain that she 
had gone onward to the fishing cottage, and ex- 
pected them to follow her; and he convinced 
Edith of the justness of his opinion. To the 
fishing cottage therefore they bent their steps« 
They emerged from the gardens into the park, 
sauntering over the table land, and seeking as 
much as possible the shade i^ the soft but op- 
pressive atmosphere. At the limit of the^able 
land their course lay by a 'wild and winding 
path through a gradual and wooded declivity. 
While they were yet inttiis craggy and roman- 
tic woodland, the big, fervent drops began to fall. 
Coningsby urged Edith to seek at once a natural 
shelter; but she, who knew the country, assured 
him that the fishing cottage was close by, and 
that they might reach it before the rain could do 
them any.harm. 
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And traly at ihis moment emerging from the 
wood they found themselves in the valley of the 
Darl. The river here was narrow and winding, 
but fall of life-; rushing and clear, but for the 
dark sky it reflected; with high banks of turf 
and tall trees; the silver birch, above all others, 
in clustering groups; infinitely picturesque. 
At the turn of the river, about two hundred 
yards distant, Ooningsby observed the low, dark 
roof of the fishing cottage on its banks. They 
descended from the woods to the margin of the 
stream, by a flight of turfen steps, Coningsby 
holding Kdith*s hand as he guided her progress. 

The drops became thicker : they reached, at 
A rapid pace, the cottage. The absent boat in- 
dicated that Sir Joseph and Oswald were on the 
river. The cottage was an old building of rus- 
tic logs, with a very shelving roof so that you 
might obtain safficienc. shelter without entering 
its walls. Coningsby found a rough garden seat 
for Edith. The shower was now violent. 

Nature, like man, sometimes weeps from 
.gladness. It is- the joy and tenderness of her 
heart that seek relief; and these are summer 
^- showers. In this instance, the vehemence of 
} her emotion was transie\it, though the tears 
^^*kept stealing down her cheek for a long time, 
and gentle sighs and sobs might for some pe- 
' riod be ' distinguished. ' The" oppressive atmo- 
sphere hadevapoi'ated; the gray, sullen lint had 
disappeared; a soft breeze came dancing up the 
stream ; a glowing light fell upon the woods and 
waters ; the perfume of trees and flowers and 
herbs flo«L ted around. "There was a carolling of 
birds ; a hum of happy insects in the air; fresh- 
ness and' stir, and a sense of joyous life, per- 
vaded all things; it^eemed that the heart of all 
creation opened. 

Coningsby, after repeatedly watching the 
shower with Edith, and speculating on its pro- 
gress, which did not mttch annoy them, had 
seated himself on a log almost at' her feet. And 
assuredly a maiden and a youth more beautiful 
and engaging had seldom met before in a scene 
more fresh and fair. Edith oh her rustic seat 
watched the now blue and foaming river, and 
the birch trees with a livelier tint, and quiver- 
ing in the sunset air; an expression of tranquil 
bliss suffused her beautiful brow, and spoke 
ffom the thrilling tenderness of her soft dark 
eye. Coningsby gazed on that countenance 
with a glance of entranced rapture. His cheek 
was flushed, his eye gleamed with dazzling lustre. 
She turned her head, she met that glance^ and, 
troubled, she withdrew her own. 
' "Ediib," he said, in a tone of tremulous pas- 
sion, " let me call you Edith ! Yes," he continued, 
gently taking her hand, '* Let me call you my 
Edith ! I love you !" 

She did not withdraw her hand ; but turned 
away a face flushed as the impending twilight. 



CHAPTER VI. 

It was past the dinner hour when Edith and 
Coningsby reached the hall; an embarrassing 



circumstance, but paitigated by the conviction 
that they had not to encounter a very critical 
inspection. What then were their feelings, 
when the first servant that they met informed 
them that Mr. Millbank had arrived! Edith 
never could have believed, that the return of 
her beloved father to his home could ever have 
been to her other than a cause of delight And 
yet now she trembled when she heard the an- 
nouncement. The mysteries of love were fast 
involving her existence. But this was not the 
season of meditation. Her heart was still agi- 
tated by the tremulous admission that she re- 
sponded to (hat fervent and adoring love whose 
eloquent music still sounded in her ear, and the 
pictures of /whose fanciful devotion flitted over 
her agitated vision. Unconsciously she pressed 
the arm of Coningsby as the servant spoke, and 
then without looking into his face, whispering 
him to be quick, she sprang away. 

As for Coningsby, notwitfastattding the elation 
of bis heart, and the ethereal jov which Ht^wed 
in all his veins, the name of*^ Mr. Millbank 
sounded something like a knelU However, ihis 
was not, the time to reflect. "He obeyed the 
hint of Edith; made the most rapid toilette that 
ev^r was consumnvated by a happy lover, and 
in a few minutes entered the drawing-room df 
Hellingsley; to encounter the gentleman whom 
he hoped by some means or other, quite incon- 
ceivable, might some day be transformed into 
his father-in-law, and the filfilment of his conse- 
quent duties towards whom he had commenced 
by keeping him waiting for dinner, y 

"How. do you d^ sirl" said Mr. Millbank, 
extending his hand to Coningsby. " You seem 
to have taken a long walk." 

Coningsby looked round to the kind Lady 
Wallinger, and half addressed his murmured 
answer to her, explaining low they had lost 
her, and their way, and were caught in a storm 
or a shower, which as it terminated about three » 
hours back, and the fishing cottage was little ' 
more than a mile from the hall, very satisfao- f 
torily accounted for their not being in time for I 
dinner. 

Lady Wallinger then said something about 
the lowering clouds having frightened h^r from 
the terrace, and Sir Joseph and Oswald talked 
a little of their sport, and of their having seen 
an otter; but there was or at least there seemed 
to Coningsby a tone of general embarrassment 
which distressed him. The fact is, keeping 
people for dinner under any circumstances is 
distressing. They are. obliged to talk at the very 
moment when they wish to use their powers of 
expression for a very diflferent purpose. They 
are faint, and conversation makes them more 
ejthausted. A gentleman, too, fond of his family, 
who in turn are devoted to him, making a great 
and inconvenient eflTort to reach them by dinner 
time; to please and surprise ihem ; and finding 
them all dispersed, dinner so late, that he might 
have reached home in good time without any 
great inconvenient effort, his daughter whom 
he has wished a thousand times to embrace 
taking a singularly long ramble with no other 
companion than a young gentleman, whom he 
did not exactly expect to see; all these are 
circumstances individually perhaps slight, and 
yet encountered collectively, it may be doubted 
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whether they would not a little raffle even the 
sweetest temper. 

Mr. MiHbaiik,too,had not the sweetest temper, 
though not a bad one; a little quick and fiery. 
But then he had a kind heart And when 
Edith, who had providentially sent down a 
message to order dinner, entered and embraced 
him at the very moment that dinner was i an- 
nounced, her father forgot every thing in his 
joy in seeing her, and his pleasure in being 
surrounded by his friends, ne gave his hand 
to Lady Wallinger; and Sir Joseph led away 
his niece. Coningsby |>ut his arm round the 
astonished neck of Oswald as if they were once 
more in the playing fields of Eton. 

** By Jove ! my dear fellow," he exclaimed, 
'^I am so sorry we kept your ihtber for din- 
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ner. 

As. Edith headed' her father's table, according 
to his rigid rule, Coningsby was on one side of 
ben. They never spoke so little; Coningsby 
wot^d have never unclosed his lips, had he 

I followed his huifiour. He Was in a stupor of 
happiness; the dining-room took the appearance 
of the fishing Cottage ; and he saw nothing but 
the flowing river. Lady Wallinger was, how- 
ever, next to him, and that was a relief; for he 
felt always she was his friend. Sir Joseph a 
good-hearted man, and on subjects with which 
he was acquainted, full of sound sense,*- was 
invaluable to-day, for he entirely kept up the 
conversation, speaking of things which greatly 
interested Mr. Millbank. And so their host soon 
recovered his good temper; he addressed seve- 
ral times his observatio»s to Coningsby, and 
was careful to take wine with him. On the 
whole, affairs went on flowingly enough. The 
gentlemen indeed stayed much Ion ger*over their 
wine than on the preceding days, and Coningsby 
did not venture on the liberty of quitting the 
room before his host It was as well. Edith 
required repose. She tried to seek it on the 
bosom of her aunt, as she breathed to her th« 
delicious secret of her life. When the gentle- 
men returned to the drawing-room, the ladies 
were not there. 

This rather distorbed Mr. Millbank again; 
he ha4 ^^^ ^^^ enough of^his daaghter; he 
wished to hear her sing. But Edith managed 
to reappear ; and even to sing. Then Coningsby 
went up to her and asked her to sing the song 
of the Girls of Granada. She said in a low 
voice, and with a fond yet serious look, 

*^I am nt)t in the mood for such a Song, but if 
you wish me — " 

She sang it and with inexpressible grace, and 
with an arch vivacity, that to a fine observer 
would have singularly contrasted with the al- 
most solemn and even troubled expression of 
her countenance a moment afterwards. 

The day was about to die ; the day the most 
important, the most precious, in the lives of 
Harry Coningsby and Edith Millbank. Words 
had been spoken, vows breathed, which were 
to influence ,their careers for ever. For them 
hereafter there was to be bat one life, one des- 
tiny, ye ijlrorld. Bach of them was still in 
such a state of tremulous excitement, that nei- 
ther had found time or occasion to ponder over 
tbe mighty result' They both required solitude; 
they both longed to be alone. Coningsby rose 



to depart. He pressed the soft liafld of £dith, 
and his glance spoke his soul. 

** We shall 'see you at breakfast to-morrow, 
Coningsbyt" said ^ Oswald, very loud, knowing 
that the presence of his father would make Co- 
ningsby hesitate about coming. Edith's heart 
flattered; but she said nothing. It was with 
delight she heard her father, after a moment's 
pause, say, 
** Oh ? I beg we may have that pleasure.** 
*• Not quite at so early an hour," said Co- 
ningsby, **but if you will permit me, I hope to 
havte the pleasure of hearing from you to-mor- 
row, sir, that your journey has not fatigued 
yon." 



CHAPTER Vn. 

To be alone; to have no need of feigning a 
tranquillity he could not feel; of coining com- 
mon-place courtesy, when his heart was gash- 
ing with rapture ; this was a great relief for 
Coningsby, though gained by a separation from 
Edith. 

The deed was done ; he had breathe;d his |ong 
brooding passion, he had received the sweet 
expression of her sympathv, he had gained the 
long coveted heart Youth, beauty, love, the 
innocence of unsophisticated breasts, and the 
inspiration of an exquisite nature, combined to 
fashion the spell that now entranced his life. — 
He turned to gaze upon the moonlit towers aoH 
peaked roofs of Hellingsley. Silent and dream- 
like, the picturesque pile rested on its broad 
terrace flooded with the silver light, and sur- 
rounded by the quaint bowers of its fantastic 
gardens tipped by the glittering beam. Half 
hid in deep shadow, half sparkling in the mid- 
night blaze, he recognized the oriel window that 
had been the subject of the morning's sketch. 
Almost he wished there should be some sound 
to assure him of his reality. But nothing broke 
the all-pervading stillness. Was his life to he 
as bright and as tranquil? And what was to 
be his life 1 

Whither wap he to bear the beautiful bride he 
had gained? Were the portals of Coningsl^ 
the proud and hospitable gates that were to 
greet hert How long would they greet him 
after the achievement of the last four-and- 
twenty-hours was known to their lord? Was 
this the return for the confiding kindness of his 
grandsire? ' That he should pledge his troth to 
the d|iughter of that grandsire's foe? 

Away with such dark and scaring visions! 
Is it n6t the noon of a summer night fragrant 
with the breath of gardens, bright with the 
beam that lovers love, and soft with the breath 
of Ausonian breezes ? Within that sweet and 
stately residence, dwells there not a maiden fair 
enotigh to revive chivalry; who is even now 
thinking of him as she leans on her pensive 
hand, or if perchance she dream, recalls him in 
her visions ? And himself, is he one who would 
cry craven with such a lot ! What avail his 
golden youth, his high blood, his daring and de- 
vising spirit, and all his stores of wisdom, if 
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they help sot now ! Does not he feel the energy 
divine that can confront fate and carve oat for- 
tunes 1 Besides it is nigh midsummer eve^ and 
what should fairies reign lor, but to aid such a 
bright pair as this ? 

He recalls a thousand times the scene, the 
moment, in which but a few hoars past, he dftred 
to tell her that he loved; he recalls a* thousand 
times the stilU small voice, that lAirmured her 
agitated felicity;, more than a thousand times, 
for his heart clinched the idea as a' diver grasps 
a gem, he recalls the enraptured yet gentle ein- 
brace, that had sealed upon her blushing cheek 
his mystical and delicious sovereignty. 



CHAPTER Vffl. 

Thu morning broke lowering and thunderous; 
small white clouds, dull {and immovable, stud- 
ded the leaden sky; the waters of the rushing 
Darl seemed to have become black and almost 
stagnant; the terraces of Hellingsley looked like 
the hard lines of a model; and the mansion 
itself had a harsh and metallic chfuracter. Be- 
fore the ehief portal of his hall, the elder Mill- 
bank, with an air of some anxiety, surveyed the 
landscape and the heareus, as & he were spe- 
culating on the destiny of the day. 

Often his eye wandered over the park; often 
with an uneasy and restless step he paced the 
raised walk hefpre him. The clock of Hellings- 
ley church had given the chimes of noon. His 
son and Goningsby appeared at the end of one 
of the avenues. His eye lightened; his lip be- 
came compressed ; he advanced to meet them. 

** Are you going to fish to-day, 0»wald1" he 
inquired of his son. 

** We had some thoughts of it, sir." 

** A fine day for sport, I should think,*' he ob- 
served as he turned towards the Hall with them. 

Coningsby remarked the fanciful beauty of 
the portal; its twisted columns^ and Caryatides 
carved in dark oak* 

" Yes, it's very well," said Millbank, •• but I 
really do not know why I came here ; my pre- 
sence is an efibrt. Oswald does not care for the 
place ; none of us do, I believe;" 

" Oh ! I like it now father; aftd Edith dotes 
on it." 

** She was very happy at Millbank," said the 
father, rather sharply. 

'^ We are all of us happy at Millbaiik," said 
Oswald. 

** I was much struck with the valley and the 
whole settlement when i first saw it," said Co- 
ningsby. 

** Suppose you go and si^e about the tackle, 
Oswald," said Mr. Millbank, "and Mr. Conings- 
by and I will take a stroll on the terrace in the 
mean time." 

The habit of obedience which was supreme 
in this family instantly ca rried Oswald away, 
though he was rather pui;zled why his> father 
should be so particularly ainxious about th| pre- 
paration of the fishing tadle, Bs he very rarely 
Used it His son had no> sooner departed than 



Mr. Millbaiik turned to Coningsby and said very 
abruptly, 

*• You have never seen my own robm here, 
Mr. Coningsbv ; step in ; for I wish tu say a word 
or two to you.^' And thus speaking, he advanced 
before the astonished, and rather agitated Co- 
ningsby, and led the way through a door and 
long passage to a room of moderate dimensions, 
partly furnished as a library, and full of parlia- 
mentary papers and blue books. Shutting the 
door with some earnestness, and pointing to a 
chair, he begged his guest to be seated. Both in 
their chairs, Mr. Millbank clearing his throat, 
said without preface, ^I have reason to believe, 
Mr. Coningsby, that you are attached to my 
daughter."' 

** I have been attached to her for a long time; 
most ardently," replied Coningsby, in a calm 
and rather measured tone, but looking very 
pale. ->. 

" And I have reason to believe that she returns 
your attachment," «aid Mr. Millbank. 

" I believe she deigns— not to disregard it," 
said Coningsby, his white cheek becoming 
scarlet. 

"It is then a mutual attachment, which, if 
cherished, must produce mutual unhappiness," 
rsaid Mr. Millbank. 

** I would fain believe the reverse," said Co- 
ningsby. 

« Why 1" inquired Mr. Millbank. 

« Because I believe she possesses every 
charm, quality and virtue, that can bless man ; 
and because, though I can make her uo equiva- 
lent return,! have a heart, if I know myself, that 
would struggle to deserve her." 

**I know you to be a man of sense ; I believe 
you to be a man of honour," replied Mr. Mill- 
bank* **As the first, you must feel that an 
union between you and my daughter is impos- , 
sible ; what then should be your duty as a man . 
of correct principle is obvious." 

** I could conceive that our union might be 
attended with difiiculties," said Coningsby ,in. a ; 
somewhat deprecating tone. 

" Sir, it is impossible," repeated Mr. Millbauk; 
interrupting him, though not with harsbDess,! 
" that is to say, there is no conceivable marriage 
whi^h could be effected at greater sacrifices, and 
which would occasion greater misery." 

" The sacrifices/are more apparent to me than 
the misery," said Coningsby, "and even they 
may be, imaginaxy." 

"The sacrifices and the misery are certoiiL 
and inseparable," said Mr. Millbank. "Come 
now, see how we stand ! I speak without re- 
serve, for this is a subject which cannot permit 
misconceptions, but with no feeling towards 
you, sir, but fair and very friendly ones. You 
are the grandson of my Lord Monmouth; at 
present enjoying his favour, but dependent oa 
his bounty. You, may be the heir of his wealth 
to-morrow, and to-morrow you may b^ the ob- 
ject of his hatred ^nd persecution. Your grand- 
father and myself are foes : bitter, irreclaimable, 
to the death. It is idle to mince phrases ; I do 
not vindicate our mutual feelings, I may regret 
that they have ever arisen ; I may regret it espe- 
cially at this exigency. They are not theYeelings 
of good Christians; they may be altogether 
to be deplored and unjustifiable ; but they exist, 
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xnntaally exist; and have not bec;n confined to 
words. Iiord Moumouth would crash me had 
he the power, like a woFin; and I have curbed 
Ills proud fortunes oAen. Were it not for this 
feeling* I should not be here; I purchased this 
estate merely to annoy him, as I have done a 
thousand other acts nxerety for his discomfiture 
and mortification. In our 'long encounter I 
have done him infinitely more injury than he 
could do me ; I have been on the spot, I am 
• active, vigilant, the maker of my fortunes. He 
is an Epicurean continually in foreign parts, 
obliged to leave the fulfilment of his will to 
others. But for these very reasons his hate 
is more intense. lean afibrd to hate him Jess 
than he hates me — I have injured him more. 
Here are feelings to exi|it between hitman 
beings ! But they do exist — and now you are to 
go to this man, and ask his sanction to marry 
my daughter!" 

*'But I would appease these hatreds ; I would 
allay these 'dark passions, the origin of which I 
know not, but which never could justify the end, 
and which led to so much misery. I would ap- 
^ peal to my grandfather — I would show him 
Edith." • 

**He has looked upon as fair even as Edith," 
said Mr. Mi II bank, rising suddenly from his 
seat, and pacing the room, " and did that melt 
his heart? The experience of your* own lot 
should have guarded you from the perils that 
you have so rashly meditated encountering, and 

•the misery which you have been preparing for 
others besides yourself. Is my daughter to be 
treated like your mother 1 And by the same 
hand 1 Your mother's family were not Lord 
Monmouth's foes. They were simple and inno- 
cent people, free from all the bad passions of 
our nature, and ignorant of the world's ways. 

'But because they were not noble, because they 
could trace no mystified descent from a foreign 
invader or the sacrilegious- minion of some spo- 
liating despot, their daughter was hunted from 
the family which should have exulted to receive 
her, and the land of which she was the native 
ornament. Why should a happier lot await 
you than fell to your parents 1 You are in the 
same position as your father; you meditate the 
same act The only difference being aggra- 
vating circumstances in your case, which even 
if I were a member of the same order as my 
Lord Monmouth, would prevent the possibility 
of a prosperous union. Marry Edith and you 
blast all the prospects of your life, and email on 
her a sense of unceasing humiliation. Would 
you do this? Should I permit you to do this?" 

Coningsby, with his head resting on his arm, 
his face a little shaded, his eyes fixed on the 
ground, listened in silence. There was a pause ; 
broken by Coningsby, in a low voice, without 
changing his posture or raising his glance, he 
said: "It seems, sir, that you were acquainted 
with my mother?" 

" I knew sufficient of her," replied Mr. Mill- 
bank, with a kindling cheek, **Ho learn the 
misery that a woman may entail on herself by 
marrying out of her condition. I have bred my 
childreilin a respect for their class. I bejieve 
they have imbibed my feeling; though it is 
strange how in the commerce of the world, 



chance, fOi their friendships, has aimarentlr ba^ 
fled my designs." , 

*' Oh ! do not say it is chance, sir," said 
Coningsby looking upland speaking with much 
fervour. "The feelings that animate me to- 
wards your family are not the feelings of chance: 
tbey are the creation of sympathy; tried by 
time, tested by* thought And must they pe- 
rish? Can #ey perish ? They were inevitable; 
they are indestructible. Yes, $ir,.it is in vain 
to speak of the enmities that are fostered be- 
tween you and my grandfather; the love that 
exists between your daiighter and myself is 
stronger than all your hatreds." 

**You speak like a young man, and a young 
man that is in lovcy" said Mr. Millbank. "This 
is mere rhapsody; it will vanish in an instant 
before the reality of life. And you ha^ve ar- 
rived at that reality," he continued, speaking 
with emphasis, leaning over the back of his 
chair and looking steadily at Coningsby with 
his gray, sagacious eye. " My daughter and 
yourself can meet no more." 

"It is impossible you can be so cruel!" ex- 
claimed Coningsby. 

"So kind; kind to yon both ; for I wish to be 
kind to you as well as to her. You are entitled 
to kindness from us all ; though I will tell you 
now, that, years ago, when the news arrived 
that my son's life had been saved, and* had been 
saved by one who bore the name of Coningsby, 
I had a presentiment great as wsls the blessing, 
that it might lead to unhappiness." 

"lean answer for the misery of one," said 
Coningsby, in a tone of great despondency. 
"I feel as if my sun were set Oh! why should 
there . be such wretchedness ! Why are there 
family hatreds and party feuds ! Why am I the 
most wretched of men !" 

" My good young friend, you will live I doubt 
not to be a very happy one. Happiness is not, 
as we are apt to fancy, entirely dependeni on 
these contingencies. It is the lot of most men 
to endure what you are now snfi*ering, and they 
can look back to such conjunctnres through the 
vista of years with calmness." 

" I may see Edith now?" 

" Frankly, I should say, no. My daughter is 
in her .room; I have had some conversation 
with her. Of course she suffers not less than 
yourself. To see her again, will only aggravate 
woe. You leave tinder this roof, sir, some sad 
memories, but no unkind ones. It is.n6t likely 
that I can serve you, or that you may want my 
aid; but whatever may be in my power, re- 
member you may command it — without reserve 
and without restraint If I control myself now, 
it is not because I do not respect your affliction^ 
but because in the course of my life 1 have 
felt too much, not to be able to command my 
feelings." 

"You never could have felt what I feel now," 
said Coningsby, in a tone of anguish. 

" You toUch on delicate ground," said Mill- 
bank, "yet from me you may learn to suffer. 
There was a being once, not less fair than the 
peerless girl that yow would fain call your own, 
and her heart was my proud possession. There 
were no family feuds to baffle our union, nor 
was I dependent on a ny thing, but the energies 
which had already made me flourishing. What 
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hftpptoess was mine! 11 wfts the first ^ream of 
my life, and it was the last ; my solitary pas- 
sion, the memory of which soAens my heart. 
Ah ! you dreaming scholars, and fine gentlemen 
who saunter through life, you think there is n^ 
k romance in the loves of a man who lives in 
ff the toil and turmoil of business. You are in 
deep error. Amid my career of travail,' there 
was ever a bright form which animated exer- 
tion; inspired my invention, nerved my energy, 
and to gain whose heart and life, I first made 
many of those discoveries ;3ind entered into 
ihany of those speculations, that have since 
been the foundation of my wide prosperity. 
' ** Her faith was pledged to me; I lived upon 
her image ; the day was even talked of when 
I should bear her to the home that I had proudly 
prepared for her. 

■ "There came a young noble, a warrior who 
had Dever seen war, glittering with gewgaws. 
He was quartered in the town where the mis- 
tiness of my hear^, and who was soon td share 
my life and my fortunes, resided. The tale is 
U>o bitter not to be brief. He saw her, he 
sighed; I will hope that he loved her; she gave 
him with rapture the heart which perhaps she 
found she had never given me; and instead 
of bearing the name I had once hoped to have 
called her by, she pledged her faith at the 
altar to one who like you was called — Co- 
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*• My mother!" 

**you see, I too have had my*griefs." 
' "Dear sir," said Coningsby, rising and taking 
3fr. Millbank's hand, *'I am most wretched; 
and yet I wish to part from you even with af- 
fection. You have explained circumstances 
that have long perplexed me. A curse, I fear, 
i^ on our families. I have not mind enough at 
' this moment even to ponder on my situation. 
My head is a chaos. I go; yes, I quit this 
Hellingsley, where I came to be so happy, 
wbere I have been so bappy. Nay, let me go^ 
dear sir! I must be alone, I must try to think. 
And tell her— -no, tell her nothing. God will 
guard over us !" 

Proceeding down the avenue with a rapid 
and distempered step, his countenance lost as it 
were in a wild abstraction, Coningsby encoun- 
tered Oswald Millbank. He stopped, collected 
his turbulent thoughts, and throwing on Oswald 
one glance that seemed at the same time to 



fiuhg himself into his arms. 

** My friend !"* he exclaimed, and then added 
in a broken voice, ■** I need a friend." 
• Then in a hurried, impassioned, and sofhe- 
what incoherent strain, leaning on Oswald's 
arm, as they walked on together, he poured 
forth all that had occurred, all of which he liad 
dreamed; his baflfled bliss, his actual despair. 
Alas! there was little room for solace, and yet 
all that earnest afiection could inspire, and a 
sagacious brain and a brave spirit, were offered 
for his support, if not his consolation, by the 
frierfd who was devoted to him. 

In the midst of this deep communion, teem- 
ing whh every thought and sentiment that could 
eiichain and absorb the spirit of man, they came 
to one of {he park gates of Coningsby. Mill- 
bank stopped. The command of his Uaher was 
9 



peremptory, that no member of his fhmily undev 
any circumstances, or for any consideration, 
should set his-lbot on that domain. Lady Wal- 
linger had once wished to have seen the castle, 
and Coningsby was only too happy in the pros- 
pect of escorting her and Edith over the place ; 
but Oswald had then at once put his veto on the 
project, as a thing forbidden ; and which^ if put^ 
in practice, his father wonld never pardon. So 
it passed off, and now Oswald himself was at 
the gates of that very domain with his friend, 
who was about to enter them, his friedd whom 
he might never see again, that Coningsby who 
from their boyish days had been the idol of his 
life, whom he had lived to see appeal to his af- 
fections and his sympathy, and whom Oswald 
wa5i now going to desert in the midst of his' 
lonely and uiisolaced woe. 

"I ought net to enter here," said Oswald, 
holding the hand of Coningsby as he hesitated 
to hdvance; **and yet there are duties more 
sacred even than obedience to a father. I 
cannot leave you thus,'' friend of my best 
heart !" 

The morning passed away in unceasing yet 
fruitless speculation on the future. One mo« 
ment something was to happen, the next nothing 
could occur. Sometimes a beam of hope flashed 
over the fancy of Coningsby, and jumping up 
from the turf, on which they were recHning, he 
seemed to exult in his renovated energies ; and 
then this sanguine paroxysm was succeeded by 
a fit of depression so dark and dejected, that 
nothing but the presence of Oswald seenaed to 
prevent Coningsby from flinging himself into 
the waters of the Darl. 

The day was fast /declining, and the inevita- 
ble moment of separation was at hand. Os- 
wald wished to appear at the dinner table of 
Hellingsley, that no suspicion might arise in 
the mind of his father of his having accom- 
panied Coningsby home. But just as he was 
beginning to mention the necessity of his de- - 
parture, a flash of lightning seemed to tran^x 
the heavens. The sky was very dark ; though 
studded here and there with dingy spots. The 
young men sprang up at the same time. 

" We had better get out of these trees," said 
Oswald. 

" We had better get to the castle," said Co- 
ningsby. 

A clap of thunder that seemed to make the 



communicate woe and to demand sympathy, park quake broke over their heads, followed by 



some thick drops. The castle was close at 
hand; Oswald had avoided entering it; but the 
impending storm was so menacing, that hurried 
on by Coningsby he could make no resistance ; 
and in a few minutes the companions were 
watching the tempest from the windows of a 
room in Coningsby Castle. 

The forked lightning flashed and scintillated 
from every quarter of the horizon: the thunder 
broke over the castle as if the keep were rock- ' 
ing with artillery : amid the momentary pauses 
of the explosion, the rain was heard descending 
like dissolving water-spot^ts. 

Not was this one of those transient tempests 
that often agitate the summer. Time advanced, 
and its fierceness was little mitigated. Some- 
times there was a lull, though the violence of 
the rain nevier appeared todimini^; but then 
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at0 m 8oin« >{>itcfae4 fight Ibetweeur oentandiBi; 
)|osts, when tbe fervour of the field seems for a 
moment to aUaj> fresh Rqaadrons arrive and 
renew the hottest strife, so a low moaning; wind 
that was now at intervafs faintly heard, l»ore up 
I a great reserve of electric vapour, that formed 
as it were into a field, in the space between the 
oastleand HeiUngsley, and ihen^discharged its 
violence on that fated districL 

Coning^y apd Oswald exchanged looks, 
<< You must not think of going home at present, 
my dear fi^llow," said, the first. **! am sure 
ypur father woald not' be displeased. There is 
Qot a being here who even knows yoo» and if 
th^ didr^what then V 

The servani entered the room, and inqnired 
Whf ther tb$ gentlemen were ready tor dinner. 
\ <<By all means; come, my dear MiUbank,! 
f<^l as reckless as the tempest; let us drown our 
cares in wine V* 

. Coningsbyin fact was exhausted by all the 
«^ita|ion of the day, and. all the harassing 
spectres of the future. He found wine a mo- 
mentary solace. He ordered the servants 
away, and fur a moment felt a degree of wild 
satisfaction in the company of the brother of 
Bditb. 

Thus they s^t for a long time, talking only 
of one subject, and repeating almost the same 
, things, yet both felt happier in being together* 
Oswald had risen, and opening the window, 
eicamined the approaching night. The storm 
had lulled^ though the rain still fell; in the 
vest was a streak of light. In a quarter of an 
hour he calculated on departing. As he was 
-watching the wind, he thought he heard the 
sound of wheels, which reminded him oif Co- 
zkiogsby's promise to lend him a light carriage 
flwhis return* 

They sat down once more; they had Ihed 
their glasses for the last lime; to pledge to their 
faithful friendship, and the happiness of Co- 
ningsby and Edith ; when the door of the room 
opened,, and there appeared — Ma. Ripar. 
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CHAPTER L 

It was the heact of the London season, nearly 
four 3'^ars ago ; twelve months having almost 
elapsed since the occurrence of those painful 
passj^es at Hellio^ley which closed the last 
book of this history ; and long liues of carriages 
an hour before midnight, up the classic mo^ni 
of St James and along Piccadilly, intimated 
that the world were received at some grand en- 
tertainment in Arlington Street* 

. It was th^- town mansion of tbe noble family 
beneath whose, roof at Beaumanoir we have 
more than once introduced the reader, tq gain 
whos^ courtyard was at thi^ m<>ment the o^'ect 
of ei^iulQps eoa^^ni^Ai and to ent^i:. whq]^e sa^ 



lYM>n8 was to Fe«mrii^emaxty)F4ike paticoce-of 
their lords and ladies. 

Among tbe fortunate, who had already auc- 
oeeded in bowing to their, hostess, were two 
gentlemen) who ensconced in a good poaitioA 
surveyed the scene,, and made their ob^erva^ 
tvpns on th9 parsing guests. They were gen* 
tlemen, who, tp ju^e from their general air, 
and the great consideration with which they, 
were treated by those who were occasionally ia 
their vicinity* were personages w|iose criticismt 
bore authority. 

*'I say, Jemmy ,'^ said the eldest, a dandy who 
had dined with the regent ; but who stiU was a 
dandy, and who enjoyed life almost as much as 
in the days when, Carlton House occupied the 
terrace which still bears its name. **I aay. 
Jemmy; what a load of young fellows there 
are! Don't know their names at aiL Begia 
to think fellows are younger than they used to 
be. Amazing load of young fellows indeed!^ 

At this moment an individual who came 
under the fortunate designatioh of a young feU . 
low, but whose assured carriage hardly inti- 
mated that this was his first season in London, 
came up to the junior of the two critics; and 
said, ** A pretty turn you played us yesterday at 
Whites*, Melton* We waited dinner nearly aa 
hour I" 

'*My dear fellow, I am infinitely sorry; but 
I was obliged to go down to Windspr, and I 
missed the return train. A good dinner 1 Who 
had you ?" 

'* A capital party, only you were wanted. We 
had, Beaumanoir, and Vereiand Jack TuAoo, 
and Sprag^s." 

" Was Spraggs richi" > 

** Wasn't he ! I have not done laughing yet 
He told us a story about the little Biron, who 
was over here last year — I knew her at Paris— 
and an Indian screen. Killing! Get him to 
tell it to you. The richest thing you ever 
heard I" 

** Who's your friend 1" inquired Mr* Melton's 
companion, as the young man moved away. 

" Sir Charles Buckhurst." 

**A^h! That is Sir Charles. Buckhurst 
Glad to have seen him. They sayjhe is going 
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" He knows what he is about." 

''Bgad, so they all do. A young fellow now 
of two or three and twenty knows the world as 
men used to do aAer as many years of scrapes. 
I wonder where there is such a thiog as a green- 
horn. Effie CraJbs says the reason he gives up 
his house is, that he has cleaned out the old 
generation ; and that the new generation wookl 
clean him.** 

** Buckhurst is not in that sort of way: he 
swears by Henry Sydney, a younger son of the 
duke, whom you don't know; and young Co- 
ningsby; a sort.of new set; new ideas mid all 
t hat sor t_pf thing. Beau tells me a good deal 
about It ; 'ancl' when I was staying with the 
Kveringhams at Easter, they were full of ^L 
Coningsby had just returned from his tfavels^ 
and they were quite on the * qui vive.* Lady 
Everingham is one of their set. I don,'t know 
what it is exactly,; but I think we shall hear 
more of iu" 

*'A sprt of animal m^netisp, or tinknown. 
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t(mg«e(s»']^. take' H fiponv your deser^tioD^" Mid 
his companion. 

* Well» I doa't know/what it is," raid Mr. 
MeUou ; " but it has got hoid of all the young 
i€[ik>w.9 wii9 have just come 'out. Beau is a 
little bit himself. I had some idea of giving my 
mind, to; it; tb^y made such. a fus& about it at 
Bveringham; but it requires a deyUi^h deal of 
history 1 beUeye, and ati that sort of thing." 

** Ah ! that's a bore," said his compauioiu 
*'l4s ditilC'UU.to tuFB to w4th, a new thing when 
yon are not in the habit of it* I never could 
manage charades.^' 

Mr- Ormsby passing by> ^topped, ** They told 
me you had the gout, Gassilrs?" he said to Mr. 
MelfQil's cdmpanioEK 

**Qo I had/; but I. have found out a fellow 
wh6 cures the gout instanter. Tom Needham 
seat him to me* A German fellow; pumice- 
stoaue ptiUs ; sort of a charm I believe, and all 
that ^Q^L-Of -thing ; they say it rubs the gout 
out of. you. I sent him to Luxborough who 
'was very bad; cured him direcHy; l4UJ(b<)n>ugh 
swiears by him." 

** Luxborough believes in the millennium," 
said Mr. Ormsby. 

'^But h»*e's a new ^ing thai Melton has been 
t^Qg me of that aU the world is going to be- 
lieve in," said Mr. Cassilis, ** something pa- 
ti^^^ized'by Lady Bveringham/' 
"A very good patroness," said Mr. Ormsby. 
.^Have you heard any thing about it?" con- 
tinued Mf« Gassilis. *'Young Goningsby brought 
it from abroad, didn't you say so, Jemmyl" 

''No, no, my dear fellow; it is not at all that 
sflpLof tblpg>" — — 

<* But they, say it requires a deuced deal of 
hb^tory," continued Mr. Cassilis. ''One must 
brush up one's G'ol4smith. Canterton used to 
be the fellow for history at Whites'. He was 
alwajis boring on^ with William the Conqueror, 
Julius Caesar a nd all that sort of thing. " 

** I tell you what," said kr. Urmscy, looking 
both sly and solemn, **J should not be surprised 
if some, day or another, we have a history about 
Lady Everingham and young Coningsby." 

**Poh!" said Mr. Meltoii, **he is engaged to 
be married to her sisteri Lady Theresa.** 

"The deuce?" said Mr. Omiflfby, ** well, you 
are a friend of the family, and I suppose you 
ktow." 

'*He is a devilish good-looking fellow, that 
young Coningsby," said Mr. Cassilis. '* AH the 
w<^meu are in love with him, they say. Lady 
lUeaBor Bucie quite raves about him- 

** By the bye, his grandfather has been very 
unwell," said Mr. Ormsby, looking, mysteriously. 
*' I saw Lady Monmouth here just now," said 
Mr, Melton. 

''Oh! he is quite well again," said Mr. 
Ormsby. 

"Got an odd story at Whites' that Lord Mon- 
n^outh was going to separate from her," said 
Mr* Cassilis* 

"No foundation," said>Mr. Ormsby, shaking 
htsheadk 

"They are not going to separate, I believe," 
said Mr. Melton, " but' I rather think there was 
a.foundatioh for the rixmour.'^ 
Mr. Ormsby still shook his head. 
" Well," continued Mr. Melton, f' all I knpw 1 



is that ir ims'tobked upon tot wmter at Parl» 
as a settled thing/' 

"There was some story about some Hunga- 
rian," said Mr. Cassilis. 

"No, that blew over," said Mr. Mefton,''it 
was TrautsmandonS' the n>w was about." 

All this time Mr* Ormsby, as the friend > of 
Lord and' Lady Monmouth, remained shaking 
his head ; but as ' a member of society, who 
delighted in small seandal, appropriatipg the 
gossip with the greatest avidity. 

'^I shou^ld think' old Monmouth was bo( the 
sort of fellow who would blow up a woman," 
said Mr. Cassilis. 

" Provided she would leave him quietly," smd . 
Mr. Melton. 

" Yes, Ijord Monmouth never could live with 
a wornan more than two years," said Mr. Orms- 
by, pensively. " And that I thought at the time 
rather an objection to his marriage." 

We must now briefly revert to ^ what befell 
our hero after those unhappy occurrences, in 
the midst of whose first woe we left him. 

The day after the arrival of Mr« Rigby at the 
castle, Coningsby quitted it for London; and 
before a week had elapsed 'had embarked for 
Cadiz, He felt a romantic interest in visiting 
thd land to which Edith owed some blood, and 
in acquiring the language which he had often 
admired as she spoke it. A favourable oppor- : 
tunity permitted him in the autumn to visit 
Athens and the ^gean, which he much de- 
sired. In the pensive beauties of that delicate 
land, where perpetual autumn seems to reign, 
Groningsby found solace. There is something 
in the character of Grecian scenery which 
blends with the humour of the melancholy, 
and the feelings of the sorrowfuL Coningsby 
paj^d his winter at Rome. The wish of his 
grimfather had rendered it necessary for him 
to return to England somewhat abruptly. «— 
Lord Monmouth had not visited his native 
country since his marriage; but the period that 
had elapsed since that event had considerably 
improved the prospects of his party. The ma- 
jority of the whig cabinet in the House of 
Commons by 1840 had become little more than 
nominal ; and though it was circulated among 
their friends, as if from the highest authority, 1 
that " one was enough," there seemed daily a 
better chance of their being deprived even of 
that magical unit. For the first tinpie in the 
history of this country since the introdnctiou 
of the ^ system of Parliamentary sovereignty, 
the government of England depended on the 
fate of single elections. And indeed by a sin- 
gle vote, it is remarkable t& observe, the fate of 
the whig government was ultimately decided. 

This critical state of afiairs, duly reported to 
Lord Monmouth, revived his political passions, 
and offered him that excitement which he was 
ever seeking, and yet for which he often had to 
sigh. The inarquess, too, was weary of Paris. . 
Every day he found it more diifiouU to be 
amu$ed« Lucretia had lost her charm. He, 
from whom nothing could be concealed, per« 
ceived, that often while she elaborately at* 
tempted to* divert him, her mind was wan- . 
dering elsewhere. Lord Monmouth, was quite 
superior to all petty jealousy, aad^the vulgar 
feelings of inferior oKOftals; bat his*- subiune . 
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selfishnei^s required ^d^vqttoii. He had calen- 
lated that a wife or a mistress who might be in 
love with another man, however powerfnlly 
their interests might prompt them, conld not be 
so agreeable and amusing to their friends and 
husbands, as if they bad no soch distracting 
bold upon their hearts or their fancy. Latterly 
at Paris, while Lucretia became each day more 
involved in the vortex of society, where all ad- 
mired, a^d some adored, her. Lord Monmouth 
fell into the easy habit of dining in his private 
rdoms, sometimes teie-a-tete with Villebecque, 
wliose inexhaustible tales and adventures about 
a kind of society which Lord Monmouth had 
afways preferred infinitely to the polished and 
somewhat insipid circles in' which he was 
born, had rendered him the prime favourite of 
his great patron. Sometimes Villebecque, too, 
brought a friend, male or otherwise, whom he 
thought invested with the rare faculty of dis- 
traction; Lord Monmouth cared not who or 
what they were, provided they were diverting. 

Villebecque had written to Coningsby, at 
Rotae, by his grandfather's desire, to beg him 
to return to England and meet Lord Monmouth 
there. The letter was couched with all the 
respect and good feeling which Villebecque 
really entertained for him whom he addressed ; 
still a latter on such a subject from such a per- 
son was not agreeable to Coningsby, and his 
reply to it was direct lo his grandfather; Lord 
Monmouth, however, had entirely given over 
writing letters. 

Coningsby had met a^ Paris, on his way to 
Bngland, liord and Lady'Everingham; and he 
had returned with them. This revival of an 
old acquaintance was both asrreeable and fortu- 
nate for our hero. The vivacity of a clever 
and charming woman pleasantly disturbed^gke 
brooding memory of Coningsby. There is^o 
mohification however keen, no misery how- 
ever desperate, which the spirit of woman can- 
not in some degree lighten or alleviate. About, 
too, to make his formal entrance into the great 
world, he could not have secured a more valua- 
ble and accomplished female friend. She gave 
him every instruction, every intimation that 
Was necefjsarv; cleared the social difficulties 
which in somQ degree are experienced on their 
entrance into the world, even by the most 
highly connected, unless they have this benign 
assistance; planted him immediately in the po- 
sition which was expedient; took care that he 
was invited at once to the right houses; and. 
With the aid of her husband, that he should be- 
come a member of the right clubs. 

"And who is to have the blue ribbon. Lord 
Eskdale 1" said the duchess to that nobleman, 
as he entered and approached to pay his re- 
spects. 

"Tf I were Melbourne, T would keep it open," 
replied his lordship. "It is a mistake to give 
away too quickly.** 

" But suppose they go outi** said her grace. 

"Oh! ther^ is always a last day to clear the 
house. But they will be in another year. The 
cliff will not be sapped before then. We made 
a mistake last year about the ladies." 

" I know you always thought so.*' 
"Quarrels about women are always a mis- 
take. One should make it a rule to give up to 



them, and then they are sure to give np ta 
us." 

" Vou have no great faith in our firmness 1" 

" Male firmness is very often obstinacy; wo» 
men have always something t>etter, worth all 
qualities ; they have tact" 
, "A compliment to the sex from so finished ii 
critic as Ix)rd Eskdale is appreciated." 

But at this moment the arrival of some 
guests terminated the conversation, and Lord 
Eskdale moved aw^y, and approached a group 
which Lady Everingham was enlightening. 
' " My dear Lord Pitz-booby/' her ladyship ob- 
served, " in pdlitics we require faith as well as 
in all other things." 

Lord Fitz-booby looked rather perplexed; but 
possessed of considerable official experience; 
having held very high posts, some in the cabi* 
net, for nearly a quarter of a century ; he was 
too versed to acknowledge that he had not 
understood a single word that had been ad- 
dressed to him for the last ten minutes. He 
looked on with the same grave, attentive sto- 
lidity, occasionally nodding his head, as he nvas 
wont of yore, when he received a deputation on 
sugar duties or joint-stock banks, and when he 
made, as was bis custom when particularly 
perplexed, an occasional note on a sheet of 
foolscap paper. 

"An opposition in an age of revolution," 
continued LadyEveringham, "must be founded 
on principles. It cannot depend on mere per- 
sonal ability and party address taking advan*^ 
tage of circumstances. You have not enun- 
ciated a principle for the last ten years; and 
when you seemed on the point of acceding to 
power, it was not on a great question of national 
interest, but a technical dispute respecting the 
constitution of an exhausted sugar colony." 

" If you are a conservative party, we wish to 
know what yoU want to conserve," said Lord 
Vere. 

"If it had not been for the whig abolition of 
slavery," said Lord Fitz-booby goaded into re- 
partee, "Jamaica would ^not have been an ex- 
hausted sugar colony." 

"Then what you do want to conserve is 
slavery," said Lord Vere, 

« No," said Lord Fitz-booby, "I am never for 
retracing our steps." 

"But will you advance, will you move 1-. 
And where will you advance, and how will you 
movel" said Lady Everingham. 

" I think we have had quite enough of ad- 
vancing," said his lordship. "I had no idea 
your ladyship was a member of the movement 
party," he added with a sarcastic grin. 

" But if it were bad, Lord Fitaj-booby, to move 
where we are, as you and your friends have 
always maintained, how can yon reconcile it to 
principle to remain there 1** said Lord Vere. 

" I woulc^ make the best of a bad bargain," 
said Lord Fitz-booby. "With a conservative 
government, a reformed constitution would be 
less dangerous." 

"Whyl" said Lady Everingham. "What 
are you distinctive principles that render the 
peril less t" 

"I appeal to Lord Eskdale," said Lord Fitz- 
booby, " there is Lady Everingham turned quite 
a radicali I declare. Is not your lordship of 
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oinniott that the c<mhtry must be safer with' a 
conservative government than with a liberal V* 

" I think the country is always tolerably se- 
cure," said Lord Eskdale. 

Lady Theresa leaning on the arm of Mr. 
Lyl^came up at this moment and unponscioasly 
made a diversion in favour of Lord Fitz-booby. 

"Pray, Theresa,'* said I^ady Everiogham, 
"where is Mr. Coningsbyt" 

Let us endeavour to ascertain. It so hap- 
pened that on this day Coningsby and. Henry 
Sydney dined at Urillions, at an University ctub, 
where among many friends whom Coningsby 
bad not met for a long time, and among de- 
lightful reminiscences, the unconscious hours 
stole on. It was late when they quitted Gril- 
lions, and Coningsby's brougham was detained 
for a cousiderable time before its driver could 
insinuate himself into the line, which indeed he 
would never have succeeded in doing, had not 
he fortunately come across the coachman of the 
Duke of Agincourt, who being of the same poli- 
tics as himself, belonging to the same club, and 
always black-balling the same men. let him in 
from a legitimate party feeling; so they arrived 
in Arlington street at a very late hour. 

Coningsby wa« springing up the staircase, 
now not so crowded as it had been, and met a 
retiriag party; he was about to say a passing 
word to a gentleman as he went by, when sud- 
denly Coningsby turned deadly pale. The gen- 
tleman could hardly be the cause, for it was the 
gracious and handsome presence of Lord Beau- 
manoir; the lady resting on his arm was Edith. 
They moved on while he was motionless ; yet 
Edith and himself had exchanged glances. His 
was one of astonishment; but what was the ex- 
pression of hers ? She must have recognized 
.him before he had observed her. She was col- 
lected—and sh^ expressed the purpose of her 
mind in a distant and haughty recognition. 
Coningsby remained for a moment stupefied ; 
then suddenly turning back, he bounded down 
^oitairs, and hurried into the cloak room. He 
met Lady Wallinger; he spoke rapidiv, he held 
her hand, did not listen to her answers, his ey^ 
wandering about. There were many persons 
present, at length he recognized Edith enveloped 
m her mantle. He went forward, he looked at 
her, as if he would have read her soul ; he said 
something. She changed colour as he addressed 
her; but seemed instantly by an effort to rally 
and regain her equanimity; replied to his inqui- 
ries with extreme brevity, and Lady Wallinger's 
carriage being announced, moved away with the 
same slight haughty salute as before, on the 
arm of Lord Beaumanoir. 



CHAPTER II. 

SikDintss fell over the once happy family of 
Millbank aAer the departure of Coningsby from 
Hellingsley. When the first pang was over, 
Edith had found some solace in the sympathy 
of her aunt, who had always appreciated apd 
admired Coningsby; but it was a sympathy 
which aspired only to soften sorrowy aud not to 



ete^te ho)>e. But Ladjr Wallingei*; though she 
lengthened her visit for the sake of her niece, 
in time quitted them ; and then the name of Co- 
ningsby was never hearji by Edith. Her brother, 
shortly after the sorrowful and abrupt departure 
of. his friend, had gone to the factories, where he 
remained, and of which in future, it was in- 
tended that he should assume the principal ' 
direction. Mr. Millbank himself, sustained at 
first by the society of his friend Sir Joseph to 
whom he was attached, and occupied with daily 
reports from his establishments and the trans- 
action of the atfairs of his numerous and busy 
constituents, was for awhile scarcely conscious 
of the alteration which had taken place in the 
demeanour of his daughter. But when they 
were once more alone together, it was impos- 
sible any longer to be blind to the great change. 
That happy and equable gaiety of spirit, which 
seemed to spring from an innocent enjoyment 
of existence, and which had ever distinguished 
Edith, was wanting. Her sunny glance was! 
gone. She was. not indeed always moody and* 
dispirited, but she was fitful, unequal in her 
tone. That temper whose sweetness had been 
a domestic proverb, had become a little uncer- 
tain. Not that her affection for her father was 
diminished, but there were snatches of unusual 
irritability, which momentarily escaped her, fol- 
lowed by bursts of tenderness that were the 
creatures of compunction. And often after 
some hasty word, she would throw her ai'ms 
round her father's neck with the fondness of 
remorse. She pursued her usual avocations, 
for she had really too well regulated a mind, 
she was in truth a woman of too strong an in- 
tellect, to neglect any source of occupation and 
distraction. Her flowers, her pencil, and her 
bo^ps, supplied her with these; and music 
soothed and at times beguiled her agitated 
thoughts. But there was no joy in the hous^, 
and in time Mr. Millbank felt it. 

Mr. Millbank was vexed, imtated, grieved.— 
Edith, his Edith, the pride and delight of his 
existence, who had been to him only a source 
of exultation and felicity, was no longer happy, 
was perhaps pining away; and there was the 
appearance, the unjust appearance that he, her 
fond father, was the cause and oeeasion of all 
this wretchedness. It would appear that the 
name of Coningsby, to which he now owed a 
great debt of gratitude, was doomed still to beax , 
him tnortification and misery. , IVuly had* the 
young man said that there wdd a eurse upon 
their two families. And yet on reflection it still 
seemed to Mr. Millbank that he had acted with 
as much wisdom and real kindness, as decision. 
How otherwise was he to have acted 1 The 
union was impossible; the speedier their separa- 
tion therefore, clearly the better. Unfortunate 
indeed had been his absence from Hellingsley; 
unquestionably his presence might have pre- 
vented the catastrophe. Oswald should have 
hindered all this. And yet Mr. Millbank could 
not shut his eyes to the devotion of his so|^ to 
Coningsby. He felt he could count on no as- 
sistance in this respect from that quarter; Yet 
how hard upon him that he should seem to 
figure as a despot or a tyrant to his own chil- 
dren whom he loved, when he had absolutely 
acted iu an inevitable manner. Edith seemed 
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^ad,' Oswald snileii) ktrwas c^Vigcd. ' Ati the 
objects for which this clear-headed, st):oiig- 
inindedt kind-hearted man had been working 
all his \if6f seemed to be frustrated. And why? 
Becanse a ydnog man had made love to his 
danghter, who was really in no manner entitled 
to do so. 

As the antnmn drew on, Mr. Millbank found 
Hellingsley, under existing circumstances, ex- 
tremely wearisome; and he proposed to his 
daughter that th^y should pay a visit to their 
earlier home. Edith assented without difficulty, 
bc^ without interest And yet, as Mr. Miltbank 
immediately perceived, the change wa^ a very 
judicious one; for certainly the spirits of Edith 
seemed to improve very soon after her return 
•to their valley. TTiere were more objects of 
interest: change too is always beneficial. If 
Mr. Millbank had been aware that Oswald had 
received a letter from Coningsby, written be(bre 
he quitted Spain, perhaps he might have recog- 
nized a more satisfactory reason for the tran- 
sient liveliness of his daughter which had so 
greatly gratified him. 

About a month after Christmas, the meeting 
of Parliament summoned Mr. Millbank up to 
London; and he had wished Edith to accom- 
pany him. But London in February to Edith, 
without friends or connections, her father always 
occupied and absent from her day and night, 
seemed to them all on reflection, to be a life not 
very conducive to health or cheerfulness, and 
therefore she remained with her brother. — 
Oswald had heard from Coningsby again from 
Home; but at the period he wrote, he did not 
anticipate his return- to England. His tone was 
affectionate, but dispirited. 

Lady WaHinger went up to London after 
Easter for the season, and Mr. MilH>ani9%c>w 
that thtere was a constant com^panion for his 
daughter, took a bouse and carried Eidith back 
with him to London. Lady Wallinger, who had 
'great wealth and great tact, had obtained by 
degrees a not inconsiderable position in society. 
'6he had a very fine house in a very fashionable 
^situation, and gave profuse entertainments. — 
The Whigs were under great obliga^tions to her 
husband, and the great whig ladies were grati- 
fied to find in his wife a polished and pleasing 
person to whom they could be very courteous 
without any annoyance. So that Edith, under 
'the auspices of her aunt, found herself at once 
in circlep which otherwise she might not easily 
have entered, but which her beauty, grace, and 
experience of the most refined society of the 
continent qualified her to shine in. One even- 
ing they met the Marquess of Beaumanoir, their 
friend of Rome and Paris, and an admirer of 
■Edith, who from that time was seldom from 
their side. His mother, the duchess, immedi- 
;ately called both on the Mill banks and the 
Wallingers ; glad, not only to please her sdn, 
t>ut to express that consideration for Mr. Mill- 
hank which the duke always wished to show. 
*It was, however, of no use : nothing would in- 
duce Mr. Millbank ever to enter what he called 
'aristocratic society. He liked the House of 
Commons ; never paired off; never missed a 
znoBient of it; worked at committees all the 
morning, listened attentively to debates all 
the n^ht; always dined at BeilaAy'a whe& 



there was a houvev'iind'wlien'tlter^ was not, 
liked dining at tbeQoMsmith's Companyv cbe 
Russia €omfB!hf, great emigration banquets, 
and other joint-stock festivities. Hiat was Ms 
idea of rational soeiety; business and pl^isure 
combined; a good dinner, and good speeches 
afterwards. 

Edith was aware that Coningsby hadretnmed 
to^ngland, for her brother had heard froia him. 
on his arrival; but Oswald had not heard since. 
A season in London only represented Sa ttafe 
mind of Edith the chance, perhaps the certain^, 
of meeting Coningsby again; of comrnvnia^ 
together over the catastrophe of last summer; 
of soothing and solacrog each other's tmiiappi- 
ness, and perhaps, with the sanguihe imagina- 
tion of youth foreseeing a more felicitous future. 
dhe had been nearly a fortnight in town, and 
though moving frequently in the same circled 
as, Coningsby^ they had not yet met. It Was oive 
df' those results which could rarely occur; bdt 
even chance enters too frequently in the leagtie 
against lovers. The invitation to the assembly 
at^ " ' " House was, therefore, peculiarly gra- 
tifying to Edith, since she could scarcely doubt 
that if Coningsby were in town, which her 
casual inquiries of Lord Beaumanoir induced 
her to believe was the case, that he would be 
present. Never, therefore, had she repaif^ to 
an assembly with such a fluttering spirit : and 
yet there was a fascinating anxiety about it thi^- 
bewilders the young heart 

In vain Edith surveyed the rooms to cateb 
the form of that being, whom for a moment she 
had never ceased to cherish and muse over. 
He was not there; and at the very moment 
when disappointed and mortified she moet 
required solace, she learned from Mr. Meltoft 
that Lady Theresa Sydney, whom she chaaeed 
to admire, was going to be married, and to Mr. 
Coningsby. 

What a revelation! His silence, perhaps his 
shunning of her, were no longer inexplicable. 
What a return for alt her romantic devotion in 
her sad solitude at Hellingsley ! Was this the 
end of their twilight rambles, and the sweet 
pathos of their mutual loves ! There seemed ! 
to be no truth in man, no joy in life ! All the ' 
feelings that she bad so generously lavished, I 
all returned upon herself She could have ^ 
burst into a passion of tears and buried herself * 
in a cloister. / 

Instead of that, civilization made her listen 
with a serene though tortured countenance; hut 
as soon as it was in her power, pleading a head^ 
aehe to Lady Wallinger, she efi^ted,or thought 
she had effected her escape fi4>m a scene whick 
harrowed her heart 

As for Coningsby, he passed a sleepless 
night; agitated by the unexpected presence of 
Edith and distracted by the manner in which 
she had received him. To say that her ap- 
pearance had revived all his passionate affec- 
tion for her, would convey an unjust impres- 
sion of the nature of his feelings. His affeo 
tion had never for a moment swerved ; it was 
profound and firm. But unquestionably this 
sudden vision bad brought in startling and. 
more v^vid colours before him the relations 
that subsisted between them. "* There was the 
being whom he loved aad. who loycd him^ 
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aflii «liAteTer'wet« the barriers %iiich the eir* 
comstances of life pieced ageibst their anion, 
ifaey were partakers of the solemn sacrament 
t>f an onpoiltited heart 

Goningsby, as we have mentioned^ had si^- 
ttified his return to England to OsMrald : be had 
-hitherto omitted to write again; not because 
his spirit faltered, bat he was wearied of whis* 
^ring hope without foundatieo, and mourning 
T>trer his chagrined fortunes. Once more in 
filmland; onee mor^ placed in communication 
with his grandfather he felt with increased 
T^onvlction the difflcahies which surrouoddd 
him. The society of Lady Everingham and 
her sister, who had been at the same time her 
visitor, had been a relajcatton, and a beneficial 
x»ie to a mihd suffering too much from the 
tension of one idea. But Coningsby had treated 
the matrimonial « project of his gay-minded 
hostess with the courteous levity in which he 
believed it had at first half originated. Re 
admired and liked Lady Theresa; but there 
"was a reason why he could not marry her, even 
had his own heart hot been ab8or1>ed by one 
of those passions from which men of deep 
^tid earnest character never emancipate them- 
'selves. 

After musing and meditating again and again 
Y>ver every thing that had occurred, Ck>ningsby 
leU asleep when the morning bad far advanced, 
^resolved to rise when a little re freshed and "find 
odt Ladv Wallinger, who, he felt sure, would 
receive him with kindness. 
• Yet it was fated that this step should not 
be taken, for while he was at breakfast, his 
servant brought him a letter from Monmouth 
House, apprising him that his grandfather 
wished to see him as soon as possible on ur- 
I ^nt business. 



4 '■' CHAPTER in. 

Loan MoHMovTR was sitting in the same 
dressing-room in which he was first introduced 
to the reader; on the table were several packets 
of papers that were open and in course of 
y-eference; and he dictated his observations to 
Monsieur Villebecque who was writing at his 
left hand. 

Thus were they occupied when Oontngsby 
Was ushered into the room. 

" You see, Hany," said , Lord Monmouth, 
*thal I am much occupied to-day, jret the 
business on which I wish to communicate with 
you is so pressing that it could not be post- 
poned." He made a sign to Villebecque, and 
his secretary instantly retired. 

"I was right in pressing your return to Eng- 
land," continued Lord Monmouth to his grand- 
[^on, a little anxious as to the impending com- 
munication which he could not in any way 
anticipate. ** These are not times when young 
men should be out of sight. Tour public 
career will commence immediately. The go- 
vernment have resolved on a dissolution. My 
information is from the highest quarter. You 
may be astonished, but it is a UiCU > They are 



going to dissolve tl^eir- own House df C6m- 
mott& NotwithstandiUg this and the queen's 
name, we can beat them ; but the race requires 
the finest jockeying. W^ can -t give a point. 
Tadpole has been here to me about Darlford'; 
he came specially with a message, I may say an 
appeal, from one to whom I can refu^se nothing; 
the government count on the seat, though with 
the new registration 'tis nearly a tie. If we 
had a good candidate we could win. But Kigby 
won't do. He is too much of the oM clique; 
used up; a hack; besides, a beaten horse. We 
are assured the name of Coningsby would be 
a host; there is a considerable section whp 
support the present fellow, who will not vote 
against a Coningsby. They have thought of 
you as the fit person,, and I have approved of 
the suggestion. You will therefore be the can- 
didate for Darlford with my entire sanction an4 
support, and I have no doubt you will be suc- 
cessful. Yon may be sure I shall spare no- 
thing: and it will be very gratifying to me, 
aifler l>eing robbed of all pur boroughs, that the 
only Coningsby who cares to enter Parliament, 
should nevertheless be able to do so as early a^ 
1 could fairly desire." 

Coningsby the rival of Mr. Miltbank on the 
hustmgs of Darlford! Yanquished or victo- 
rious, equally a catastrophe! The fierce pas- 
sions, the gross insults, the hot blo<id and the 
cbol lies, £e rufiianism and th^ ribaldry, per- 
haps the domestic discomfiture and mortifica- 
tion, which he was about to be the means <>f 
bringing on the roof he loved best in the world,, 
occurred to him with anguish. The counte- 
nance of Edith haughty and mournful as last 
night rose to him again. He saw her canvass- 
ing for h^r father and against hira^ Madness ! 
Ap^for what was he to make this terrible and 
costly sacrifice! For his ambition ? Not even 
for that divinity or demon for which we all imr 
molate so much ! Mighty ambition forsooth to 
sncdeed to the Rigl^s ! To enter the House df 
Commons a slave and a tool ; to move accord- 
ing to instructions, and to labour for the low 
designs of petty spirits ; without eyen the conso- 
lation of being a dupe. What sympathy could 
there exist between Coningsby and the "great 
conservative party," that for ten years in an 
age of revolution had never promulgated a prin- 
ciple; whose only intelligible and consistent 
policy seemed to be an attempt, very grateful 
of codrse to the feelings of an English royalist, 
to revive Irish Puritanism; who when in pdwer 
in 1835 had used that power only to evinccf^ 
their utter ignorance of church principles ; and 
who were at this moment, when Coningsby was 
formally solicited to join their ranks, in open 
insurrection against the prerogatives of the 
English monariihy. 

**'D6 you anticipate then an immediate disso- 
lution, sirl" inquired Coningsby, after a mo- 
ment's pause. 

''We must anticipate it; though I think it 
doubtful. It may be next month ; it may be in 
the autumn; they may tide over another year as 
Lord Eskdale thinks, and his opinion always 
weighs with me. He is very safe. Tadpole be- 
lieves they will dissolve at once. But whether 
they dissolve now, or in a month*a time, or in 
the aatomn, or next year, our course is dear. 
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We must declare oar intenlioDs immediately. 
We mast hoist our flag. Monday next, there 
is a great conservative dinner at Darlford*. You 
mast attend it; that will be the finest opporta- 
nity in the world for you to announce yourself.*' 

" Don't you think, sir,** said Coningsby, " that 
such an announcement would be rather prema- 
ture 1 It is in fact embarking in a contest 
which may last a year; perhaps more." 

" What you say is very true," said Lord Mon- 
mouth; " no doubt it is verv troublesome; very 
disgusting,; any canvassing is. But we must 
take things as we find them. You cannot get 
into Parliament now in the good old gentle- 
manly way ; and we ought to be thankful that 
this interest has been fostered for our purpose." 

Coningsby looked on the carpet, cleared bis 
throat as if about to speak, and then gave some- 
thing like a sigh. 

" I think you had better be off the day after 
to-morrow" said Lord Monmouth. "I have 
seat instructions to the steward to do all he can 
in so short a time, for I wish you to entertain 
the principal people." 

*'You are most kind, you are always most 
kind to me^dear sir," said Coningsby in a he- 
sitating tone, and with an air of great\ embar- 
rassment; ''but, in truth, I have no wish to en- 
ter Parliament" 

« What 1" said Lord Monmouth. 

''I feel that I am- not yet sufficiently prepared 
for so great a responsibility as a seat in the 
House of Commons," said Coningsby. 

** Responsibility !" said Lord Monmouth, smil- 
ing. " What responsibility is there ! How can 
any one have a more agreeable seat ! The only 
person to whom you are responsible is your 
own, relation, who brings you in. And J don't 
suppose there can be any difference on any 
point between us. You are certainly still 
young ; but I was younger by nearly two years 



There can be no difficulty. All you have got 
to do is to vote with your party. As for speak- 
ing, if you have a talent that way ; take my ad- 
rice; don't be in a hurry. Learn to know the 
house }ak«i». the house to know you. If a man 
be discreet, he cannot enter Parliament too 
soon." 

** It is not exactly that, sir," said Coningsby. 

** Then what is it, my dear Harry 1 You see 
to-day I have much to do ; yet as your business 
is pressing, I would not postpone seeing you an 
hour. I thought you would have been very 
much gratified." 

*' You mentioned that I had nothing to do but 
to vote with my party, sir," replied Coningsby. 
•*' You mean of course by that term what is un» 
derstood by the conservative party 1" 

* ** Of course ; our friends." 

'* I am sorry," said Coningsby, rather pale, 
but speaking with firmness, ** I am sorry that I 
could not support the conservative party." 

" By — " exclaimed Lord Monmouth, starting 
in his chair, '* some woman has got hold of him, 
and made him a whig." 

^*No, my dear grandfather," said Coningsby, 
scarcely able to repress a smile, serious as the 
interview was. becoming, ** nothing of the kind, 
I assure you. No person can be more aiiti* 



"I don t Iniow what ycm nre dovixig «t^ «r,? 
said Lord Monmouth, in a hard, dry tone* 

** I wish to be frank, sir," said Coningsby, 
"and am very sensible of your goodness in pefy 
mitting me to speak to you on the subject. 
What I mean to say is, that I have for a loo^ 
time looked upon the conservative party as a 
body who have betrayed iheir trust; more froia 
ignorance I admit than from design ; yet clearly 
a body of individuals totally unequal, to the exi- 
gencies of the epoc^ ; aj;it^ indeed unconsei^os 
of its real character." 

"You mean giving up those Irish corpora?- 
tions ]'* said Lord Monmouth. " Well, between, 
ourselves, I am quite of the same opinion. Bui 
we must mount higher; we must go to — 28 for 
the real mischief. But what is the use of la.^ 
menting the past ? Peel is the only man ; suited 
to the times and all that,-^at least we must say 
so, and try to believe so; we can't go bac^ 
And it is our own fault that we have let the chief* 
power out of the hands of our own order. It 
was never thought of in the time of your great- 
grandfather, sir. And if a commoner were for 
a season permitted to be the nominal premier 
to do the detail, there was always a secret com^ 
mittee of great 1688 nobles to give him his ior 
structions." 

** I should be very sorry to see secret com<- 
mittees of great 1688 nobles again," said Co- 
ningsby. 

"Then what the devil do you want to sec T* 
said Lord Monmouth. - 

" Political faith," said Coningsby, ** instead of 
political infidelity." 

" Hem !" said Lord Monjqaouth. 

** Before I support conservative principles," 
continued Coningsby, " I merely wish to be iop 
formed what those principles aim to conserve. 
It would not appear to be the prerogative of the 
crown, since the principal portion of a conserv- 



when I first went in ; and I found no difficulty^ Native oration now is^an invective against a late 



royal act which they describe as a bed-chamber \f 
plot. Is it a church which they wish to con- 
serve? What is a threatened appropriation 
clause against an actual church commission in 
the hands of parliamentary laymen? CooM 
the Long Parliament have done worse? WeH 
then, if it's neither the crown nor the church 
whose rights and privileges this conservative 
party propose to vindicate, is it your house, lh« 
House of Lords, whose powers they are pres- 
pared to uphold? Is it not notorious that the 
very man whom you have elected as your leader 
in that house, declares among his conservative 
adh^ents, that henceforth the very assembly 
that used to furnish those committees of great 
revolution nobles that you mention, is to initiate 
nothing; and without a struggle is to subside 
iqto that undisturbed repose which resembles 
the imperial tranquillity that secured the fron- 
tiers by paying tribute?" 

"All this is vastly fiae," said Lord Monmoath; 
" but I see no means by which I can attain my 
object but by supporting Peel. AAer all, what 
is the end of all parties and all politics? To 
gain your object. I want to turn our coronet 
into a ducal one, and to get your grandmother's 
barony called out of abeyance in your favour. 
It is impossible that Peel can refuse me^ I have 
already purchased an ample estate with the view 
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of «&laiUiig it OH' yea and yoorismie. Yon will 
make a considerable alliance; you may marry, 
if you please, Lady Theresa Sydaey. I hear the 
re^Kirt with pleasure. Count on my at once 
entering into any arrangement condocive to 
yoar happiness." 

" My dear grandfather, you have ever been to 
me only too kind and generous/' 

** To whom should I be kind bat to yoa--my 
own blood that has never crosj^ed me, and of 
whom I have reason to be proudi Yes, Harry, 
it gratifies me to hear you admired and learn 
your success. AJl I want now is to see you in 
Parliament. A man should be in Parliament 
early. There is a sort of stiffness about every 
man, no matter what may be his talents, who 
enters Parliament late in life; and now fortu- 
nately the occasion offers. You will go down 
on Friday; feed the notabilities well; speak out; 
praise Peel; abuse O'Connell and the ladies of the 
oed-chkmber; anathematize all waverers; say a 
good deal about Ireland; stick to the Irish re- 
gistration bill, that's a good card; and above ail, 
my dear Harry, don't spare that fellow Milibank. 
Remember in turning him out you not only gain a 
vote for the conservative cause and our coronet, 
but you crush my foe. 8pare nothing for that 
object; I count on you, boy." 

**^ I should grieve to be backward in any thing 
that concerned your intere-st or your honour, 
sir," said Coningsby, with an air of great em- 
barrassment. 

<* I am sure you would, I am sure you would," 
said Lord Monmouth, in a tone of some kind- 
ness. 

** And I feel at this moment," continued Co- 
ningsby, *Uhat there is no personal sacrifice 
which I am not p/'epared to make for them, 
except one. My interests, my affections, they 
should not be placed in the balance, if yours, 
sir, were at stake, though there are circum- 
stances whieh might involve me in a position 
of as much mental distre«ss as a man could well 
eadure; but I claim for my convictions, my dear 
grandfather, a generous tolerance." 

"I can't follow you, sir," said Lord Mon- 
mouth, again in his hard tone. " Our interests 
are inseparable, and therefore ther^ can never 
be any sacrifice of conduct on your part. What 
you mean by sacrifice of affections, I don't com- 
prehend; tfut as for your opinions, you have no 
■ business to have any other than those I uphold. 
You are too young to form opinions." 

** I am sure I wish to express them with no 
unbecoming confidence," replied Coningsby ; 
''I have never intruded them on your ear before; 
but this being an occasion, when you yourself 
said sir, I was about to commence my public 
career, I confess I thought it was my duty to be 
frank; I would not entail on myself long years 
of mortification by one of those iJl-considered 
entrances into political life which ;so many pub- 
lic men have cause to deplore." 

** You go with your family, sir, like a gentle- 
man; you are not to consider your opinions like 
a philosopher or a political adventurer." 

** Yes, sir," said Coningsby with animation, 
''but men going with their families, like gentle- 
men, and losing sight of every principle on which 
the society of this country ought to be estab- 
lished, produced the reform bill." 



»D the refofm biH," said Ijprd Moa* 

mouth; '*if the duke had not quarrelled witb 
Lord Crrey on a coal committee, we should never 
. have had the reform bill. And Grey would have 
gone to Ireland." 

" You are in as great peril now as you were 
in 1830," said Coningsby. 

"No, no, no," said Lord Monmouth, **the 
lory party is organized now ; they will not catch 
us napping again; -these conservative associa- 
tions have done the business." 

" But what are they organized fori" said Cq- 
nin^rsby. *^At the best to turn Out the whigs. 
And when you have tunwd out the whigs, wha^l 
then] You may get your ducal coronet, sir. 
But a duke now is not as great a man as a ba- 
ron was but a century back. We cannot strug- 
gle against the irresistible stream of circum- 
stances. Power has left our order ; this is not 
an age for factitious aristocracy. As for my 
grandmother's barony, I should look upon the 
termination of its abeyance in my favour, as the 
act of my political extinction. What we want, 
sir, is not to fashion new dukes and furbish up 
old baronies ; but to establish great principles 
which may maintain the realm and secure the 
happiness of the people. Let me see authority 
once more honoured; a solemn reverence again 
the habit of our lives ; let me see propeity aCK 
knowledging as in the old days of faith, that la- 
bour is his twin brother, and that the essence of 
all tenure is the performance of duty ;' let results 
such as these be brought about, and let me par- 
ticipate, however feebly, in the great fulfilment; 
and public life then indeed becomes a noble ca- 
reer, and a seat in Parliament an enviable dis- 
tinction." 

"I tell you what it is, Harry," said Lord 
Monmouth, very dryly, ** members of this fs^mily 
may think as they like, but they must act as I 
please. You must go down on Friday to DarK 
ford and declare yourself a candidate for the 
town, orl shall reconsider our mutual positions* 
I would say, you must go to-morrow; but it is 
but courteous to Rigby to give him a previous 
intimation of your movement. ' And thatcamaqt 
be done to-day.' I sent for Rigby this morning 
on other business which now occupies me; and 
find he is out of town. He will return to-mor- 
row; and will be here at three o'clock, when 
you can meet him. You will meet him I doubt 
not like a man of sense," added Lord Monmouth, 
looking at Coning!>by with a glance such as* be 
'had never before encountered, ^*who is not pr»* 
pared to sacrifice all the objects of life, for the 
pursuit of some fantastical puerilities." 

His lordship rang a bell on his table for Vil- 
lebecque, and to prevent any farther con versa* 
tion, resumed his papers. 



CHAPTER IV. 

It would have been difficult for any person, 
unconscious of crime, to have felt more dejeoted 
than Coningsby, when he rode out of the ooort- 
yard of Monmouth House. The love of Edith 
would hav^ consoled him for the destro^tioit 
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-6f ^is prosperity; the prdtid fvfllilmeiit of bis 
ambition migbt in time bave proved some com- 
pensation for bis cmsbed affeeiions; bat bis 
piresent position seemed to ofier no single source 
of sdlace. There came orer bimtbat irresistible 
eoDviction, tbat is at times the dark doom of 
all of us, that the bright period of oar life is 

'pa^; that a fatare awaits us only of anxiety, 
failare„ mortification, despair; that none of oar 

[resplendent visions can be ever realized, and 
that we add bat one more victim to the long 

';and dreary catalogue of baffled aspirations. 

Nor could he, indeed, by any combination, see 
the means to extricate himself from the perils 
tbat were encompassing him. There was some- 
thing aboat his grandfather that defied persaa- 

*8ion. Prone, as eloquent yoath generally is, to 

• believe in the resistless power of its appeals, 
Coningsby despaired at once of ever moving 
Lord Monmoath. There had been a callous 

'dryness in his manner, an unswerving purpose 
in his spirit, that at once baffled all attempts 

• at infiaence» Nor could Coningsby forget the 
glance he received when he quitted the room. 
There was no possibility of mistaking it; ^ 

'said at once, without periphrasis, "Cross my 

'parpose, and I will crush you." 

l^is was the moment when the sympathy, if 
-not the counsels, of frieerdsbip might have been 
grateful. A clever woman might have afTo^ed 
even more than sympathy ; some happy device 
that might have even released him from the 
anesh in which he was involved. And once 
Coningsby had turned his horse's head to Park 
-Lane to call on Lady Everingham. But surely 
if tbefe were a sacred secret in the world, it 
,was the- one which subsisted between bi^nself 
and Edith. No, that most never be violated. 
Then there was Lady Wallinger; he conW at 
least speak with freedom to her. He resolved 
"to tell her all. He looked in for a moment at a 
elab to take up the Court Guide and hnd her 
•direction. A few men were standing in a bow 
i^indow.* He heard Mr. Cassilis say, 

•*8o Beau they say is booked at last; the new 
lieanty, have you beard ?** ' 

VI saw him very sweet on her last night," 
rejoined his companion. **Hns she any tin 7" 

"Deuced deal they say," replied Mr. Cassilis. 
"The father's a cotton lord, and they all have 
loads of tin, you know. Nothing like them now." 

** He is in Parliament, is not bet" 

"'Gad I believe he is," said Mr. Cassilis; «*I^ 
•nefer know who is in Parliament in these days.* 
1 remember when there were only ten men in 
the House of Commons who were not either 
Tn^nibers of Brookes' or this place. Every thing 
is so deoced changed." 

** I hear 'tis an oki affair of Bean," said iin- 
other gentleman.* *<It was all done a year ago 
at Rome or Paris." • ^ 

''They say she reftzsed him then," said Mr. 
Cassilis. 

*« Well, tbat is tolerably cool for a manufaA- 
'turer's daaghter," said his friei^d; ** what next?" 

^ T wonder how the duke likes it," said Mr. 
•Cassilis. 

<* Or the dachessi" added one of his friends. 

• ** Or the Everinghams V* added the other. 
"The duke will be deuced glad to see Beau 

"Mttkd, I take it,^' faid iif r. €aMiii8« . 



"A good deal depends on' die iitt/* saM'&ife 
friend. 

Coningsby threw down the Coart Guide with 
a sinking heart. In spite of every insuperable 
difflcnlty, hitherto the end and object of all his 
aspirations and all his exploits, sometimes eveti 
almost nnconscionsly to himself, was to be 
Edith. It was over. The strange manner d€ 
last night was fatally explained. The h^art 
that once had been his was now another's. *F^ 
the man who still loves there is in that convi^ 
tion the most profound and desolate sorrow of 
which our nature is capable. All the recollee- 
rions of the past, all the once cherished pros* 
pects of tne future, blend into one bewildering 
anguish. Coningsby qaitted ^e clnb^ and 
mounting his horse, rode rapidly out of towtt, 
almost unconscious -of his direction. He found 
himself at length in a green lane near Willesden, 
silent and undisturbed ; he pulled up his horse 
and he summoned all his mind to the conieai- 
plation of his prospects. 

Edith was lost. Now, should he return to hia 
grandfather, accept his mission, and go down 
to Darlford on Friday 1 Favour and fortune, 
power, profaperity, rank, distinction would bis 
the consequence of this step. Might^not he add 
even vengeance! Was there to be no term to 
his endurance 1 Might not he teach this proad 
prejudiced manufkctorer, with all his virnlence 
and despotic caprices, a memorable lesson "? 
And his daughter, too, this betrothed after all of 
a young noble, with her flush futurity of splen- 
dour and enjoyment, was she to liear of him 
only, if indeed. she heard of him at all, as c^ 
one toiling or trifling in the humbler positions . 
of existence; and wonder with a blush that he 
ever could have been the hero of her romantib 
girlhood! What degradation in the idea ! His 
che^k bamt at the possibility of such )gn<>- 
miny! 

It was a conjuncture in bis life that required 
decision. He thought of his companions who 
looked up to him with such ardent anticipations 
of his fame, of delight in bis career, and confi- 
dence in his leading; were all these high and 
fond fancies to be baulked? On the very 
threshold of life was he to blunder? Tis the 
first step that leads to all ; and his was to be a 
wilf\3l error. He remembered his first visit to 
his grandfather, and the delight of his friends 
at Eton at his report on his return. After eight 
years of initiation, was he to lose that favour 
then so bighly prized, when the results whiqh 
they had so long counted on, were on the very 
eve of accomplishment. Parliament and riches, 
and rank, and power— these" were facts, reali- 
ties, substaYices that none could mistake. Wa6 
he to sacrifice them for speOulations, theories, 
shadows, perhaps the vapours of a green and 
conceited brain ? No, by Heaven, no; he was 
like Cttsar by the starry river side, watching 
the image of the planets on its fatal waters. 
The die was cast. 

The sun set; the twilight spell fell upon his 
soal; the exahation of his spirit died away. 
Beautiful thoughts, full of sweetness^ and tran- 
quillity and consolation, came clustering round 
bis heart like seraphs. He thought of Edith in 
h,er hours of fondnes^ ; he thought of the pure 
and solemn moments when to am^ his name 
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"^MhtKe bevoeBof bitimmify wisiifs'ssptratton, 
and to achieve immortal fame the mspiring' 

' purpose of his life. What were the tawdry ac- 
cidents of vulgar ambition to him I No domes- 
tic despot could deprive him of his inteltect, 
bis knowledge, the sastaining power of an tin- 
polluted conscience. If he possessed the intel- 

* ligence in which he had confidence, the world 
"wonid recognize his voice, even if not placed 
upon a pedestaL If the principles of his phi- 
losophy were trae« the great heart of the nation 
ivould respond to their expression. Coningsby 

■ £e]t at this moment a profound conviction, which 
never again deserted him, that the condact 

* ^ivhieli would violate the affections of the heart 
^^or the dictates of the conscience, however it 
'^may lead to immediate success^ is a fatal error^ 
■^Conscious that he was perhaps verging on 
. some paidfal victssiindes of his life, he devoted 

himself to a love that seemed hopeless, and to 
a fame that was perhaps a dream. 

It was under the influence of these solemn 

resolutions, that he wrote, on his return home, 

a letter to Lord Monmouth, in which he ex- 

' pressed all that afi^ction, which he really felt 

for his grandfather, and all the pangs which it 

coi^t him to adhere to the conclusions he had 

- already announced. In terms of tenderness, 

and even humility, he declined to become a 

candidate for DarifordfOr even to enter Parlia- 

^ ment, except as the master of his own conduct 



CHAPTER V. 

Lavt Monmouth was reclining on a sofH in 
that beautiful boudoir which had been fitted up 
under <he superintendence of Mr. Rigby, but as 
lie then believed for the I^ncess ' Colonna. 
The walls were hun^ with amber satin, painted 
by Laroefae with such subjects as might be 
expected from his brilliant and picturesque pen- 
cil. Fair forms, heroes and heroines in dajraKng 
costume, the offering of chivalry merging into 
iHThat is commonly styled civilization, moved 
in graceful' or fantastic groups amid palaces 
'and gardens. The ceiling carved in the deep 
honeycomb foshion bf the t^aracens was richly 
gilt and picked out in violet Upon a violet 
carpet of velvet was represented the marriage 
of Cupid and Psyche. 

' It was about t^o hobrs aA^r Coningsby had 
quitted Monmouth House, and Flora came in, 
sent for by Lady Monmouth, as ^vas her custom, 
to read to her as she was employed with some 
light work. 

**'Tis a new book of Sue," said Laeretia* 
^*They say it is good." 

Flora seated by her side, read for about a 
quarter of an hour. Reading was an accom- 
plishment which distinguished Flora; but to- 
day her voice AUtered, her expression was 
uncertain; she Seemed but very imperfectly to 
comprehend her page. Mdre than once Lady 
Monmouth looked round at her with an inquisi- 
tive glance. Suddenly Fl6ra stopped and burst 
into tears. 

•^Ohl madam," «hr at last eseUiflMdi **iSyw 



woiTfd but spe£k to Mr.' Coning^ all might be 
right!" 

*• What is this!" said Lady Monmouth, turn- 
ing quickly on the sofa; then collecting herself 
in an instant she continued with less abruptness 
and with more suavity than usual, **teU me 
Flora, what is iti what is the matter?" 

•*My lord," sobbed Flora, "has quarrelled 
with Mr. Coningsby." 

An expression of eager interest came over 
the countenance of Lueretia. 

•* Why have they quarrelled 1" 

*I do not know they have quarrelled: it is 
not perhaps a right term ; but my lord is very 
angiy with Mr. Coningsby." 

**Not very angry I should think. Flora ; and 
about whati" 

"Oh? very angry, madam," said Flort, 
shaking her head mournfully; "my lord told M. 
Villebecque that perhaps Mr. Coningsby would 
never enter the house again." ^ 

" Was it to-day t" asked Lueretia. . 

"This morning; Mr. Coningsby has only left 

this hour or two. He will not do what my lord 

wishes — about some seat in the chamber. I do 

not know exactly what it is; but my lord is 

in one of his moods of terror; my father iS 

frightened even to go into his room, when he 

It 
IS so. 

"Has Mr. Rigby been here to-day!" asked 
Lueretia. 

«• Mr. Rigby is not in town. My father wetft 
for Mr. Rigby this morning before Mr.Couingsby 
came, and be found that Mr. |ligby was not ih 
town. That is why I kndw it" 

Lady Monmouth rose from her soft and 
walked once or twice up and down the room. 
Then turning to Flora, she said, "Go away now^ 
the book is st'ipid; it does not am use me. Stop: 
find out all you can for me about the quarrel, 
before I speak to Mr. Coningsby." ^ 

Flora quitted the room. Lueretia remained 
for some time in meditation : then she wrote a 
few lines which she despatched at once to Mr. 
ftigby. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Wit AT a great man was the Right Hdnoui^ble 
Nicholas Rigby! Here was one of the taix 
peers of England, and one of the finest ladies iii 
London, both waiting with equal anxiety hi^ 
return to town; and unable to transact two 
affairs of vast importance, yet wholly Uncoti- 
neeted, without his interposition ! What was 
the secret of the inftuence of this man, confided 
in by every body, trusted by nonet His ccmn- 
cils were not deep, his expedient's were not feli- 
citous ; he had no feeling, and he could creatb 
no'sympsthy. It is that in most of the transac- 
tions of life there is some portion which no oub 
car^s»to accomplish, atid which every 'body 
wishes to be achieved. This was always thte 
portion of Mr. Rigby. In the eye of the world 
he had constantly the appearance of beiirg 
mixed up with high dealings, and negotiatitms 
and arraagemeats of fiae management; wKcfo 
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m truth, notwithstanding: his splendid 
livery and the airs he gave himself in the ser- 
vants' hali, his real business in life had ever 
been — to do the dirty work. » 

Mr. Rigby had been shut up much at his villa 
of late. He was concocting, you con id not 
term it composing, an article, a " very flashing 
article/' which was to prove that the penny 
postage must be the destruction of the aristo- 
cracy. It was a grand subject treated in bis 
highest style. His parallel portraits of Row- 
land Hill, the conqueror of Almarez, and Row- 
land Hill the devisor of the cheap postage, was 
enormously fine. It was full of passages in 
italics ; little words in great capitals ; and almost 
drew teats. The statistical details &lso were 
highly interesting and novel. Several of the 
old postmen, both twopenny and general, who 
had been in office with himself, and who were 
inspirid with an equal zeal against that spirit 
of reform of which they had alike been victims, 
supplied him with information which nothing 
but a breach of ministerial duty could have 
furnished. The prophetic peroration as to the 
irresistible progress of democracy was almost 
as powerful as one of Rigby*s speeches on Aid- 
borough or Amersham. There never was a 
fellow for giving a good hearty kick to the peo- 
ple like Rigby. Himself sprung from the dregs 
of the populace, this was disinterested. What 
couKi be more patriotic and magnaoimous than 
his Jeremiads over the fall of the Montmorencis 
and the Crillons, or the possible catastrophe of 
the Percys and the Manners ! The truth o£ all 
this hullaballoo was that Rigby had a sly pen- 
sion Vhich, by an inevitable association of 
ideas, he . always connected with the mainte- 
nance of an aristocracy. All his rigmarole 
dissertations on the French Revolution were 
impelled by this secret influence ; and when be 
wailed over <Ma guerre aux chateaux," and 
moaned like a mandrake over Nottingham Cas- 
tle in flames, the jrogue had an eye all the while 
to quarter day I 

Arriving in 'town, the day after Coniogsby's 
interview with his grandfather, Mr. Rigby found 
a summons to Monmouth House waiting him, 
and an urgent note from Lucretia begging that 
he would permit nothing to prevent him seeing 
her for a few minutes before he called on the 
marquess. 

Lucretia, acting on the unconscious* intima- 
tion of Flora, had in the course of four-and- 
twenty hbuts obtained pretty ample and accu- 
rate details of the' cause of contention between 
Coningsby and her husband. She could inform 
Mr. Rigby not only that Ijord Monmouth was 
highly incensed against his grandson ; but that 
the cause of their misunderstanding arose about 
a seat in the House of Commons, and that seat 
too the one which Rigby had long appropriated 
to himself, and over whose registration he had 
watched with such aflectionate solicitude. Lady 
Monmouth arranged this information like a first 
rate artist; and gave it a grouping and a colour, 
which produced the liveliest effect upon her 
confederate. The countenance of Rigby 'was 
almost ghastly as he received the intelligence ; 
a grin, half of malice, half of terror, played over 
his features. 

''I tokl you to beware of him long a^o^" said 



Lftdy MonnMntb. ''He is, he has er^r been, in 
the way of both of us/' 

"He is in my power," said Rigby; ** mrc can 
crush him." 

•* How 1" 

**He is in love with th( daughter of Millbank, 
the man who bought Hellingsley." 

** Hah !" exclaimed Lady Monmouth in a pro- 
longed tone. , 

" He was at Coningsby all last summer bang^ 
ing about her. I found the younger Millbank 
quite domiciliated at the castle ; a fact of itself 
which, if known to Lord Monmouth,, woald in- 
sure the lad's annihilation." 

" And you kept this fine news for a winter 
campaign, my good Mr. Rigby," said Lady Mon- 
mouth, with a subtle smile. " It was a weapon 
of service ; I give you my compliments." 

''The time is not always ripe," said Mr. 
Rigby. 

" But it is now most mature; let ns not con- 
ceal it from ourselves, that since his first visit 
to Coningsby, we have neither of us really been 
in the same position which we then occapied, 
or believed we should occupy. My lord, thougrb 
you would scarcely betieve it, has a weakness 
for this boy ; and though I by my marriage, and 
you by your zealous ability, have apparently se- 
cured a permanent hold upon his habits, I have 
never doubted that when the crisis comes we 
shall find that the golden fruit is plucked by one 
who ha.<v not watched the garden. You take 
me? • There is no reason why* we two should 
claslr together; we can both of us find what we 
want ; and more securely if we work in com- 
pany." 

" I trust my devotion to jrou has never been 
doubted, dear madam." 

" Nor to yourself, dear Mr. Rigby. Go n^w ; 
the game is before jrou. Rid me of this Co- 
ningsby, and I will secure you all that you want. 
Doubt not me. There is no reasotu ' I want a 
firm ally. There must be two." 

''It shall be done," said Rigby ; "it must be 
done. If once the notion gets wind that one of 
the castle family may perchance stand forBari- 
ford, all the present combinations will be disor- 
ganized. It must be done at once; I know that 
the government will dissolve." 

" So I hear for certain," said Lucretia. " Be 
sure there is no time to lose. What does be 
want with you to-day 1" 

"I know not; there are so many things." 

'*To be surer and yet I cannot doubt be will 
speak of this quarrel. Let not the occasion be 
lost. Whatever his mood, the subject may be 
introduced. ' If good, you will guide htm more 
easily; if dark, the love for the Hellingsley girl, 
the fact of the brother being in his castle, drink- 
ing his wine, riding his horses, ordering about 
his servants, you will omit no details— a Mi\h- 
bank quite at home at Coningsby will lash him 
to madness ! ' 'Tis quite ripe. Not a word that 
you have seen me. €ro, go, or he may hear that 
you have arrived. I shall be at home aU the 
morning. It will be but gallant, that you should 
pay me a littlie visit when you have transacted 
your business. You understand— an revoir !" 

Lady Monmouth took up again her French 
novel; but her eye soon glanced over the page, 
unattached by its contents* Her own existence 
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'WRS too intecesting to find any excitement in 
fiction. It was nearly three years since her 
marriage ; that great step which she ever had 
a' Conviction was to lead to results still greater. 
Of late she had often been filled with a presenti- 
ment that they were near at hand ; never more 
so than on this day. Irresistible wa$ the cur- 
rent of associations that led her to meditate on 
freedom, wealth, power, on a career which 
should, at the same time dazzle the imagination 
and gratify her heart. Notwithstanding the 
^ostsip of Paris, founded on no authentic know- 
ledge of her husband's character or information, 
based on the hap-hazard observations of the 
floating multitude, Lucretia herself had no rea- 
son to fear that her influence over Lord Mon- 
mouth if exerted was materially diminished. 
But satisfied that he bad formed no other tie, 
with her ever the test of her position, she had 



not. thought it expedient, and certainly would .sary communication; that*her skilful coabina- 



have found it irksome, to maintain that influence 
by any ostentatious means. 8he knew that 
Jjord Monmouth was capricious, easily wearied, 
soon palled ; and that on men who have no af- 
fections, aflection has no bold. Their passions 
or their fancies on the contrary, as it seemed to 
her« are rather stimulated by neglect or indifier- 
ence, provided they are not systematic ; and the 
circumstance of a wife beins: admired- by one, 
who is not her husband, sometimes wonderfully 
revives the passion or renovates the respect of 
biai, who should be devoted to her. 

' The health of i^ord Monmouth was the sub- 
ject which never was long absent from the vigi- 
lance or meditation of Lucretia. She was well 
assured thaf his life was no longer secure. 8he 
believed that after their marriage, he had made 
awill which secured to her a very large portion 
of his great wealth, in case of their having no 
is'sne, and after the accident at Paris all hope 
in that respect was over. Recently the extreme 
anxiety which Lord Monmouth had evinced 
about terminating the abeyance of the barony 
to which his first wife was a co-heiress in 
favoar of his grandson, had alarmed Lucretia. 
To establish in the land another branch of the 
house of Coningsby was evidently the last ex- 
citement of Lord Monmouth, and perhaps a 
permanent one. If the idea were, once accepted, 
notwithstanding the limit of its endowment 
which Lord Monmouth might, at the first start, 
contemplate, Lucretia had sufficiently studied 
bis temperament- to be convinced t^at all his 
energies and all his resources would ultimately 
be devoted to its practical fulfilment • Her ori- 
ginal prejudice against Coningsby and jealousy 
of his influence had therefore of late been con- 
siderably aggravated; and the intelligence that 
for the first time there was a misunderstanding 
between Coningsby and her husband filled her 
with excitement and hope.. She knew her lord 
well enough to feel assured that the cause for 
the «li$plea8ure in the present instance could 
not be a light one, she resolved instantly to 
labour that it should not be traAsient; and it so 
happened that she had applied for aid in this 
endeavour to the very individual in whose 
power -it rested to accomplish all her desire, 
while in doing so he felt at the. same time hie 
was defending his own position and advancing 
his owA interests* , 



Lady Monmotift was now awaiting with some 
excitement the return of Mr. Rigby. His inter- 
view with his patron was of unusual length. 
An hour, and more than an hour, had elapsed. 
Lady Monmouth again threw aside the book 
which more than once she had discarded. She 
paced the room ; restless rather than disquieted. 
She had complete confidence in Rigby's ability 
for the occasion ; and with her knowledge of 
Lord Monmouth's character, she cpnld not con- 
template the possibility of failure, if the circum- 
stances were adroitly introduced to his consider- 
ation. Still time stole on ; the harassing and 
exhaustiag process of suspense was acting on 
her nervous system. She began to think that 
Rigby had not found . the occasion favourable 
for the catastrophe ; that Lord Monmouth from 
apprehension of disturbing Rigb^ and entailing 
explanations on himself had avoided the neces- 



tion for the moment had missed. Two hours 
had now elapsed, and Lucretia, in a state of 
considerable irritation was about to inquire 
whether Mr. Rigby were with his lordship, 
when the door of her boudoir opened, and that 
gentleman appeared. 

** How long you have been," exclaimed Lady 
Monmouth. ** Now sit down and tell me what 
has past'' 

Lady Monmouth pointed to the seat which 
Flora had occupied. 

**I thank your ladyship," said Mr. Rigby with 
a somewhat grave and yet perplexed expression 
of countenance, and seating himself at some 
little distance from his companion, '' but I am 
very well here." 

Inhere was a pause. Instead of responding 
to the invitation of Lady Monmouth to oommu- 
nicate, with his usual readiness and volubility, 
Mr. Rigby was silent, and if it were possible to 
use such an expression with regard to such a 
gentleman, apparently embarrassed. 

**Well.," said Lady Monmouth. ''Does he 
know about the Millbanks!" ; 

** EJvery thing," said Mr. Rigby. 

** And what did he say 1" 

*'Hi$ lordship was greatly shocked," replied 
Mr) Rigby with a pious expression of features. 
" Such monstrous ingratitude ! As his lordship 
very justly observed, it is impossible to say 
what is going on under n\y own roof^ or to 
whom I can trust." 

•* But he made an exception in your favour,! 
dare say, my dear Mr. Rigby," said Lady Mon- 
mouth. 

"Lord Monmouth was pleased to say that I 
possessed his entire confidence/' said Mr, Rig- ' 
by, ** and that he kK>ked to me in his difficul- 
ties." 

•* Very, sensible of him. And what is to be- 
come of Mr. Coningsby t" 

"The steps which his lordship is about to 
take with reference to his establish^ient gene- 
rally," said Mr. Rigby, " will allow the connec- 
tion that at present subsists between that gen- 
tleman and his noble relative, now that Lord 
Monmouth's eyes are open to his real character, 
to terminate naturally without the necessity of 
any formal explanation." 

" But what do yon mean by the steps he is 
going to take in his eatablishment generallyl" 
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*<Loid Mooaoo^ 4lHBk» facTraqBirai cfaaage 
of scene.*' 

^Oh! is he going to drag me abroad again^*' 
exclaimed Lady Monmoiith, with great imp»> 
tience. 
,*<Wh7 not exactly," said Mr. Rigby, rather 
demurely* 

**I hope he Is not going again* to tbatdreadfal 
castle in Lancashire.'' 

. *<L(H:d Monmouth was thinking that as you, 
DEe^re tired of Paris, you might find some of the 
German baths agreeable." 

** Why there is nothing that Lord Monmouth 
dislikes so mueh as a German bathing plAoe*" 

« Bxikctly " said Mr. Rigby. 

** TWu.how c^pricic^us in him, wanting to go 

tQ.them!'' 

^ He does not want to go to them." 
. ** What do you mean, Mr. Rigbyl" said Lady 
Monmouth, in a lower voice, and looking him 
fvll in the face with a glance seldom bestowed. 

There was a churlish and unusual look about 
Rigby* It was as if malignant, and yist at the 
sfkme time a little frightened^ he hs^d screwed 
himself into doggedness. 

**I mean what Lord Monmouth means; he 
suggests diat if your ladyship were to pass the 
summer at Kissingen, for example, and a para- 
graph in the Morning Post were to announce 
3)01 his lordship was about to join you there, 
ail awkwardness would be removed; and no 
one could for a moment rake the liberty of sup- 
posing, even if his lordship did not uUimately 
reach you, that any thing like a separation had 
occurred." 

'* A separation !" said Lady Monmouth. 

<* Quite amicable," said Mr. Rigby. "I would 
never have consented to interfere in the affair, 
biiito secure that most desirable point." 

'''I will see Lord Monmouth at once," said 
Locretia, rising, her natural pallor aggravated 
into a ghouUike tint. 

"'His lotdsbip has gone out " said Mr. Rigby, 
rather stubbornlyii 

**Our conversation, sir, then finishes: I wait 
his return." She bowed haughtily. 
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His lordship will never return to Monmouth 
House again." 

[ Lucret^ sprang froip the sofa. 

, ** Miserable craven t"she exclaimed, ** has the 
cowardly tyrant fled! And hereadly thinks, that 
I am to be crushed by such an instrument as 
this! Pah! He may leave Monmouth House, 
but I shall not. Begone, sir." 

** Still anxious to secure an amicable separa- 
tion," said Mr. Rigby, ''your ladyship mast 
allow me to place tl^ circumstances of the case 
fairly before your excellent judgment. Lord 
Monmouth has decided upon a course; you 
know as well as me that he never swerves from 
his resolutions. He has left peremptory in- 
structions, and he will listen to no appeal. He 
has. empowered me to represent to yourlady*. 
ship that he wishes in every way to consider 
y9ur convenience* He suggests that every 
thing, in short» should be arranged as if his 
lordship were himself unhappily no more; that 
your ladyship should at once enter into your 
jointure, which sha^li be mad^ payable quarterly 
to your order, provided you can find it conve* 



hidnt to Itire upon A< Gtmtxnent,^ addedr Ife 
Rigby, with some hesitation. 

" And suppose I 'cannot?" 

** Why then we will leave your ladyship to 
the assertion of your righb."' 

•*We!" 

**I beg your ladyship's pardon: I speak as 
the friend of the family; the trustee of yoar 
marriage settlement; welUknown also as LopgI 
Monmouth's executor," said Mr. Rigby, his 
countenance gradually regaining its usual cal« 
lous confidence, and soqie degree of self-cook* 
placency, as he remembered the good things 
which he enumerated. 

*'I have decided" said Lady Monipouth; "1 
will assert my itgbte. Your master has mis- 
taken my character and his own positi^. He 
shall rue the day that he assailed me." 

"I should be sorry if there were any vio- 
lence," said Mr» Rigby, ** especially as every 
thing is left to my management and control. 
An office, indeed, which I only accepted for your 
mutual advantage. I^think upon reflection I 
might put before your ladyship some considera- 
tions which might induce you, on the whole, to 
be of opinion that it will be better for ns to 
draw together in. this business, as we have 
hitherto indeed throughout an acquaintance, 
now of spme years." Rigby wks resuming all 
his usual tone of brazen familiarity. 

''Your selfconfidence exceeds even Lord 
Monimouth's estimate of it," said Lncretia. 

" Now^ now, you are unkind. Your ladyshi]^ 
mistakes my position* I am interfering in this 
business for your sake. I might have refused 
the ofiioe. It would have fallen to another, who 
would have fnlfiUed it without any delicacy and 
coasideratioD for your feelings. View my inter- 
position in that lights my dear Lady Monmouth, 
and circumstances will assume Altogether a new 
colour." , 

"I beg that you would quit the house, sir." 

Mr. Rigby shook his head. "I would with 
pleasjure to ^lige yon, were it in my power, 
but Lord Monmouth has particularly desired 
that I should take up my residence here perma- 
nently. The servants are now ray servants. 
It is useless to ring the bell. For your lady- 
slip's sake, I wish every thing to be accom- 
plished with tranquillity, and if possible friend- 
liness and good-feeling. You can have even a 
week for the preparations for your departure, 
if necesvsary. I will, take that upon mysolf. Any 
carriages, too, that you desire ; your jewels ; at 
least all those that are not at the banker's. 
The arrangement about your jointure, your let- 
ters of cr^it, even your passport, I will attend 
to« myself; only too happy ii by this painful 
interference, I have in any way contributed to 
soften the annoyance which at the first blush 
you may naturally experience, but which like 
every thing else, take my word, will wear off." 

" I shall send for Lord Bskdale," said Lady 
Monmouth, "he ib a gentleman." 

"I am quite sttifie," said Mr, Rigby, "that Imrd 
Eskdale will give you Uie same advice a^ my- 
self, if he only feads your ladyship's letters," 
he added »Iowly, " to Prince Trautsmandorff." 

"My letters!" said Lady Monmouth* 

"Pardon me,'^ said Rigby, putting his hand in 
bis pockets as if to guard some trciasur«»^ " X hav(» 
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no -wish t» revive painfal associations; bat t 
luive them ; and 1 must act upon them, if you 
persist in treating me as a foe, who am in reality 
ViQur best friend, which indeed I ought to be, 
Aaving the honour of acting as trustee under 
your marriage settlemeut, and having known 
you so many years/' 

'VLeave me for the present alone,'* said Lady 
Afpnmouth. "Send me my servant if I have 
Q^p, I shall not remain here the week which 
yoa mention, but quit at once this house, which 
I, w^h I had never entered. Adieu ! Mr. Rigby> 
y,ou are now lord of IVfonmouth House, and yet 
I-cannot help feeling you too will be discharged 
before he dies." 
. Mr. Rigby made Lady Monmouth a bow such 
8,9 became the master of the house, and thfn^ 
withdrew. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

^ A paragraph in the Morning Post a few days 
a/ter his interview with« his grandfather, an- 
nouncing that Lord and Lady Monmouth had. 
quitted town for th^' baths of Kissigen« startled 
Coningsby, who galled the same day at Men- 
n^outh House in consequence. There he learnt 
^feoreaothenticdetailsof their unexpected move- 1 lord's compliments, that Lord Monmouth was 



With thena iealinga GonHigBby resolved the 
moment that be learned that his grandfather waa. 
established at Richmond to pay him a visit. 
He ,was informed that Lord Monmouth was at 
home, and he was shown into a di^wing-room» . 
where he found two French ladies io their bon- 
nets, who he soon discovered to be actresses. ' 
They also had com.fi down to pay a visit to his 
grandfather, and were by no means displeased 
to pass the interval that was to elapse before 
they had that pl'^asure, in chatting with his 
grandson, Coningsby found them, extremely 
amusing; with the finest ^irits in the world, 
imperturbable good temper, and an unconscious^ 
practical philosophy, that defied the devil Care 
and all his works. And well it was, that he 
foufnd such agreeable companions, for tiioe. 
flowed on, and no summons arrived to call him. 
to his grandfather's presence, and no herald to 
announce his grandfather's advent. The ladies 
and Coningsby had exhausted badinage; tb^. 
had examined and criticised all the furniture; 
bad rifled the vases of their prettiest flowers; 
and Clotilde who had already sung sereral 
limes, was proposing a duet to £rmengarde» 
when a servant entered, and told the ladies that 
a carriage was in attendance to give them aa ' 
airing, and aAer that Lord- Monmouth hoped 
they would return and dine with him; then tarn* 
ing to Coningsby he informed him with bis 



I9ent«. It appeared that Lady Monmouth had 
Certainly departed; and the porter with a rather 
speptical visage informed Coiungsby that Lord 
Monmouth was to follow; but when he could 
n,QttelU At present his lordship was at Brighton, 
and in a few days wa^s about to take possession 
of a viUa at Richmond which had for some time 
bftea fittine up for him under the superintend- 
efice of Mr. Rigby, who, as Coningsby also 
learnt, now permanently resided at Monmouth 
House. All this intelligence made Coningsby 
ppnder. He was sufficiently acquainted with 
tQo parties concerned io feel asi^ured that he had 
i^ot learnt the whole truth. What had really 
taken place, and what was the real cause of the 
opcurrences, were equally mystical to him : all 
he was convinced of was, that some great do* 
n^estic revolution had been suddenly efiected. 

. Coningsby entertained for bis grandfather a 
sincere affection. With the exception of their 
last unfortunate interview, he liad experienced 
fcom Lord Monmouth nothing but kindness lK.<th 
ii^ phrase and deed. There was also something 
in Lord Monmouth, when he pleased i^ rather 
fascinating to young men ; and as Coningsby 
h^d never occasioned him any feelings but plea- 
surable ones, he was always disposed to make 
himself delightful to his gi^and.son. The expe- 
rieoce of a consummate man of the world ad* 
vaoced in life, detailed without rigidity to youth, 
with frankness and facility, is bewitching. Lord 
IVfonmouth was never garrulous: he was always 
-pithy and could be picturesque. He revealed a 
character in a sentence; and detected the ruling 
passion with the hand of a master. Besides he 
had seen everybody and had done every thing; 
* and though on the whole too indolent for con- 
versation, and* loving to be talked to, these were 
circumstances which made his too rare com- 
n^onications th^ more precious. 



sorry he was too much engaged to see him. 

Nothing was to be done but to put a tolerably, 
good face upon it. ** Embrace Lord Monmouth 
for me," said Coningsby to his fair friends, "and. 
tell him I think it very unkind that he did not 
ask me to dinner vriih you." 

Coningsby said this with a ga^ air, but really 
with a depressed spirit. He felt convinced that 
his grandfather was deeply displeased with him, , 
and as he rode awaj|from the villa, he eonld 
not resist the strong impression that he was 
destined never to enter it. Yet it was. decreed 
otherwise. It so happened that the idle mes* 
sage which Coningsby had left for his grand- 
father, and which he never seriously supposed 
for a moment that his late companions would 
have given their host, operated entirely in his 
favour. Whatever were the feelings with re- 
spect to Coningsby at the bottom of Lord Mon- 
mouth's heart, he was aetoated in his refusal to 
see him not more from displeasure, than frooL 
an anticipatory horror of something like a scene. 
Bven asurresder from Coningsby without terms, 
and an ofler to declare . himself a candidate for 
Darlford, or to do any thing else that his grand- 
father wished, would have been disagreeable to 
Lord Monmouth in his present mood. As m 
politics a revolution is often followed by a sea- 
son of torpor, so in the case of Lord Monmouth, 
the separation from his wife, which had for a 
long period occupied his meditation, was suc- 
ceeded by a vein oC mental dissipation. He did 
not wish to be reminded by any thing or any 
person that ha had .still in some degree the mis- 
fortune of being a responsible member of society. 
He wanted to be surrounded by individuals who 
were above or below the conventional interests 
of what is called '* the world." He wanted to 
hear nothing of those painful and embarrassing 
^ ^ i&fluences which Drum, our contracted experknao 
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afid want of enlightenment, tre ma^ifj into 
sbch andue invportaoce. For this purpose he 
-wished to have about him persons wbose know- 
ledge of the cares of life concerned only the 
means of existence; and whose sense of lis ob- 
jects referred only to the sources of enjoyment; 
persons who had not been educated in the 
idolatry of respectability; that is to say, of re- 
alizing such an am'ount of what is termed 
character by a hypocritical deference to the pre- 
judices of the community, as may enable them 
at suitable times, and under convenient circum- 
stances and disguises, to plunder the public. 
This was the Monmouth philosophy. 
• • With these feelings. Lord Monmouth recoiled 
aft this moment from grandsons and relations 
amd ties of all kinds. He did not wish to be 
reminded of his identity; but to swim unmolested 
and undisturbed in his epicurean dream. When 
therefore his fair visitors, Clotitde who opened 
her mouth only to breathe roses and diamonds; 
a»d Ermengarde who was so good-natured that 
she sacrificed even her lovers to her friends ; 
saw him merely to exclaim at the same mo- 
ment, and with the same voices of thrilling 
joyousness, 

♦* Why did you not ask him to dinner!^ 

• And then without waiting for his reply en- 
tered with that rapidity of elocution which 
Frenchwomen can alone command into the 
catalogue of his charms and accomplishments, 
Lord- Monmonth began to regret that he really 
had not seen Goningsby, who it appears might 
h*ive greatly contributed to the pleasure of the 
day. ' The message wh\ch was duly given how- 
ever settled the business. Lord Monmouth felt 
that any chance of explanations or even allu- 
sions- to the past was out of the question ; and 
to defend himself from the accusations of his 
animated guests, he said, 

'* Well, he shall come Id dine with you next 
time." 

There is no end to the influence of woman 
on our life. It is at the bottom of every thing 
that happens to us. And so it was, that, in spite 
of all the combinations of Lucretia and Mr. 
Rigby, and the mortification and resentment of 
Lord Monmonth, 'the favourable impression he 
casually made on a couple of French actresses 
occasioned Goningsby, before a month had 
elapsed since his memorable interview at Mon- 
mouth House, to receive an invitation again to 
dine with his grandfather. 

• The party was very agreeable. Clotilde and 
Ermengarde had wits as sparkling as their eyes. 
There was the manager of the Opera, a great 
friend of Villebecque, and his wife, a very 
splendid lady who had been a prima donna of 
celebrity, and still had a commanding voice for 
a- chamber. A Garlist nobleman who lived 
upon his traditions, and who though without a 
sou could tell of a festival given by his family 
before the revolution, which had cost a million 
of francs, and a Neapolitan physician, in whom 
Lord Monmouth had great confidence and who 
himself believed in the Elixir VitEe, made up the 

Sarty with Lucian Gay, Goningsby and Mr. 
ligby. Our hero remarked that Villebecque 
on this occasion sat at the bottom of the table, 
but Flora did not appear. 
In' the mean timei the month which brought 



about this satisfactory, and at one time unex- 
pected, result, was fruitful also in other circum- 
stances still more interesting. Goningsby and 
Edith met frequently, if to breathe the sam^ at- 
mosphere in the same crowded saloons can be 
described as meeting; ever watching each 
other's movements, and yet studious never to 
encounter each other's glance. The charms of 
Miss Miilbank had become an universal topic; 
they were celebrated iii ball-rooms, they were 
discussed at clubs ; Edith was the beauty of the 
season. All admired her, many sighed even to 
express their admiration ; but the devotion of 
Lord Beaumannir, who always hovered about 
her, deterred them from a rivalry which might 
have made the boldest despair. As for Gonings- 
by, he passed his life 'principally with the va- 
rious meml)ers of the Sydney family; and was 
almost daily riding with Lady Everingham. 
and her sister, generally accompanied by Lord 
Henry and his friend Eustace Lyle, between 
whom, indeed, and Goningsby there were, rela* 
tions of intimacy scarcely less inseparable. 
Goningsby had spoken to Lady Everingham of 
the rumoured marriage of her elder brother, 
and found, although the family had not yet been 
formally apprised of it, she entertained very 
little doubt of its ultimate occurrence. She ad- 
mired Miss Miilbank, with whom her acquaint- 
ance continued slight; and she wished of coarse 
that her brother should marry and be happy, 
" but Percy is often in love," she would add, 
** and never likes us to be very intimate with his 
inamoratas. He thinks it destroys the romance; 
and that domestic familiarity may compromise 
his heroic character. However," she added, 
"I really befieve that will be a match." 

On the whole, though he bore a^erene aspect 
to the worM, Goningsby passed this month m a 
state of restless misery. His soul was brooding 
on one subject, and he had no confidant; he 
could not resist the spell that impelled him to 
the society where Edith might at least be seen ; 
and the circle in which he lived was one in 
which her name was frequently mentioned* 
Alone, in his solitary rooms in the Albany, he 
felt all his desolation ; and often a few minutes 
before he figured in the world apparently fol- 
lowed and courted by all, he had been plunged 
in the darkest fits of irremediable wretchedness. 

He had of course frequently met Lady Wat- 
linger, but their salutations, though never omit- 
ted, and on each side cordial, were brief. There 
seemed to be a tacit understanding between 
them<«ot to refer to a subject fruitful in painful 
reminiscences. 

The season waned ; in the fulfilment of a 
project originally formed in the playing fields 
of Eton, oftet recurred to at Gam bridge, and 
cherished with the fondness with which men 
cling to a scheme of early youth, Goningsby, 
Henry Sydney, Vere and Bockhurst, had en- 
gaged some moors together this year; and in a 
few days they were about to quit town for Scot- 
land. They had pressed Eustace Lyle to ac- 
company them, but he who in general seemed 
to have no pleasure greater than their society, 
had surprised them by declining their invitation, 
with some vague mention that he rather thought 
he should go abroad. 

It was the last day of July, and all the world 
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were at, a breakfast ^ven at a fanciful cottag^e, 
situate in beautiful gardens on the banks of the 
Thames, by Lady Everingham. The weather 
w^ as bright as the romancejL ^f Boccacio ; 
there were pyramids of strawberries m Dowis 



colossal enough to hold orange trees; and the 
choicest bands filled the air with enchanting 
strains, while a brilliant multitude sauntered on 
turf like velvet, or roamed in desultory exist- 
ence amid the qaiverinff shades of winding 
walks. 

** My Uxe was prophetic/' said Lady Ever- 
in^ham, when she saw Coning^by. ** I am glad 
it is connected with an incident. It gives it a 
point" 

^ You are mystical as weU as prophetic Tell 
me what are we to celebrate V* 

•*There^ is.goin|[f to be married." 

<*Then I too will prophecy and n^e the hero 
of the romance — Eustace LyJe." 

''You have been nlore prescient than. me," 
said Lady Everin'gham, "perhaps because I was 
thinking too much of some one else." 

«It seems to me. an union which all must 
acknowledge perfect I hardly know which I 
love best I have had my suspicions a long 
time; and when Eustace refused togp to the 
moors with us, t|iough I said nothing, I was con- 
vinced." 

''At any rate," said Lady Everingham, sigh- 
Ihg wfth a rather smiling face, ** we are kitisfolk, 
Mr. Coningsby; though I would gladly have 
wished to have been more.". 

"Were those your thoughts, dear ladyl Ever 
kind to me! But such happiness," he addedin 
a mournful tone, " can never l)e mine." 

"And why r 

" Ah ! 'tis a tal^ too strange iand sorrowful for 
a day when, like Seyed, we must all determine 
to be happy." 

" You have already made me miserable." 

"Here comes a group that will make you 
gay," said Coningsby, as he moved on. Edith 
and the Wallingers accompanied by Lord Beau- 
inanoir, Mr. Melton and Sir Charles Buckhurst 
formed the party. They seemed* profuse in 
their congratulations to Lady Everingham, hav- 
ing already learned the uueiligence from her 
brother. 

^ Coningsby stopped to speak to Lady 8t Ju- 
lians, who had stifl a daughter to marry. Both 
Augustina, who was at Coningsby Castle, and 
Clara Isabella who ought to have been there, 
had each secured the right man. But Adelaide 
Yictoriahad now appeared, and Lady St Julians 
had a great regard for the favourite grandson of 
Lord Monmouth, and also for the influential 
' friend of Lord Vere and Sir Charles BuckhuTSt 
in case Coningsby did not determine to be- 
come her son-in-law himself, he migiit counsel 
either of his friends to a judicious decision on 
an inevitable act 

" Strawberries and cream ?" .said Lord Esk- 
dale to Mr. Ormsby, who seemed occupied wiUi 
some delicacies. 

" Egad ! no, no. no ; those days are pasi^ed. I 
think there is a little easterly wind with all this 
fine appearance." 

." I like in-door nature myself" said Ldrd E/ik- 
dale. " Do you know I don't half like the way 
Monmouth is going ofi. ' He never gets t>ut of 
10 



that villa of his. He should ctange his air 
more. Tell him." ' 

" It's no use telling him any thing. Have you 
heard any thing of Miladi 1" 

"I had a letter from her to^lay; she writes 
in very good spirits. I am. sorry it broke upt 
and yet i never thought it would last ais loog.*^ . 

"1 gave, them two years," said Mr. Ormsby; 
" Lord Monmouth lived with his first wife two 
years. . And afterwards with the Mirandola at 
Milan at least nearlv two years; it was a yeax 
and ten .months. I must , know, for he oaUed 
me ih to settle affairs. I took the lady to the 
Baths of Lucca, on the pretence that Monmouth 
would n^et us there. He went to Paris. All 
his great affiurs have been two years. I re-, 
member I jwauited to bet Cassilis at White's pa 
it when he married, but I thought, being his in-^ 
timate friend, the, oldest friend he has indeed, 
and one of his trustees, it was perl^aps as well 
not to do it" . ^ • 

"You should have made the bet with him* 
self,".said Lord Eskdale, " and thea there never 
would have b^n a separation.^' 

"Hah, hah, hah! Bo you knovi^4 feel the 
wind." , . 

About an hour aAer this Coningsby, who had' 
just quitt^ the duchess, met on the terrace by 
the river Lady Wallinger walking with Mrs. 
Gay Flouncey and a Russian prince, whom 
that lady was enchanting. Coningsby was 
about to pass with some slight courtesy, but 
Lady Wallinger stopped, and would speak to 
him on very slight subjects; the weather and 
the fiSte ; but yet enough, adroitly managed, to 
make him turn and joia her. Mrs. Guy Floun- 
cey walked on a little before with her Russiaa 
amnirer. Lady Wallinger followed with Co- 
ningsby. 

"The match that has been proclaimed to- 
day has greatly surprised me," said Lady Wal- 
linger. 

" Indeed!" said Coningsby, "I confess I was 
long prepared for it And it seem^ to mc the 
most natural alliance conceivable, and one that 
evenr, one innst approve." 

"Lady Everingham seems very much sur- 
prised at it" 

"Ah! Lady Everingham is a very brilliant 
personage, and cannot deign to observe obvious 
circumstances." 

"Do you know, Mr. Coningsby, that I always 
thought you were engaged to Lady Theresa 1" 

"I!" 

"Indeed, we were informed more than a 
month ago, that you were positively going to 
be married, to her." 

" t am not one of those who can shift their, 
affections with such rapidity. Lady Wallinger." 

Lady Wallinger looked distressed. "You re* 
member our meeting you on the stjiirs at 
House, Mr. Coningsby] " 

"Painfully. It is deeply graven on my. 
brain." 



"Edith had gust been informed that, vou, 
were going to be married to Lady Theresa.' 

" Not surely from him to whom she is her-, 
self going to be married," said Coningsby, red- 
dening. • 

" I am not aware that she is going to be maiw 
ried to any one. Lord Beaumanoir admires 
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her; bas alvyrs admired ber. Bnt Edith l^a^ 
givien htm m eneottra^ment, at least gav« 
him no encouragement as long as she believed 
-^bot why dweH on stieh an nnhappy snbjeet, 
Mr. Coningsby. I am to blame, I have been to 
b^ame |!»erhaps before; hot indeed i think it 
•rael, very erue), thdt Edith and yon are k^i^t 
asQfider. ^ • 

• ** Yott hflve always been ray best, my dearest 
fHend^ and are the most amiable and admira- 
b'te of women. Bat tell me, is it indeed tme 
Aat Edith is tiot going to be married 1*' 

At this moment Mrs. -Ooy Plouncey turned 
rotmd, and assuring Lady Wallinger that the 
prince and hersdf had agreed to refer some 
point to her about the most transcendental 
ethics of flirtation, this deeply interesting cOn- 
vet'sation was arrested, and Lady WaiTinger, 
with becoming suavity, was obliged to listen to 
the lady's lively Appeal of exaggerated non- 
dense, and the prince aJSEbcted protests, While 
Coningsby walked by her side pale, wiHt an 
afieetdi grin, krid then offered his arm to Lady 
WaHkiger, which shef accepted with an affec- 
tionate pressure. At the end of ^ the terrace, 
they -met ^ some other gtiests, and soon were 
immersed in the multitude that thronged ^e 
kiwn. 

•♦There is 8ir Joseph," said Lady Wallinger, 
and Coningsby looked up, and saw Edith on 
his arm. They. were unconsciously approach- 
ing them. Lord Beaumanoir was there, but he 
seemed to shrink into nothing to-day befbre 
Bookburst, who was captivated for the mo- 
ment by Edith, and hearing that no knight ^s 
resolute enough to try a fall with the mar- 
quess, was impelled by his talent for action to 
enter the lists. He had talked down every 
body, unhorsed every caralier. Nobody hAd a 
chance against him; he answered all your 
questions befoi*e you asked them; contradicted 
every body with the intrepidity of a Rigby; 
annihilated your anecdotes by historiettes infi- 
nitely more picjuant; and if any t>ody chanced 
to make a joke which he ^eould not excel, de- 
clared immediately that it was a Joe Miller. 
He was absurd, extravagant, grotesque, noisy; 
but be was young, rattling, and interesting 
from his health and spirits. Edith was ex* 
^mely amused by him ; and was encouraging 
by her mirth his spiritual excesses, when they 
all suddenly met Lady Wallinger and Conings- 
by. 

The eyes of E#th ahd Coningsby met for the 
first time since they so cruelly encountered on 
Ae stairease o^— — House. A deep, quick 
hkish suffused her fa<:e; her eyes gleamed with 
a sodden corruscation ; suddenly and quickly 
she put foHhlier hatid. 

Yes ! he presses once more that hand which 
permanently to retain is the passion of his life, 
yet' which inay never be his! It seemed that 
for the ravishing delight of that inomefat, he 
could have borne with cheerfuMessalt the dark 
and harrowing misery of the year that bad past 
AW^y since he embraced her in the woods of 
Hellmgsley, and pledged his faith by the waters 
of the rushing Darl. 

He seized the occasion whi^h offered itself for 
a moment to walk by her side, and to "snatch 
sofflie brief instants of unreserved communion. 



. «Fomv*mc.'*'sh?said. ^ 

** Ah f how could ^ou ever doubt ine !** said 
Coningsby. 

•* I was unhappy.*' 

**And now we are to eaclfi other as before t** 

*And witi be ; come what come may.*' 

YND OF Book VIII* 
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CHAPTER L 

It was merry Christmas at St. Cfenevi^e. 
There was a Yule leg blazing on every hearth 
io that wide domain, froin.th6 hall of the sqqtiFe 
to the peasant's roof. The Biitterj was opeii 
for the whole week from noon to sunset; ail 
comers might take their fill, and each cany 
away as much cold beef, x^hite bread, and jolly 
ale as a strong man coOld bear in a basket witn 
one hand. For every woman, ^ red cloak, and 
a coat of broadcloth for every man. All day 
tong, carts laden with fuel and warm raiment 
were traversing the various districts, distribat- 
ing comfbrt and dispensing che^r. For a 
Christian ^htleman of high degree was fiu* 
stace Lyle. 

Within his hall too he holds his revei» apd 
his beauteous bride welcomes their guests from 
her noble narents to the faithful tenants of the 
house. All classes are mingled in the joyous 
equality that becomes the season, at once sacred 
and merry. There are carols for the eventful 
eve, and murmurs for the festive day. 

The duke and duchess and every member of 
the family had consented this year to keep thpir 
Christmas^ with the newly married couple. Co- 
ningsby too was there, and all his friends. The 
party was numerous, gay, hearty and happy ; 
for they were all united by sympathy. 

They were planning that Henry Sydney 
should be appoiuted Lord of Misrule, or or- 
dained Abbot oi Unreaso at tht least, so suc- 
cessful had been his reyival of the muinmers, 
the hobby-horse not forgotten. Their host had 
intrtrsted to Lord Henry the restoration of many 
old observances, and the joyous feeling which 
this celebration Of Christmas had diffused 
throughout a very extensive district, was a 
fresh argument in favour of Lord Henry's 
principle, that a mere mechanical mitigation of 
tl^material necessities of the humbler classes^ 
a mitigation, which must inevitably be very 
Umit^d, can nerer alone avail sufficiently to 
ameliorate their condition; that their condition 
is not merely « a knife and fork question," to 
use, the coarse and shallow phrase of the Utili- 
tarian school ; that a simjsle satisfaction of the 
grosser necessities of our nMure will not make 
a happy people ; that you must cultivate the 
heart as well and seek to content the belly ; and 
that the surest means to elevate the character of 
the people is to appeal to their affections. 
^ There is nothing more interesting than to 
trace predisposition. An indefinite yet strong 
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sympathy with the peasantry of the realm had 
been otie of the characteristic sensibilities of 
Jiord Henry at Eton. Yet a schoolboy, he had 
hnsied himself with their pastimes and the de- 
tails of their cottage economy. As he advanced 
in life, the horizon of his views expanded with 
his mtelligenise and his experience, and the son 
of one of the noblest of oar honses, to whom the 
delights of life are offered with fatal facility, on 
the very threshold of his career he devoted his 
time and thought, labour and Ufe« to one vast 
and noble purpose, the elevation of the condi* 
tlon of the great body of the people. 

**I vote for Buckhurst being Lord of Misrule," 
said Lord Henry, ** I will be content with being 
Yds li^entleman usher." 

**lt shall be put to the vote,** said Lord Vcre. 

** No one has a chance against Buckhurst," 
isaid'Coningsby. 

"Now Sir Charles," said Lady Everingham, 
'''your absolute sway is about to coinmence. 
And what is your will." 

''The first thing must be my f6rmal installa- 
tion," said Buckhurst. **I vote the boar's head 
be carried in procession thrice rdand the hall, 
^md Beau shallbe the champion to challenge all 
who question my right. Duke you shall be my 
chief butler; the duchess my herb woman. She 
Is to walk before me, and scatter rosemary. Co- 
Bingsby shall carry the boar's head. Lady The- 
resa and Lady Everingham shall sing the canti- 
cle. Lord Everingham shall be marshal of our 
lists, and pat all in the stocks who are found sober 
'and decorous. Lyle shall be the palmer from 
the Holy Land, and Vei^e shall ride the hobby- 
horse. Some must carry cups of Hippocrass ; 
isome lighted tapers; all must join in chorus." 

He ceased his instructions and all harried 
away to carry them into effect. Some hastily 
iarrayed themselves in fanciful dresses, the la- 
dies in robes of white with garlands of flowers, 
jsome drew pieces of armour from the wall, and 
decked themselves with helm and hauberk, 
others waved ancieht banners. They brought in ^ 
the boar's head on a large silver dish, and Co- 
aingsby raised it aloft They formed into pro- 
cessionj the duchess distributing rosemary, 
•Buckhurst swaggering with all the majesty of 
Tamerlane, his mock court irresistibly humour- 
•ous with their servility, and the sweet voice of 
Lady Everingham chaunting the first verse of 
the canticle followed in the second by the rich 
tones of Lady Theresa. 

I. 

CapotApri defers ' * 

R«ddMMUud6sDoailno • 
The BMr'» he«de in haode bring I, 
With gwUtodes gay and meemary, 
I jrrar you atl alnge merrily, 

Qui estif In eoavivlo. 

h. 

Ctout Apr! defefo 

Reddeni laudes Domino 
The Boar*B head I undentande 
fa the chief aerTjce in this laade 
Hope wbereever it be fonde 

SwVite cam cantico. 

The procession thrice paraded the hall. Then 
they stopped, and the lord of misrule ascended 
his throne and his courtiers formed around him 
in circle. Behind, him they held the ancient 



banners and waved their glittering arms;jand 
placed on a lofty and illuminated pedestal the 
poar*sl head covered with garlands. It was a 
good picture, and the lord of misrule sustained 
his part with untiring energy. He was address- 
ing; his court in a pompous rhapsody of merry 
nonsense, when a servant approached* Gonings- 
by and told him that he was wanted without. 

Our hero retired unperceived. A despatch 
had arrived for him from London. Without 
any prescience of its purpose, he nevertheless 
broke the seal with a trembling hand. His. 
presence was immediately dtesired in town-* 
Lord Monmouth was dead. 



' CHAPTER n. 

This was a crisis in the ftfe of Conitigsby; 
yet, like many critical epochs, the person most 
interested in it was not sufficiently aware of its 
character. The first feeling which he experi- 
enced at the intelligence was sincere affliction. 
He was fond of his grandfather; had received 
great kindness from him, and at a period of lit^ 
when it was most welcome. The neglect and 
hardships of his early years, instead of leaving 
prejudice against one who by some might be 
esteemed their author, had only rendered, by 
their contrast, Coningsby more keenly sensible 
of the solicitude and enjoyment which had been 
lavished on his happy youth. 

The next impression on hjs mind was un- 
doubtedly a natural and reasonable speculation 
on the effect of this bereavement on his for- 
tunes. Lord Monmouth had more than once 
assured Coningsby that he had provided for 
him as became a near relative to whom he was 
attached; and in a manner which ought to satisfy 
the wants and wishes of an English gentleman. 
— The allowance which Lord Monmouth bad 
made him, as considerable as usually accorded 
to the eldest sons of wealthy peers, might justify 
him in estimating his future patrimony as ex- 
tremely ample. He was aware, indeed, that at 
a subsequent period, his grandfather had pro- 
jected for him fortunes of a still more elevated 
character. He looked to Coningsby as the 
fhture representative of an ancient Barony, and 
had been purchasing territory with the view of 
supporting the title. But Coningsby did not by 
any means firmly reckon on these views being 
realized. He had a suspicion that in thwarting 
the wishes of his grandfather in* not becoming 
a candidate for Darlford, he had at the moment 
arrested arrangements which, from the tone of 
Lord Monmouth's communication, he believed 
were then in progress for that purpose ; and he 
thought it improbable. With his knowledge of 
his grandfather's habits, that Lord Monmouth 
had found either time or inclination to remove 
before his decease the completion of these plans, 
fhdeed, there was a period when in adopting the 
course which he pursued with respect to Darl- 
for^, Coningsby was well aware that he perilled 
more than the large fortune which was to ac- 
company the barony. Had not a separation 
between Lord Monmouth and his wife taken 
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place* ffimnltaneonsly with Coningsby's differ- 
endt with his grandfather, be was conscious 
|haf the consequences might have been even 
altogether fatal to his prospects; but the ab- 
sence of her evil influence at such a conjnnc* 
ture/its.^permanent removal indeed from the 
scene, oiiopled with his fortunate, not formal, 
reconciliation with Lord Monmouth, had long 
ag^ banished from his memory all those appre- 
hensions to which he had felt it impossible at 
the ^ime to shut his eyes. Before he left town 
for Scotland, he had made a farewell visit to his 
grandfather who, though not as cordial as in 
old d%ys, had been gracious; and Coningsby, 
during his excursion to the moors, and his 
rariousL visits to the country, had continued at 
intervsfls to write to his grandfather, as had 
been for so&e years his custom. On the whole, 
with an indefinite feeling which, in spite of 
many a rational effort, did neverdieless haunt 
his mind, that this great and sudden event might 
exercise a very n^st and beneficial influence on 
his worldly position, Coningsby could not but 
' feel some consolation in the affliction which he 
sincerely experienced, in the hope that he might 
at all events now offer to Edith a home worUiy 
of her charms, her virtues, and her love. 

Although he had not seen her since their hur- 
ried, yet sweet, reconciliation in the gardens of 
^ady Everingbam, Coningsby was never long 
without indirect intelligence of the incidents of 
her life ; and the correspondence between Lady 
Everingham and He^^ry Sydney, while they 
were at the moors, had apprised bim that Loixl 
Beaumanoir's suit had terminated unsuccess- 
fully almost immediately after his brother had 
quitted London. ^ 

It was late in the evening when Coningsby 
arrived in town : he called at once on Lord Esk- 
dale^ who was one of Lord Monmouth's execu- 
tors; and he persuaded Coningsby, whom he 
saw depressed, to dine with him alone. 

^ You should not be seen at a club," said the 
good-natured peer; *'and I remember myself in 
old days what was the wealth of an Albanian 
larder.^ 

Lord Eskdale at dinner talked very frankly 
of the disposition of Lord Monmouth's property. 
He spoke as a matter of course that Coningsby 
was his grandfather's principal heir. 

" I don't know whether you will be happier 
with a large fortune]" said Lord Eskdale. 
*<It'si a troublesome thing: nobody is satisfied 
with what you do with it; very often not your- 
self To maintain an equable expenditure ; not 
to spend too much on one thing, too little on 
another, is an^rt. There must be a harmony, 
a keeping, in disbursement, which very few 
men have. Great wealth wearies. The thing 
to have is about ten thousand a-year, and the 
world to think* you have only five. There's 
some enjoyment then ; one is let alone. But 
the instant you have a large fortune, duties 
commence. . And then impudent fellows bor- 
row your money, and if you ask them for it 
again, they go about town, saying you are a 
screw." 

Lord Monmouth had died suddenly at his 
Richmond villa, which latterly be never quitted, 
at a little supper ; with no persons near him but 
those who were very amusing. He suddenly 



found he could not lift his glass to his lips, and 
being extremely p<^lite waited a few minntes 
before he asked Clotilde, who was singing a 
very sparkling drinking soUg, to do him that 
service. When in accordance with his request 
she reached him«it was too late. The ladies 
shrieked, being very frightened: at first they 
were in despair, but afler reflection, they e viliced 
some intention of plundeiing the house. Yille- 
becque who was absent at the moment arrived 
in time; and every body became orderly and 
broken-hearted. 

The body had been removed to Monmoath * 
House, where it had been embalmed and laid in 
state. The fUneral was not numerously at- 
tended. There was nobody in town ; some dis- 
tinguished connections however came up from 
the country, though it was a period inconvenient 
for such movements. After the funeral, the 
will was to be read in the principal saloon of 
Mji^nmouth House, one of those gorgeous apartr 
ments that had excited the boyish wonder of 
Coningsby on his first visit to that .paternal 
roof, and now hung with, black velvet adorned 
with the escutcheon of the deceased peer. 

The testamentary dispositions of the late lord 
were still unknown, though the name of his 
executors had been announced by his familjr 
solicitor, in whose custody the will and codicils 
had always remained. The executors under the 
will were Lord Eskdale, Mr. Ormsby, and Mr. 
Rigby. By a subsequent appointment, Sidonia 
was added. All the individuals were now pre- 
sent Coningsby, who had been chief mourner, 
stood on the right hand of the solicitor, who sat 
at the end of a long table, round which in groups 
were ranged all who had attended the funeral, 
including several of the superior members of 
the household ; among them M. Villebecque. 

The solicitor rose and explained that though 
Lord Monmouth had been m the habit of very 
frequently adding codicils to his will, the origi- 
nal will however changed or modified had never 
been. revoked; it was therefore necessary to 
commence by reading that instrument. So 
saying he sat down, and breaking the seals of a 
large packet, he produced the will of PhiKp 
Augustus, Marquess of Monmouth, which had 
been retained in his custody since' the date of 
its execution. 

By this will, of the date of 1829, the sum of 
ten thousand pounds was leA to Coningsby, 
then unknown to his grandfather; the same 
sum to Mr. Rigby. There were a great numbet 
of legacies, none of inferior amount, most of 
them of a less, than were chiefly left to old 
male companions and women in various coun- 
tries. There was an almost inconceivable num- 
ber of small annuities to faithful servants, de- 
cayed actors, and obseure foreigners. The 
residue of his personal estate was left to four 
gentlemen; three of whom had quitted this 
world before the legator, the bequests therefore 
had lapsed. The fourth residuary legatee, ia » 
whom, according to the term of. the will all 
would have consequently centred, was Mr. 
Rigby. 

There followed several codicils which did 
not materially aflect the previous disposition; 
one of them leaving a legacy of £20,000 to the 
Princess Colonna, until they arrived at the lat- 
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ter part of ^e year 1B32, when a codicil in- 
ereased the £10,000 left under the will to Co- 
niogsby to je50,000. 

After Coningsby's visit to the Castle in 1836, 
ft very important change occurred in the dispo- 
sition to Lord Monmouth's estate. The legacy 
of £i0,000 in his favonr was revoked, and the 
' same sum left to the Princess Lueretia. A 
similar amount was bequeathed to Mr. Rigby ; 
itnd Coningsby wj&s left sole residuary legatee. 

The marriage led to a considerable modifiea* 
tion. An estate of about nine thousand a year 
which Lord Monmouth had himself purchased, 
and was therefore in his own disposition, was left 
to Coningsby. The legacy to Mr. Rigby was re- 
duced to £20,000, and the whole of his residue 
left to his issue by Lady Monmouth ; in case he 
died without issue, the estate bequeathed to 
Coningsby to be taken into account, and the 
\ Ksidue then to be divided equally between Lady 
Monmouth and his grandson. It was under 
this instrument that Sidonia had been appointed 
an executor. 

. The solicitor paused and begged permission 
to send for a glass of water. While this was 
arranging there was a murmur at Uie lower 
part of the room, but little disposition to con- 
versation among those in the vicinity of the 
lawyer; Coningsby was silent, his brow a little 
knit; Mr. Rigby was extremely pale, and rest- 
less, but said nothing. Mr. Ormsby took a 
pinch of snuff, and offered his box to Lord Esk- 
dale who was next to him. They exchi^nged 
glances, and made some observation about the 
weather. Sidonia stood apart with his arms 
fblded* He had not of course attended the fune- 
ral, nor had he as yet exchanged any recogni* 
tion with Coningsby. 

** Now, gentlemen,'' said the solicitor, " if you 
please, I will proceed.** 

^piey came to the year 1839, the y«ar Co- 
ningsby was at Hellingsley. This appeared to 
be a very critical period in the fortunes of Lady 
Monmouth, while Coningsby's reached to the 
culminating point Mr. Rigby was reduced to 
his original legacy under the will of £10,000— 
a sum of equ^ amount was bequeathed to Ar- 
mand Yillebecque, in acknowledginent of faith- 
ful services ; ^all the dispositions in favour of 
Lady Monmouth were revoked*, and she was 
limited to her moderate jointure of £3;000 per 
annum, under the marriage settlement; while 
every Uiing without reserve was left absolutely 
to Coningsby. 

A subsequent codicil determined that the 
JE;iO,000 left to Mr. Rigby should be equally be- 
tween him and Lucian 6uy, but as some com- 
Emsation, Lord Monmouth left to the Right 
onoarable Nicholas Rigby the bust of that 
gentleman, which he had himself pres^ted to 
his lordship, and which at his desire had been 

J placed in the vestibule at Coningsby Castle, 
irom the amiable motive that after Lord Mon- 
mouth's decease, Mr. Rigby might wish, per- 
haps, to present it to some other friend. 

tiord Eskdale and Mr. Ormsby took care not 
to catch the eye of Mr. Rigby. As for Conings- 
by he saw nobody. He maintained during Uie 
extraordinary situation in which he was placed 
a firm demeanour; but serene and regulated as 



he appeared to the spectators, his nerves were 
really strung to a high pitch. 
' There was yet another codicil. It bore the 
date of June 1840; and was made at Brighton 
immediately after the separation with Lady 
Monmouth. It was the sight of this in^trament 
that sustained Rigby at this great emei^ency. 
He had a wild conviction that after all, it must 
set all right He felt assured that as Lady M on- 
mouth had already beeirdisposed of, it must 
principally refer to the disinheritance of Co- 
ningsby— -sectired by Rigby's well-timed and 
malignant misrepresentations of what had oc- 
curred in Lancashire daring the preceding sum- 
mer. And then to whom could Lord M on rhouth 
leave his money? However he might cat and 
carve up his fortunes, Rigby, and especialjy at 
a moment when he had so served him, must 
come in for a considerable slice. 

His prescient mind was rigl^t All the disp* 
sitions in* favour of "my grandson Harry C 
ningsby" were revoked; and he inherited fro: 
his grandfather only the interest of the sum of 
£10,000 which had been originally bequeathed 
to him in his orphan boyhood. The executors 
had th^ power of investing the principal in an^ 
way they thought proper for his advancement 
in life, provided always it was not placed in 
** the capital stock of any manufactory." » 

Coningsby turned pale; he lost bis abstracted^ 
look, he caught the eye of Rigby, he read the ■ 
latent mkliceof that nevertheless anxious coun- 
tenance. What passed through the mind and. 
being of Coningsby was thought and sensation 
enough for a year, yet it was as the flash that 
reveads a whole country, yet ceases to be, ere 
one can say it lightens. Iiiere was a revelation 
to him of an inward power that should bafQe , 
these conventional calamities; a natural and. 
sacred confidence in his youth and health, and . 
knowledge and convictions. Even the recollec- 
tion of Edith was not unaccompanied with some 
sustaining associations. At least the mightiest 
foe to their union was departed. 

All this was the impression of an instant, 
simultaneous with the reading of the words of j 
form with which the last testamehtary disposi- 
tion of the Marquess of Monmouth left the sam, 
of £30,000 to Armand Tillebeeque; and all the ' 
rest, residue and remainder of his unentailed 

Eroperty wheresoever and whatsoever it might 
e, amounting in value to nearly a million ster- 
ling, was given, devised, and bequeathed to' 
Flora, commonly called Flora Yillebecque, the 
step-child of the said Armand Yillebecque, " but 
who is my natural daughter by Marie Estelle 
Matteau, an actress at the Theatre Fran^ais in 
the yean 1811—15, by the name of Stella." 



CHAPTER HI. 

"This is a crash," said Coningsby, with a 
grave rather than agitated countenance, to Sido**, 
nia, as his friend came up to greet him without' 
however any expression of condolence. 

«This time next year, you will not think so,** ' 
said Sidonia. 
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Cpniogsby shruggad his shoulders. 

" The principal annoyance of this cost of mis- 
carriage/' said Sidonia, **is the condolence of 
the gentle world. It appears that neither you 
nor I have much to do here. I think we had 
better move off. I am gping home to dine. 
Come and discuss your position- For the pre- 
sent we will not speak of it." So saying Sido- 
nia good-naturedly got Coningsby out of the 
room. # 

They walked together to Sidonia's house in 
Park Lane, neither of them making the slightest 
allusion to the catastrophe ; Sidonia inquiring 
where he had been, what he had been doing, 
since they last naet, and himself conversing iu 
his usual vein, though with a manner a little 
more inclined to tenderness than was his cus- 
tom. When they had arrived there, Sidonia 
ordered their dinner instantly, and during the 
interval between the command and its appear- 
ance, he called Coningsby's attention to an old 
German painting he had just received, its hril- 
liant colouring, and quaint costumes. 

"Eat, and an appetite will come,*' said Sido-. 
nla, when he observed Coningsby somewhat 
reluctant. " Take some of that Chablis ; it will 
put you right; you will find it delicious." 

In this way some twenty minutes past; their 
meal was over, and they were atone together. 

. " I have been thinking all this time of your 
position," said Sidonia. 

** A sorry one I fear," said Coningsby. 
."I really cannot see that,** said his IHend. 
"You have experienced this morning a disap- 
pointment; but not a calamity. If you had lost 
your leg it would have been a ca]a.mity: no 
combination of circumstances could have given 
you another. There are really ho miseries 
e;ccept natural miseries; copventional misfor- 
tunes are mere illusions. What seems conven- 
tionally in a limited view a great misfortune, if 
subsequently viewed in its results, is often the 
happiest incident in one's life^f 

" I confess, my dear friend, X am at present a 
little too staggered to philosophize."^ 

** But this is the very moment wh'en philoso- 
phy is of use; that is to say, this is the very 
moment when you should clearly comprehend 
the circumstances which surround you. Holi- 
day philosophy is mere idleness. You think, 
for example, that you have just experienced a 
great calamity, because you have lost the for- 
tune on which you counted .V 
'. " I must say I do.** 

" i ask you again : which would you have 
rather lost, your grandfather*s inheritance or 
your right legt" 

" Most certainly my inheritance " 

" Or your left arm 7" 

" Still the inheritance." 
, "Would you have received the inheritance 
on condition, that your front tooth should have 
been knocked out" 
■ "No; certainly not" 

" Would you have given up a year of your 
life for that fortune trebled 1". 

"Even at twenty-three, I would have refused 
the terms." 

" Come, come Coningsby, the calamity can- 
not be very great." 

" Why yoi^ have put it in a very ingenious 



point of view; and yet it is not easy to con.vince . 
a man that he should be content who has lost 
every thing." 

" You h^ve a^ great many things at this mo- " 
ment that you separately prefer to the fortune, 
that you have forfeited. How then can you be 
s^id to have lost every thingi" 

"What have 11" 

"You have. health, youth, good looks, great 
abilities, considerable knowledge, a fine courag:e9 . 
a lofty s|)irit, and no contemptible experience.* 
With each of these qualities one might make a 
fortune; the combination ought to command the ■ 
highest." 

" You console me," said Coningsby, i^-ith a 
faint bin sh and a fainter smile. 

"I teach you the truth. That is always so- 
laeihg. I think you are a most fortunate young 
man; I should not have thought you more ibr- 
tcmate if you had been your grandfather's heir; 
perhaps less so. But I wish you to compre- 
hend your position: if you understand it, you 
will cease to lament" 

« But what should I do 1" 

^' Bring your intelligence to bear on the right 
object I make you no offers of fortune, be^ 
cause in the first place our system of civilizap 
tion renders the acceptance of such offers im- 
possible; secondly, a man of your structure 
would never accept them, and thirdly, because I' 
have no wish to see you a iotmger in this life* 
If y(m had inherited a great patrtmony,- it is 
possible your natural character and previons 
culture might have saved you from its paralyz- 
ing influence; butit is a question even with y'cat. 
Now you are free-^hat is to say you are free, 
if you are not in debt. A man who has not 
seen the wodd, whose fancy is harassed with 
glittering images of pleasures he has never ex- 
perienced, cannot live on £300 per annum; bat 
you can. You have nothing to haunt your, 
thoughts,. or disturb the abstraction of yonr 
studies. You have seen the most beautiful 
women ; you have banqueted in palaces, you 
know what heroes and wits and statesmen are 
made of; and yoii can draw on your memory . 
instead of your imagination for aU those daz- 
zUng^ and interesting objects that make the inex- 
perienced restless, and are the cause of what 
are called scrapes. But you can do nothing if 
you be in debt. You must be Tree* Before 
therefore we proceed, I must beg you to be 
fraijik on this head. If you have any absolute, 
or contingent incumbrances, tell me of them, 
without reiserve, and permit me to clear them 
a,t once to any amount You will sensibly 
oblige me in so doing: because I ain interested 
in watching your career, and if the racer start 
with a clog, my psychological observations will 
be imperfect" 

"You are indeed a friend; and had I debts I 
would ask you to pay them. I have nothing of 
the kind* My grandfather was so lavish in his 
allowance to me that I never could spend my in- 
come. I have a good deal of money at Brum- 
mond's at this moment; and horses and things 
without end which I must sell." 

" That will produce your outfit, whatever the . 
course you adopt I conceive there are two ca- 
reers which deserve your consideration. In the 
first place there is diplomacy. If you decide 
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tipon this, 1 6an assist yon. There »ist$ be- 
tyreen que afid the minister such relatioas tjbat 
i can at once secure you that first st*p which is 
so difficult to obtain. AAer that much, if not 
all, depends on yourself. But if I live, I could 
advance you,, provided you isrere capable. You 
should at least not languish for wapt of prefei;- 
i^ent In an iu)portant post,l coo M throw in 
your way advanta^^es which would soon prcmit 
you to eoQtr<?l cabinets. Information commands 
the world. I doubt not your success, and for 
such a career, speedy. ^ Let us asbume it as a 
faat. , Is ij a result satisfactory ? Suppose your- 
self in a dozen years a plenipotentiary at a chief 
court or at axriUcal post; yri\h a red ribbon 
-apd the privy council in immediate per^pwec- 
Uve; ?nd aftfer^ lengthened career, a pension 
and a peerage. Would that satisfy youT You 
do»'t look excited. I am hardly surprised. . In 
jrour position* it would not satisfy n».e. A- diplo- 
matist is« after all a phantom. There is 9. want 
of nationality about hjs being. I always look 
"upon diplomatists as the Hebrews of politics ; 
'Without country, political creeds, pof^ular con- 
Tictions, that strong realily of existence which 
pervades the career of an eminent citizen in a 
free and great country." 
. ** You read mf thooghts,** said .Cpningsby. 
**I should be sorry to sever myself from J^ng^- 
land," 

"Then remains the other, the greater, the 
nobler career " said Sidonia, " which in England 
jnay give you all — tlje bar. I am absolutely 
persuaded that with the requisite qualifications 
and with perseverance, success at. the bar is 
certain^ It may be retarded or precipitated by 
circumstances; but cannot be ulMmately ajffeci- 
ed. You have a right to count with your friends 
on no lack of opportunities when you are ripe 
, for then). You appear 10 me to hav^ all the 
qualiQcations necessary for the bar: and you 
jnay count on that perseverance, whiph is in- 
j^jspehsabie, for the reason I have before men- 
|;^oned, because it will be sustained by your 
Experience." 

**lhave resolved" said Coniug&by,;^! will 
try for the ayoeat seal." , 



, : CHAPTER IV. 

/. Alotte in his chambers, no longer under the 
/ sustaining ioifluence of Sidonia's converse and 
/ cpun^el^ the shades of night descending and 
/ ))earing gloom 19 the gloomy, alt the excitement 
/ pf his spirit evaporated ; the heart of Ooningsby 
J sank. All now depended on himselif) and in 
I that self he had no trust. Why should )^e suc- 
ceed? Success was the most rare of results. 
Thousands fail ; units triumph. , Aud even suc- 
cess coold only be conducted to him by the 
course of many years. His career, even if 
prosperous, was now to commence by the great- 
est sacrifice which the heart of man could be 
called upon to sustain. Upon the stern altar- 
of hi^ fortunes, be must immolate his first and 
enduring love. Before, he had a perilous posi- 
tion to offer Edith; now, he had none. The fu- 



ture might tjien haye ■ aided tlMj^ there was no 
combination which 'could iajpRve his present 
Under any circumstj^nces, he must, after all his 
thought a^d studies, commenpe a new novitiate, 
and before be could enter the afena, must pass . 
years of silent aiald obscuce preparation. Twafi | 
very bitter. He looked up, his eye caught that 
drawing of the towers of Hellingsley which «he 
had given him in the days of their happy hearts* 
That was all that was fo remain of their lovea. 
He was to bear it to the future scene of his 
labours^ to remind hint through revolving years 
of toil find routine* that he too had had his ror 
mance, had roaiued ip fair gardens, and whis- 
pered in willing ears the se^i^rets of his passion. 
That drawiug was to become the altar-piece of 
his life. 

Coningsby passed an agitated night of brokej^ 
5le;ep, waking oAen with a conscioojsness ok 
having experienced some great misfortune, ycA 
with a very inde^nite conception of its nadiv'^v 
He wpke exhausted and dispirited. It was. ^ 
gloomy day, a raw north-easter blowing up tJom^ 
cloisters of the Albany, in: which the fpg ^r^s 
lingering, the newspaper on his breakfast-talE>l^ 
full of rumoured particulars of his grandfathe ir's 
will, which had of course been duly digested l>f 
all who if new him* What a C(»)tFast to £^i, 
Genevieve! To the bright bracing morn, of 
that m^ rry Ghristnias I Th^t radiant and cheeiw 
fuj scene, and thpse gracious and beaming p«^. 
sonagesy seemed another world and order of 
beings to the one he now inhabited and the 
people with wbom he must now oofnmufM. • 
The great seal indeed ! It was the wild excite^ 
ment of de^^pair, the frenzied hope that blends 
inevitably with absolatct^rujn, that could alon« 
have inspired $uch a hallucination ! His qd^ 
strung heart deserted him. His energies coold t 
r^lly no mor?* He gave orders that he was at y 
home to no one; and in his dressing-gown and i 
flippers, with ht.^ (tet resting on th« fire-place, t 
the once high-sou led and noble-hearted Ooning»-/ 
by delivered himself up to despair. 

The day passed in a dark tVance rattler thaa 
a reverie. Nothing rose to his consciousness 
He w^ like a particle of chaos; at the best, a 
glimmenng entity of some shadowy Hade*. 
Towards evening the wind changed, the fog dia- 
persed^ there cam^ a clear starry n^hV btiisk 
and bright. Coningsby moved* He wrapped 
his cloak around him aud sallied forth. Onoe 
more in the mighty streets, surrounded by mit- 
lions, his petty griefs and personajl fortunes 
assumed their proper positron* Well had Qidoir 
nia taught him, view every, ihing ip ita relation 
to the rest. Tis the secret of all wisdom. Here 
was the mightiest of modecn cities; the riva^ 
even of the mo jit celebrated of the aoeieul. 
Whether he inherited or forfeited fortunes, what 
was it to the passing throng 1' They would not 
share his splendour, or his luxury, or his com^ 
fort. But a wond from bis Up, a thought froca 
his brain expressed at the right time, at the 
right place, might turn their hearts, .might ia* 
fi,uence their passions, might change their opina* 
ions, might afiTect their (^tiny. Nothing i$ 
great but the personal. As civilization ad* 
yanc^s, thp accidents of life become each day 
less important. The power of pan, his greats 
ness and his glory, depend on essential quali- 
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ties. Brains every day l)eeome more . precious 
iban blood. ^|Mf must g(re men new ideas, 
you mnst teachraem new words, yon mnst mo- 
dify their manners, yon mnst ehange their laws, 
yott must root ont prejudices; subvert convic- 
tions if' yon wish to be great. Greatness no 
longer depends on rental; the world'is too rich; 
nor on pedigrees ; the world is too knowing. 

•♦The greatness of this city destroys my 
•misery,** said Coningsby,*' and my genius shail 
conquer its greatness !** 

This conviction ik power in the midst of 
despair was a revelation of intrinsic strength. 
It is, indeed, the test of a creative spirit From 
^hat moment, all petty fears for an ordinary 
future quitted btm. He felt that he must be 
prepared for great sacrifices, for infinite sufibr- 
ing; that there must devolve on him a bitter in- 
heritance of obscurity, struggle, envy and hatred, 
;Tulgar prejudice, base criticism, petty hostili- 
! ties, but the dawn would break, and the hour 
^arrive, when the welcome morning hymn of his 
success and his fame would sound and be re- 
echoed. ' 

He returned to his rooms ; calm, resolute. 
He slept the deep sleep of a man void of 
anxietjr; that has neither hope nor fear to haunt 
his visions, bnt is prepared to rise on the mor- 
row collected for the great human struggle. 

And the morrow came. Fresh, vigorous, not 
rash or precipitate, yet determined to lose no 
time in idle meditation, Coningsby already re- 
solved at once to quit his present residence, 
was projecting a visit to some legal quarter, 
where he intended in future to reside, when his 
-servant brought him a note., The handwriting 
was feminine. The «ote was from Flora. The 
contents were brief. She begged Mr. Coningsby, 
with great- earnestness, to do her the honour and 
the kindness of calling on her at his earliest 
convenience, at the hotel in Brook street, where 
she now resided. 

It was an interview which Coningsby would 
-rather have avoided ; yet it seemed to him, after' 
a moment's reflection, Neither just nor kind, nor 
manly to refuse her request. Flora had not in- 
jured him. She was, ^fter all, his kin. Was 
it for a moment to be supposed that he was en- 
vious of her lot 'i He replied, therefore, that in 
an hour he would wait upon her. 

In an hour, then, two individuals are to be 
brought together, whose first meeting was held 
tinder circumstances most strangely different 
Then Coningsby was the patron, a generous 
and spontaneous one, of a being obscure, almost 
friendless, and sinking under bitter mortifica- 
tion. His favour could not be the less appre- 
ciated -because he was the chosen relative of a 
powerful noble. That noble was no more ; his 
jvast inheritance had devolved on the disregard- 
ed, even despised actress, whose sufiering emo- 
tions Coningsby had then soothed, and whose 
fortune had risen on the destruction of all his 
prospects, and the baulk of all his aspirations. 
Flora was aloae when Coningsby was ushered 
into the room. The extreme delicacy of her 
appearance was increased by her deep mourn- 
ing; and seated in a cushioned chair, from 
which she seemed to rise with an eflfbrt, she 
certainly presented 'little of the character of a 
fortunate and prosperous heiress. 



** Yon are very good to come to me,^ she saidy 
faintly smiling. 

Coningsby extended his hand to her, in which 
she placecTher own, looking down, with an em- 
barrassed air. . _ 

<*You have an agreeable situation here," 
said Coningsby, trying to break the first awk- 
wardtiess of theii; meeting. 
'•Yes ; but I hope not to stay here long." 
** Ton are going abroad ?'* 
^No;«I hope never to leave BnglandT' 
Hiere was a slight paused and then Flora 
sighed and said; 

^'I wish to speak to you on a subject that 
gives me pain; yet of which I must speak. 
You think 1 have injured you 1" 

<*I am sure," said Coningsby, in a tone of 
great kindness, ** that you could injure no one." 
*•! have robbed you of your inheritance." 
** It was not mine by any right, legal or mo» 
ral. There were others who might have urged 
an equal claim to it; and there are many who 
will now think that you miight have preferred a 
superior one." 

**Yon had enemies; t was not one. They 
isought to benefit themselVes by injuring you. 
They have nqt benefited themselves ; let them 
not say, that they iiave at least injured you." 

'* I care not what they say," said Coningsby; 
** I can sustain my lot" 

.** Would that I could mine!" said Flora^^ 
She sighed again with a downcast glance. Thea 
looking up, embarrassed and now very pale, she 
added : *< I wish to restore to you that fortune 
of which I have unconsciously and unwillingly 
deprived you." < 

** The fortune is yours, dea.r Flora, by every 
right," said Coningsby, much moved; "and 
there is no one who wishes more fervently, that 
it may contribute to your happiness than I do." 
** It is killing me," said Flora, mournfully; 
then speaking with unusual animation, with a 
degree of excitement, she continued : ** I must 
tell what I feel. This fortune is yours. I am 
happy in the inheritance, if you generously 
receive it from me, because rrovidence has 
made me the means of baffling your enemies^ 
I never thought to be so happy ajfll shall be- if 
you will generously accept this iMnne, always 
intended for you. I have lived there for a pur- 
pose ; I have not lived in vain ; I have returned 
to you some service, however humble, for all 
your — goodness, to ine in my unhappiness." 

•* You are, as I have ever thought you, Flora» 
the kindest and most tender-hearted jof beings. 
But you misconceive our mutual positions, my 
gentle Flora. The custom of the world does 
not permit such acts to either of us as you con- 
template. The fortune is yours. It is left you 
by one on whose affections you had the highest 
claim. I will not say that so large an inherit- 
ance does not bring with it an alarming respon- 
sibility; but yon are not unequal to it Have 
confidence in yourself. You have a good heart; 
you have good sense ; you have a well-princi- 
pled being. Your spirit will mount with your 
fortunes, and blend with them. You will be 
happy." 
**And you 1" 

** I shall soon learn to find content, if not 
happiness, from other sources/' said Coningsby; 
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* and mere riches, HotreTet'Vatst, could at no 
time have procured my felicity." 

"Buf they toay sectire that which brings 
felicity," said Flora, blushing deeply, and speak* 
iBg in a choking voice, and not meeting the 
glance of Coningsby. ''You had some views 
in li£$ which displeased him who has done all 
this; they maybe, they must be, affected by 
this fatal caprice. Bpeak to me, for I cannot 
flj>eak, dear Mr. Coningsby; do not let me be* 
lieve that I, who would sacrifice my life for ^oar 
bappiness, am the caoAe of such calamities!" 

*' Whatever be .my lot, I repeat, I can sustain 
it," said Coningsby, with a cheek of scarlet. 

'^ Ah ! he is angry with me," exclaimed Flora, 
^ he is angry with me," and the tears stole down 
her cheek. 

" No, no, no, dear Flora ; I have no other feel** 
ingsf towards you bat aflbction and respect," and 
Coiiiiigsby drew his chair nearer to her and 
took li^r hand. ^ I am gratified b^ these wishes 
of yoars, |hoiigh they are utterly impracticable; 
but they are Sie witnesses of your aweet dis- 
position. There never shall exist between ns, 
under any circumstances, other feelings but 
those of kin and kindness." 

He rose as if to depart When she saw that, 
she started, and seemed to summon all her 
^leiigies. 

^Yqm are going," she exclaimed, ''and I 
have said nothing, I have said nothing. And I 
shall never see you again. Let m^ tell you 
what I mean. This fortune is yours ; ii must 
he yours. It is an arrow i& my heart. Do not 
think I am speaking from a momentary impulse. 
I know myselfl I have lived so much alone ; I 
have had so little to deceive or to delude me, 
that I know myself. If you will not let me do 
justice, you declare my doom. I cannot live, if 
xaj existence is the cause of all your prospects 
being blasted, and the sweetest mams of your 
life being defeated. When I die, these riches 
-will be yours ; that you cannot prevent Infuse 
my present ofier, and you seal the fate of that 
unhappy Flora whose fragile life has bung for 
years on- the memory of your kindness." 

" Yon must not say these words, dear Flora; 
Tou must noi i^ffejge in these gloomy feelings. 
You must live^Rd you must live happily. — 
Tou have every charm and virtue which should 
secure happiness. The duties and the affections 
of existence will fall to your lot It is one that 
will always interest me, for I shall ever be your 
friend. You have conferred on me one of the 
most delightful of feelings — gratitude, and for 
that I bless you. I will soon pay yon another 
visit Farewell !" 
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CHAPTER V. 

About a week ailer this interview with 
Flora, as Coningsby one morning, his hat on 
his head, was about to sally forth from the 
Albany to visit some chambers in the Temple 
to which his notice had been attracted, there 
was a loud ring, a bustle in the hall, and Henry 
Sydney and Buckhurst were ushered in. 



There never was stKh a ^oi§fk^ meeting; 
and yet the faces of his friendswere serious* 
The truth is, the ]||aragraphs in the newspapers 
had circulated in the country; they had written 
to Coningsby, and aiter a brief delay, he had 
confirmed their worst apprehensions. ^ Imme^ 
diately they cai^e up to town. Henry $y&iey, 
a younger son, could offer little but sympathy^ 
but he declared that it was his intention also |c» 
study for the bar, so they should ndt be divided^ 
Buckhurst, after many embraces, and some or- 
dinary talk, took Coningsby aside, and said, 
''My dear fellow, I have no objection to Henry 
Sydney hearing every thing I say; but still, 
these are subjects which men like to be dis* 
cussed in private. Of course I expect you to 
share my fortune. There is enough for both* 
We will have an exact division." . 

There was something in Buckhurst's fervent 
resolution vvry lovable and a little humorous, 
just enough to put one in a good humour with 
human nature and life. If there were any fel* 
low's fortune in the world that Coningsby wdtdd 
share, Buckhurst's would have had the prefer- 
ence ; but while he pressed his hand, and- with 
a glance in which a tear and a smile seemed to 
contend for mastery, he gently indicated why 
such arrangements were m the present day in- 
expedient and impossible. 

"I see," said Buckhurst, afler a moment's' 
taught " I quite agree with you. The thing 
cannot be done; and to tell you the truth, a for-' 
tune is a bore. What I vote that we three do 
at once, is to take plenty of ready money, and 
enter the Austrian service. By Jove, it is the 
only thing to do." ^ 

"There is something in that," said Co- 
ningsby. "In the mean time, suppose you two 
fellows walk with me to the Temple ;«ibr I 
have an appointment to look at some cham- 
bers." 

It was a fine day, and it was by no means a 
gloomy walk. Though the two friends had 
arrived full of indignation against Lord Mott* 
mouth, and miserable about their companion, 
once more in his society, and finding little di£» 
ference in his carriage, they assun^ uncon- 
sciously their habitual tone. As for Buckhurst, 
he was delighted with the Temple, which he 
visited for the first time. The name enchanted 
him. The tombs in the church convinced him 
that the Crusades were the only career. He 
would have himself become a law student, if 
he might have prosecuted his studies in chain 
armour. The calmer Henry Sydney was con- 
soled for the misfortunes of Coningsby by a 
fanciful project himself to pass a portion of his 
life amid these halls and courts, gardens and 
terraces, that maintain in the heart of a grea^ 
city, in the nineteenth century, so much of the 
grave romance and picturesque « decorum of 
pur past manners. Hen/y Sydney was very 
sanguine; he was reconciled to the disinherit- 
ance of Coningsby by the conviction that it 
was a providential dispensation to make him a 
lordKshancellor. 

These faithful friends remained in town with 
Coninfrsby until he was established in Paper 
Buildings, and had become a pupil of a cele- 
brated special pleader. They would have re- 
mained longer, had not he himself suggested 
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that it wa9 l|||lef ^al ibey should part. They 
parted with afep emotion. It seemed a terrible 
catastrophe aAer all the visits of their boyish 
days; their college dreams % and theii dazzling 
adveBtpi^s ia the world. 

<* And this is the end oC Coningsby, the bril- 
liant Coningsby, that we all lov^ that was to 
be onr leader I'* said Buckhorst to Lord Henry, 
as they quitted him« " Well, come what may, 
life has lost something of its bloom.'* 

<<The great thing now/' said Lord Henry, 
<< is to keep up the chain of our friendship* We 
most write to him very often; and contrive to 
\ie frequently together. It is dreadful to think 
^at in the ways of life our hearts may become 
estranged. Infvcrfelt more wretched than I 
do at this moment, and yet I have faith that wa 
shall not lose him." 

" Amen !" said Buckhorst '' but I feel my plan 
about the Austrian service was, after atl, the 
only thing. The continent offers a career. He 
might have been prime minister: several stran- 
gers have been; and as for war, look at Brown 
and Land^aw and half a hondred others* I 
had a much better chance of being a field- 
marshal than he has of being a lord-chan*- 
cellor.*' 

. ** I feel quite convinced that Coningsby will 
be loM-chancellor/' said Henry Sydney, gravely^ 
; This chsAge of life for Coningsby was a 
^eat spcial . revolution* It was sudden and 
complete. Within a month aAer the death of 
his grandfather, his name had been erased from 
all his fashic^ahle clubs, his horses sold, and 
he had become a stndent of the Temple. He 
entirely devoted himself to his new pursuits 
His being was completely absorbed in it. There 
was nothing to haunt his mind; no.inen>e- 
i^enced. scene or sensation of life to distract his 
intelligence. One sacred thought alone, indeed, 
there remained, shrined in the innermost sane- 
tuary of his heart and consciousness. But it 
was a tradition,, no longer a hope. The mo- 
ment that he had (airly recovered from the 
first shock of his grandlather's will, had clearly 
ascertained this coiksequences to himseU^ and 
had resolved on the course to pursue, he had 
communicated unreservedlv with Oswald Mill- 
hank* ^4 had renounced those pretensions to 
Ihe hand of his sister wiiich it ill became the 
destitute to prefer. 

His letter was answered in person. Millbank 
met Henry Sydney and Buckhurst at the cham* 
>ers oC jConingsby. Once more they were all 
fwxr together; but under what different circnm^ 
stances, and with what different prospects to 
those which attended their separation at Eton ! 
Alone with Coningsby, Millbank spoke to. him 
^ings which cannot be written. He bore, to 
him alUhe sympathy and devotion of Edith, but 
they would not conceal from themselves that^at 
this moment, and in \he present state of affairs, 
all was hopeless. In no way did Coningsby 
ever permit himself to intimate to Oswald the 
^use of his disinheritance.^ He *was of coarse 
silent on it to his other friends, as any com- 
munioation of the kind must have touched on 
a subject that was consecrated to his Inmost 
soul* 



^ CflAPTEfi Vt 

Taii state of political parties in England ia 
the spting of 1841 offered a most remarkaUs 
contrast to their condition at the period com- 
memorated in the first chapter of this woHc 
The banners of the conservative camp at this 
moment lowered on the whig forces as the 
gathering host of the Norman invader frowned 
on the fated coast of Sussex. The vhigs were 
not fet conquered, bait they were doomacl; and 
they themselves knew it. The mistake which 
was made by the coaservative leaders in not 
retaining^ office in 1889, and whether we c<nis»- 
(^er their conduct in a national and constitutional 
light, or as a mere question of political tactics 
and party prudence, it was unquestionably a 
great mistauce, had infused into the corpse of 
whig authority a kind of galvanic action, wbic^ 
only Uie superficial could mistake for vitality. 
Even to form a basis for their future-operations^ 
aAer the conjuncture of '39, the whigs wera 
ol»liged to make, a fresh inroad on the revenue} 
the daily increasing debiliQr of which was now 
arresting attention, and exciting public alarm. 
It was clear that the catastrophe of the govern' 
mcnt would be financial. 

Under all the circumstances of the case, the 
conduct of the whig cabinet in their final pro- 
positions cannot be describied as deficient either 
m boldness or prudence. The policy which 
they recommended^ indeed, was in itself a saga* 
cious and spirited policy, hut they erred in sap- 
posing that at the period it was recommended 
any measures promoted by the whigs could have 
obtained general favour in the country. The 
whigs were known to be feeble; they were 
looked upon as tricksters. The country knew 
they were opposed by a very powerful party, and 
though there certainly never was any authority 
for the belief, the country did believe that that 
po^rerful party were influenced by great prin- 
ciples; had in their view a definite and national 
policy; and would secure England, instead of 
a feeble administration and fluctuating opinions) 
energy and a creed. 

The future effect of the whiff propositions of 
'41 will not be detrimental ^kiat party, even 
if in the interval they be appropriated piece- 
meal, as will probably l>e the case, by their con- 
servative successors. But for the moment, and 
ia the plight in which the whig party fonnd 
Uiemsenres« it was impossible to have devised 
measures naore conducive to their precipitate 
fall. Great interests were menaced by a weak 
government, The consequence was inevitaUei 
Tadpole and Taper saw it in a moment They 
snuffed the factious air, and felt the coming 
storm. Notwithstanding the extreme conge- 
niality of these worthies, tiiere was a little latent 
jealousy between them. Tadpole worshipped 
registration ; Taper adored a cry. Tadpole al- 
ways maintained that it was the winnowing of 
the electoral lists that could alone gain the day i 
^aper, on the contrary, faithful to aitcient tradi- 
tions, was ever of opinion that die game most 
ultimately be won by popular clamour. It always 
seemed so impossible that the conservative party 
cotild ever b^ popular, the ejEtreme gracioasness 
and personal popularity of the leaders not being 
generally esteemed a sofficienf hedge against 
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ihce inveterate odium that arched to tbeir opi- 
x^ions» that the Tadpole philosophy wa9 the 
la.voured tenet in high places ; and Taper had 
liad his knuckles well rapped more than once 
for manoeuvring too actively against the new 
poor law, and for hiring several link-boys to 
"bawl Lady Flora Hastings in the Park when 
the court prorogued Parliament 

And now afler all in 1841 it seemed that 
Taper was right. There was a great clamour 
ia every quarter, and the clamour was against 
the whigs and in favour of conservative 'prin- 
ciples. What Canadian timber merchants 
meant by conservative principles it is not diffi- 
cult to conjecture ; or West India planters* It 
'was tolerably clear on the hustings what squires 
and farmers and their followers meant by con- 
servative principles. What they mean by con- 
servative principles now is another question ; 
and whether conservative principles mean 
something better than the perpetuation (^ fiscal 
arrangements some of them very impolitic, none 
of them very important. But no matter what 
different bodies of men understood by the cry 
in which they all joined. The cry existed;! 
Taper beat Tadpole; and thie great conserva-l 
live party beat the shattered and exhausted' 
vhigs. 

Notwithstanding the abstraction of his legal 
studies, Goningsby could not be altogether in- 
sensible to the political crisis* In the political 
-world of course he never mixed, but the friends 
of his boyhood were deeply interested in affairs, 
and they lost no opportunity, which be would 
permit them, of cultivating his society. Their 
occasional fellowship, a visit now and then to 
Sidonia, and a call sometimes on Flora, who 
lived at Richmond, comprised his social rela- 
tions. His general acquaintance did not desert 
him, but he w;as out of sight, and did not wish 
to be remembered. Mr. Onnsby asked him to 
dinner, and occasionallv mourned over his fate 
in the bow window of Whites ; while Lord Esk- 
dale even went to see him in the Temple, was 
interested in his progress, and said with an en- 
couraging look, Uiat when he was called to the 
bar, all his friends must join and get up the 
steam. Coninga^y had once met A|r. Rigby 
who was walking with the Duke of Agincourt, 
-which was probably the reason he could not 
notice a lawyer. Mr. Rigby cut Goningsby. 

Lord Eskdale had obtained from Villebecque 
very accurate details as to the cause of Go- : 
ningsby being disinherited. Our hero, if one in 
such fallen fortunes may still be described as a^ 
hero, had mentioned to Lord Eskdale his sor- 
row that his grandfather had died in anger with 
him ; but Lord Eskdale, without dwelling on the 
subject, had assured him that he ^ad reason to 
believe that if Lord Monmouth had lived, aQairs 
would have been different. He had altered the 
disposition of his property at a moment of great 
and general irritation and excitement, and had 
been too indolent, perhaps rea)ly too indisposed^ 
which he was unwilling ever to acknowledge, 
to recur to a calmer and more equitable settle- 
ment. Lord Eskdale had been more frank with 
8idonia, and had told him all about the refusal 
to become a candidate for Dariford against Mr- 
' MiUbank, the communication of Rigby to Lord 
Monmouth as to the presence of Oswald Mill- 



bank at the oastfe, aiifd the love o£ Cdningsby 
for his ^ister; all theae details, nimished by 
Villebecque to Lord Bekdale had been duly 
transferred by that nobleman to his co-executor; 
and Sidonia, when he had sufficiently digested 
them, had made Lady Waliinger acquainted 
with the whole history. 

The dissolution of the whig Parliament by 
the whig^, the project of which had reached ^ 
Lord I\|onmouth a year before, and yet in which. 
Dbobody believed to the last moment, at lengA' 
took place. All the world was dispersed in the 
heart of the season, and onr solitary student of 
the Temple in hi;? Ipnely chambers, noiwiih« 
standing all his efforts, found his eye rather* 
wander over the pages of Tidd and Gbitty ashe 
remembered that the great event to which .be 
had so long looked forward was now occurring, 
and he, after all, was no actpr in the mighty 
drama. It was to have been the 'epoch of bi« 
life : when he was to have found himself in that 
proud position for which all the stqdies, and 
meditations, and higher impulses of bis nature* 
had been prep«triag him. It was a. keen trial oC 
a man. Every one of his friends and old oon^ 
panions were candidates and with sanguine 
prospects. Lord Henry was certain for a divi-. 
sipn of his county; Buokhurst harangued a 
large agricultural borough in his vicinity; Eu* 
stace Lyle and Vere stood in coaUtion for a- 
Yorkshire town ; and Oswald Millbatik solicited 
the suffrages of a very important manufacturing 
constituency. They sent their addresses to Co* 
ningsby. He was deeply interested as he traced 
in them the influence of his own mind ; oUiobl 
recognized the very expressions to which het 
habituated them. Amid the confasion of a ge* 
neral election, no unimpassioned critic had tim« 
to canvass the language of an address to. an 
isolated constitteney; yet an intelligent specu- 
lator on the movements of poUttcal partiea 
might have detected in these public declarations 
some intimation of new views, and of a tone of 
political leeling that has anfortunateiy been^oi» 
long absent from the public life of this country. 

It was the end of a auhry July day* the last 
ray of the sun shooting down PatlMaU swelter* 
ing with du^t; there was a crowd round the 
doors of the Garlton and the reform cldbstaod 
every now and then a^i express arrived with the 
agitating bulletin of a fresh defeat or a new tri^ 
un>ph. Gonings^by was walk ing. up Pall Mall. 
He was going to dine at the Oxford and Oanv> 
bridge club, the only club on whoae list be had 
retained his name, that he might occa$io9AUf 
l^ve the pleasure of meeting an Eton or. Gam- 
bridge friend without the annoyance of encQUn<- 
tering any of his former fashionable acquaint 
ances. He encountered in his walk Mr. Tadpol^ 
and Mr. Taper, both tof whom he knew. The 
lattejr did not notjoe hint, but Mr. Tadpole, more 
grK>d-natttred, bestowed an him a rough nod, 
not unmarked by a slight expression of coarse 
pity. 

Goningsby ordered his dinner, and then took, 
up the evening paperl, where he learnt the re- 
tarn of Vere and Lyle ; and read a speech of. 
Bnckhurst denouncing the Venetian Constitu- 
tion to the amazement of several thousand per- 
sons apparently not a little terriHed by this 
unknown danger, now first introduced to their. 
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notice. Being tnie E'ngHslimen, they were all 
against Buckharst's opponent, who was of the 
Venetian party, and who eaded hyealling oat 
Bttckhnrst for bis personalities. 

Coningsby had dined, and was reading in the 
library, when a waiter broaght up a third edi- 
tion of the Suii, with electioneering bnUetins 
teom the mannfactaring districts to Uie very- 
latest honr. Some large letters, wfiich ex- 
pressed the name of Darlford* caught his eye. 
lliere seemed great excitement in that borongh ; 
strange proceedings had happened. Thecolnmn 
was headed, ^'Extraordinary Affair! Withdrawal 
vof the Liberal Candidate ! Two Tory Candi- 
dates in the field ! ! !" 

His eye glanced over an animated speech of 
Mr. Millbank, his countenance changed, his 
heart palpitated. Mr. Millbank had resigned 
the representation of the town, but not from 
weakness; his avocations demanded his pre- 
sence: he had been requested to let his son sup- 
ply his place, bat bis son was otherwise pro- 
vided for; he should alwsqrs take a deep interest 
in the town and trade of Darlford; he hoped 
that the link between the borough and Hellings- 
ley would be 'ever cherished (loud cheering); 
he wished in |>ax;^ng from them to take a step 
which should conciliate all parties, put an end 
to local heats and factious contentions, and se- 
cure the town an able and worthy representa- 
tive. For these reasons he begg&d to propose 
to them a gentleman who bore a name which 
many of tl^m greatly honoured, for himself he 
knew the individual, and it was his firm opinion 
that whether they considered bis talents, hia 
character, and the ancient connection of his 
family with the district, he could not propose a 
candidate more worthy of their confidenoe than 
HAmar CeiriireBBT, E»q«. 

The proposition was received with that wild 
enthusiasm which occasionally bursts out in the 
most civilized communities. The contest be- 
tween Millbank and Rigby was equally balanced; 
neidier party was oVer confident The conser- 
vatives were not particularly zealous in behalf 
of their champion ; there was no Marquess of 
Monmouth and no Coningsby Castle now to 
back him; he was fighting on his own re- 
sources ; and he was a beaten horse. The libe- 
rai^'did not like the prospect of a defeat, and 
dreaded the mortification of Rigby's triumph. 
The moderate man who thought more of local 
than political circumstances liked the name of 
Coningsby. Mr. Millbank had dexterously pre- 
pared his leading supporters for the substitu- 
tion. Some traits <^the character and conduct 
of Coningfiby had been cleverly circulated. Thus 
there was a combination of many. favourable 
^|use8 in his favour. In half an hour's time 
his image was stamped on the brain of every 
inhabitant of the borough as an interesting and 
accomplished youth, who had been wronged 
and who deserved to be rewapded. It was whis- 
pered that Rigby was his enemy. Magog Wrath 
and his mob offered Mr. MilllKink's committee 
to throw that gentleman into the rrver; or to 
burn down his hotel, in case be was prudent 
enough not to show. Mr. Rigby determined to 
fight to the last All his hopes were now staked 
on the successful result Of this contest It was 
impossible if he were retamed that his friends 



could' refuse liim high' oiSee. The whole €3€ 
Lord Monmouth's reduced legacy was devoted 
to this end. The third ed,ition of the Sun left 
Mr. Rigby in vain attempting to address an in- 
furiated populace. 

Here was a revolution in the fortunes of our 
forlorn Coningsby I When his grandfather first 
sent for him to Monmouth House, hiis destiny 
was not verging on greater vicissitudes. He . 
rose frOni his seat, and was surprised that all 
the silent gentlemen wh\) were about him did. 
not mark his agitation. Not an individual there 
that he knew. It was now an hour to midnigfat» 
and to-morrow the almost unconscious candidate 
was to go to the poll. In a tutnult of suppressed * 
emotion, Coningsby returned to his chambers. 
He found a letter in his box from Oswald Mill- 
bank, who had been twice at the Temple. Os- 
wald had been returned without a contest, and 
had reached Darlford in time to hear Coningsby 
nominated. He 6et off instantly to l^ondon for 
Coningsby and leA at his friend's chambers a 
rapid narrative of what had happened, with in- 
formation that he should call on him again on. 
the morrow at nine o'clock, when they were to 
repair together immediately to Darlford in time 
for Coningsby to be chaired, for no one enter- 
tained a doubt of his triumph. 

Coningsby did not sleep a wink that nighty 
and yet when he rose early felt fresh enoug^h 
for any exploit however difficult or hazardous. 
He felt as an Egyptian does when the Nile rises 
after its elevation had been despaired of. At 
the very lowest ebb of his fortunes, an event 
had occurred which seemed to restore all. He 
dared not contemplate the ultimate result of all 
these wonderful changes. Enough for him that 
when all seemed dark, he was about to be re- 
turned to Parliament by the father of Edith, and . 
his vanquished rival, who was to bite the dust 
before him, was the author of all his misfortunes. 
Love, vengeance, justice, the glorious pride of 
having acted rightly, the triumphant sense of 
complete and absolute success-^here were cha- 
otic materials from which order was at lengili 
evolved; and Coningsby bent before that Pro- ' 
vidence that had guarded over him, and prayed 
ibr support in the new position to which he was 
now summoned. ' 

There was a knock at the door. It was Os- 
walds They embraced. It seemed that Oswald 
was as excited as Coningsby. His eye sparkled^ 
his manner was energetic. 

** We must talk it all over during our journey. 
We have not a minute to waste." 

During that journey, Coningsby le'amt some- 
thing of the course of afiairs which gradually 
had brought about so singular a revolution in , 
his favoun We mentioned that Sidonia had 
acquired a thorough knowledge of the circum- 
stances which had occasioned and attended the 
disinheritance of Coningsby. These he had 
told to Lady Wallinger, first by letter, afterwards 
in more detail on her arrival in London. Lady 
Watlinger had conferred with her husband. She 
was not surprised at the gooduess of Coningsby* 
and she sympathized with all his calamities. He 
had ever been the favourite of her judgment, 
and her romance had always consisted in blend- 
ing his destinies with those of her beloved 
Edith. Sir Joseph was a judicious man, who 
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never cared to commit hinself ; a little selfish, 
but good, just and honourable, with some im- 
polses only a little afraid of them, but then his 
^xrife stepped in like an angel and gave them the 
right direction. They were both absolutely 
impressed with Coningsby's admirable conduct, 
and Lady Wallinger was determined that her 
husband should express to others the convic- 
tions which he acknowledged in unison to her- 
self. Sir Joseph spoke to Mr. Millbank who 
stared, but Sir Joseph spoke feebly. Lady 
'Wallinger conveyed all this intelligence and all 
her^ impressions to Oswald and Edith. The 
younger Millbank talked with his father, who 
making no admissions, listened with interest^ 
inveighed against Lord Monmouth, and con- 
demned his will. 

After some time, Mr. Millbank made inquiries 
about Coningsby, took an interest in his career, 
and, like Lord Bskdale, declared that when he 
was called to the bar, his friends would have 
au opportunity to evince Uieir sincerity. Affairs 
remained in this state, until Oswakl thought 
thkt circumstance^ were sufficiently ripe to ai^e 
his father on the subject The position which 
Oswald had assumed at Millbank had neces- 
sarily made him acquainted with the affairs and 
fortune pf his father. When he computed the 
vast wealth which he knew was at his parent's 
command, and recalled Coningsby in his hum- 
ble chambers toiling after all Jiis noble efforts 
-writhont any results, and his sister pining in a 

h provincial solitude, Oswald began to curse 
wealth and to ask himself what was the use of 
all their marvellous industry and supernatural 
skill. He addressed his father with that irre- 
sistible frankness which a strong &ith can alone 
Inspire. What are the objects of wealth if not 
to bless those who possess our hearts 1 The 
only daughter, the friend to whom the only son 
was indebted for his life— here are two beings 
surely whom one would care to bless, and both 
are unhappy. Mr. Millbank listened without 
prejudice, for he was already convinced. But 
he felt some interest in the conduct of Conings- 
by. A Coningsby working for his bread was a 
novel incident for him. He wished to be assured 
of its authenticity. He was resolved to con* 

^ vince himself of the fact. And perhaps he 
would have gone on yet for a little time, and 
watched the progress of the experiment, already 
interested and delighted by what had reached 
him, but the dissolution brought affairs to a 
crisis. The misery of Oswald at the position 
of Coningsby, the silent sadness of Edith, his 
own conviction which assured himthat be could 
do nothing wiser or better than take this young 
man to his heart, so ordained it that Mr. Mill- 
bank who was aAer all the creature of impub^e, 
decided suddenly, and decided rightly. Never 
making a single admission to all the represen. 
tations of his son, Mr. Millbank in a moment 
did all that his son could have dared to desire. 
This is a very imperfect and crude intimation 
of what had occurred at Millbank and Hel- 
lingsley ; yet it conveys a faint sketch of the 
enchanting intelligence that Oswakl conveyed 
to Coningsby during their rapid travel. When 
they arrived at Birmingham, they found a mes- 
senger and a despatch informing Coningsby 
that at mid-day, at B^lford, hq was at tl^0 ^ead 



ofohepoll by an orenrhelming najority, and 
that Mr. Rigby had resigned. He was, however, 
requested to remain at Birmingham, as they 
did not wish him to enter Darlford, except to be 
chaired, so he was to arrive there in the mom« 
ing, 80 at Birmingham they remained. 

There was Oswald's election to talk of as well 
as Cpnin^sby's. They had hardl)r had time for 
this. Now they were both members of Parlia- 
ment* Men must have been. at school together, 
to enjoy the real fun of meeting thus together 
and realizing boyish dreams. OAen years ago 
they had talked of theses things and assumed 
theseviesults, but those were words and dreams; 
these were positive facts; after some doubts and 
struggles, in the freshness of their youth, Oswald 
Millbank and Henr}[ Coningsby were members 
of the British Parliament; public characters, 
responsible agents, whose portraits would be in 
time published in the ** Illustrated Times." 

This afternoon af Birmingham was as happy 
an afternoon as usually falls to the lot of miui. 
Both dT these companions were labouring under 
that degree of excitement which is necessary 
to felicity. They had enough to talk about. 
Themselves first; then their friends; that dear 
Buckhurst, who had just been called out for 
styling his opjponent a Venetian, and all their 
companions of early days. What a sudden and 
marvellous change in all their destinies! Life 
was a pantomime; the wand was waved, and it 
seemed thitt the'schoolfellows had of a sudden 
become elements of power, springs of the great 
machine, 

A train arrived; restless they sallied forth to 
seek diversion in the dispersion of the passen* 
gers. Coningsby and Millbank, with that glance^ 
a little inquisitive, even impertinent, if we must 
confess it, with . which one greets a stranger 
when he emerges from a public conveyance, 
were lounging on the platform. The train 
arrived; stopped; the doors were thrown open, 
and from one of them emeiiged Mr. Rigby ! Co* 
ningsby, who had dined, was greatly tempted to 
take off his hat and make him a bow^ but he 
refrained. Their eyes met Rigby was dead 
beat He was evidently used up ; a man with- 
out a resource ; the sight of Coningsby his last 
blow ; he had met his fale. 

*'My dear fellow." said Coningsby, '' I remem- 
ber I wanted you to dine with my grandfather 
at Montem and that fellow would not ask you* 
SuchisUfe!" 

About eleven o'clock the next morning ^hey 
arrived at the Darlford station, Here th^ were 
met by an anxious deputation, who received 
Coningsby as if he were a prophet, and ushered 
him into a car covered with satin and bine 
ribbons, and drawn by six beautiful gray horses 
caparisoned in his colours. Triumphant music 
sounded ; banners waved'; the multitude were 
marshalled; the Freemasons at the first opppr* 
tunity fell into procession; the Odd Fellows 
joined it at the nearest corner. Preceded and 
followed by thousands, with flags streaming* 
trumpets sounding, and endless huzzas, fiagsi 
and handkerchiefs waving from every window* 
and every balcony filled with dames and maid* 
ens bedecked with his colours, Coningsby was 
borne through enthusiastic Darlford like Paul us 
Emilitts returning froqi Macedon. Still in de«p 
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ivKyu^mg, «iieoiM6^ bis fine figure an^ grace- 
f qI bearing, and his inteUigent brow, at o&ee 
von every female heart 
• The sin^alarity was that aH were of the 
-safD^ opinion: everrbody cheered him, eirery 
house was adorned willi his colours. His tri- 
«mf)hant return was no party question ; Magog 
Wrath and Bally Blnc^k walked together like 
lambs at the head t^f his procession. 

The car stopped before the principal hotel in 
the High street. It was Mr. Millbank's com- 
inittec. The broad street was so crowded, that 
as every one declared, you might have walked 
on the heads of the people. Erery window was 
fell; the vtry roofs were peopled. The car 
stopped, and the populace gave three cheers 
for Mr. Millhank. Their late member, sur- 
rounded by his friends, stood in the balcony, 
-Which was fitted up With Goningsby's colours, 
and bore his name on the hangings in gi' 
l^ntic letters formed of dahlias. The flashing 
and inquiring eye of Coningsby caught the 
Iflance of Edith, who was leaning on her &p 
ther's arm. 

The hustings were opposite the hotel, and 
here after a while Coningsby was carried, and 
Stepping from his car, took up his post to ad- 
dress, for the first time, a public assembly. 
Anxious as the people were to hear him, it 
was long before their enthusiasm could sub* 
side into silence. At length that silence was 
deep and absolute. He sp<^e; his powerful 
and rich tones reached every ear. In ^ve 
minutes' time every one looked at his neigh* 
hour, and, without speaking, they agreed £at 
there never was any thing like this heard in 
Darlford before. 

He addressed them fbr a considerable time, 
lor he had a great deal to say ; not only to ex- 
press his ^titude for the unprecedented man- 
ner in which he had become their represtota- 
tive and for the spirit in which they had greeted 
him ; but he had to offer them no niggard expo- 
sition of the views and opinions of the member 
whom they had so confidingly chosen, without 
^ven a formal declaration of his sentiments. 
- He did this with so much clearness, and in a 
manner so pointed and popular, that the deep 
attention of the multitude never wavered. His 
iirely illustrations kept them oAen in continued 
teerriment. But when, towards his close, he 
drew some picture of what he hoped might be 
the character of his future and lasting connec- 
tion lirith the town, the vast throng was affected 
even nnto tears. There were a great many 
present at that moment who had never seen 
Coningsby before, but who would willingly have 
died for him. Coningsby had touched their 
hearts, for he had spoken from his own. His 
spirit had entirely magnetized them. Darlford 
believed in Coningsby: and a very good creed. 

And now Coningsby was conducted to the 
opposite hotel. He walked through the crowd. 
The progress was slow, as every one wished to 
shake hands with him. His friends, however, 
«t last safely landed him. He sprang. up the 
stairs : he tvas met by Mr. Millbank, who wel- 
comed him with the greatest warmth, and of- 
fered his hearty congratulations. 

** ft is to you, dear sir, that I am indebted for 
an this>'* said Coningsby. 



**i^o,'' said Hir. Millbank, * It is to your own 
high principles, great talents, and good heart,** 

After he had been presented bv the late mem- 
ber to the principal personages m the borough, 
Mr. Millbank said : 

** I think we must now give Mr. Coningsby 
a little rest Come with me," he added ; •• here 
are some friends who wish to offer yoa their 
congratalations.'* 

Speaking thuar, he led our hero a little away, 
and placing his arm in Coningsby's with great 
affection opened the door of an apartment, and 
then walking up with him to bis daughter, joined 
their bands, and blessed them with words of 
tenderness. 



CHAPTER Vlf. 

^ Tbx marriage of Coningsby and Edith took 
place early in the autumn. It was solemnized 
at Millbank, and they passed their first moon at 
Hellittgsley, which place was in future to be 
the residence of the member for Dariford. The 
estate was to devolve to Coningsby after the 
death of Mr. Millbank, who, ih the meantime, 
made arrangements which permitted the newly 
married couple to reside at the hall in a manner 
becoming its occupants. All their settlements, < 
as Mr. Millbank assured Coningsby, were effect- 
ed not only with the sanction, but at the express 
instance of his son. 

An event, however, occurred, not very lonj 
after the marriage of Coningsby, which ren- 
dered this generous conduct of his father-in-law 
no longer necessary to his fortunes, though he 
never forgot its exercise. 

The gentle and unhappy daughter of Lord 
Monmouth quitted a scene with which her spirit 
had never greatly sympathized. Perhaps she 
might have lingered in life for vet a little while 
had it not been for that fatal inheritance which 
dismrbed her peace and embittered her day$, 
haunting her heart with the recollection that 
She had been the unconscious, instrument of in- 
juring the only being whom she loved, and 
embarrassing and encumbering her with duties 
foreign to her experience and her nature.— 
The marriage of Coningsby had greatly affected 
her, and from that day she seemed t gradually 
to decline, — she died towards the 6nd of the 
autumn, ahd^ subject to an ample annuity to 
Villebecqne, she bequeathed the whole of her 
fortune to the husband of Edith. 

Gratifying as it was to htm to present such 
an inheritance to his wife, it was not without a 
pang that he received the mtelligence of the 
death of Flora,— Edith sympadiized in his affec- 
tionate flings, and they raised a monument to 
her memory in the gardens of Hellingsley, 

Coningsby passed his next Christmas in his 
own hall with his beautiful and gifted wife 
beaming by his side, and surrounded by the 
friends of his heart and his youth. They stand 
now on the threshold of public life. They are 
in the bark, but in a moment they will be slip- 
ped. What wiH be their &te1 Will they main« 
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tain in angnst assemblies and high places the 
great troths wh\c\i in study and in solitude they 
bave embraced 1 Or will ueir courage exhaust 
itself in the straggle, their enthusiasm evaporate 
before hollow-hearted ridicule, their generous 
impulses yield with a vulgar catastrophe to the 
tawdry temptations of a low ambition ? Will 
their skilled intelligence subside into being the 
adroit tool of' a corrupt party 1 Will vanity 
confound their fortunes or jealousy wither their 



sympathies ? Or will they remain brave, single 
and trae— refuse to bow, before shadows and 
worship phrases — sensible of the greatness of 
their position, recognize the greatness of their 
duties ; denounce to a perplexed and disheart- 
ened world the frigid theories that have de- 
stroyed the individuality of man ; and restore 
the social happiness of their th^ country by 
believing in their own energies and daring to 
be great ! 



THE END. 
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